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SCENE— mom, in the neighbourhood of the Saronic Gulf A m%rlle Temple^ olhe-’Shadowed^ and overlooMng the ««a. 
Hi am. discovered discoursing wvh her venerable Sire. To them enter Mr. Pctnch, accompanied by burly man of middle 
height^ with a countenance remarh Able from its depth of expression and strength of contour 

Mr. Flinch. Greetings, Hygeia ! ** I hope I don’t intrude ” (as Faulus Speculator -would say) upon the musings 
of the ancient Sire of Medicine and his daughter, well-beloyed of modern man. 

Hygeia {affably), Mr. Punch could never be an intruder anjwhere, 

Mr. Punch. You do me proud, Hygeia. Pray grant me the additional favour of introducing me to your father. 

JEsculapuis. Mr. Punch requires no introduction. Moreover, though that satirical dog, Lucian, represents me as 
wrangling with Hercules about precedence, “ in a manner unseemly, and quite strange to the banquets of the Gods,” yet 
indeed I am too little of a parvenu to be proud, or of a quack to be quarrelsome. 

Mr. Punch. Only what was to be expected of ‘‘ the blameless physician ” of Epidaurus. I wish that some of your 
later followers, British and Teuton, would take example from their great prototype. Then we should be spared some 
unseemly professional squabbles, and much peevishly polemical pamphleteering. 

JEsculapius. Who, Mr. Punch, is your companion ? I perceive by his manner that he warmly echoes your wish. 

Mr, Punch. Like Hermes of old, I am privileged to act as ambassador and intermediary between the Immortals and 
mankind. This is Dr, Bobert Koch, the great German bacteriologist, and dauntless foe of the deadly Bacillus. 

JSsculapiiis. “ Whom not to know argues oneself unknown.” By the beard of Jove, that thrasonic strong man,” 
Hercules (albeit he called me “ paltry herb-doctor and mountebank ”), with all his heroic exploits against huge Hydras and 
swarming Stymphalian Birds, performed tasks not more arduous, and infinitely less useful, than he whose life-long battle has 
been against the microscopic scourges of mankind. 

Dr. Koch. But my battle is not yet won, JEsculapius. I am sorry that some of my over-eager disciples fail to dis- 
tinguish between sounding the charge and blowing the trumpet of final victory. 

Mr. Punch. Bravo, Modesty ! Sensation^sm in Science, particularly in Medical Science, is singularly detestable. 

So many oockadocdledoo 
Too soon, Earners temple plotting in I 
You ’re modest, Koch, my learned Teu- 
' -ton, as when studying at the IJ- 

-niversity of Gottingen I 

Dr. Koch. 1 trust so. But, Sir, it is not in Berlin or in London as it was in old Epidaurus. A modern Prometheus, 
even, would have his beneficent fire puffed into premature notoriety by the accursed, ubiquitous, indiscreet, flatulent, swag- 
gering, sensation-mongering spirit of Advertisement, almost before he had time to appraise or to apply it. My friend Pasteub 
and myself should not be hold responsible for the unmeasured pretensions of our hasty exploiters. 
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Htjgeia. AU civilised mankind are now worshippers at my modernised shrine ; hut, unhappily, like the devotees of 
other altars, tlicy are sometimes a little too coryhantio in their cultus, 

Mr, Punch, Most true, IIygeta ! — 

To dedicate to thee, henignant N'ymph, 

Our Teuton’s magic fehrifacient lymph, 

Unheralded by blatant, wow^less noise, 

Were first of duties, genuinest of joys. 

But, JEscflapitts mine, I greatly fear 
The modern advertising Chanticleer, — 

A strutting fowl, cacophonous, absurd, — ^ 

Is not the clarion- voiced dawn-hailing^ bird 
Sacred to thee, which Socbatks the wise 
Chose as his mortuary sacrifice. 

Nay, rather ’tis that gallinaceous pest, 

Whose noise deprives a weary world of rest. 

Heavens I how the wise abhor the blatant crew, 

Whose life is one long Cock-a-doodle-do ! 

But here, -ZEscuLAnrs, we are far from the shindy of Sensationalism ; here, Hygeia, the dawn creeps upon us over yon 
shadowy hills without the devil’s tattoo of puffing quackdom ; here. Dr. Koch, all is as calm and thought-aiding as those 
lonely ^austhal Mountains where you first meditated war upon the Bacillus. 

^sculaplus. Here is wine of a vintage that Clubdom could not match, and that Sir Wilfeid the Water- worshipper 
could hardly demur to. Let us drink the health and the ultimate triumph of the illustrious Bacillicide ! 

Mr. Punch. With all my heart — though ’tis early for so potent a potation. 

In spite of the quackish and quizzical, 

May Keen s magic lymph anti-phthisical 
Efiect a safe cure, 

As lasting as sure, ^ r v . 

O'er tbe saddest of maladies physical I [ Thej/ drink, 

JEsculapius, Hark ! my bird in jubilant strains greets the dawn. May it mean the dawn of Health to the 
disease-harassed world of men whom I loved, and suffered from angry Jove for aiding. Your devoted dog barketh briskly, 
Mr, Punch. 

Mr, Punch. As though ho heheld the angry spectres or spooks of the malignant Microbes driven forth with the 
vanishing darkness. Toby’s Master is also, in his way, a slayer of Microbes, the parasitic mental pests, the soul-corrupting 
Bacilli of palsying Humbug, and feverish Folly, and cancerous Cant. Foes, Doctor, as multitudinous as ubiquitous, and as 
difficult of extirpation as any of the physical disease-germs that we are all hoping your long-sought lymph will finally defeat. 
As you lahcair in your Hygienic Museum in Kloster Strasse, so do I in my Sanctum in Fleet Street, in the interests of 
disordered Mankind. Would you study my doctrine, and learn my infallible specifics ? Then read this I 

And Mr. Punch politely presented to .^sculapjus his 
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WEEK BY WEEK, 

We understand that carefnl observers have noted a considerable 
amount of disturbance in the House of Commons during: the past 
three weeks. Yarious reasons have, as usual, been advanced to 
account for this phenomenon, one eminent politician having gone so 
far as to hint darkly at the existence of Cave-men (or Troglodytes), 
who dwell in barrows. 

. The weather has been subject to strange variations, jniemean 
lemi)erature of the isothermal lines, when reduced to fractions of an 
infinitesimal value, has*' been found to correspond exactly to the 
elevation of the nap on the hat of a certain sporting Earl. Dividing 
that by the number of buttons on a costermonger’s waistcoat, and 
adding to the quotient the number of aspirates picked up in the Old 
Kent Koad on a Saturday afternoon, the result has been computed as 
equal to the total amount of minutes occupied by a vendor of save- 
loys in advertising his wares in the Pall Mall Clubs. 

Candour is at times inconvenient. A promiment member of a 
Metropolitan Yestry was informed two days ago by one of the per- 
manent scavengers of the district, that he “ wasn’t worth the price 
of a second-hand boot-lace.” On inquiring the meaning of this 
curious phrase, he was told that “his blooming head would be 
knocked off for two-pence.” We understand that the Yestryman’s 
vote on a question of salary is responsible for the indignation of the 
scavenger, a member of a class usually noted for their somewhat 
ceremonious courtesy. 

Those who propose to travel this year will doubtless be glad to 
leam lhat the Hessian fiy has been observed in unusual abundance 
in Westphalia. This succulent morceau is now eaten fried, with a 
sauce of devilled lentils a nd oil. 

It appears, after all, that there is no very definite foundation for 
the report that Sir EnwABn Watxin is said to be disappointed in 
the competitive designs sent in for his Tower, because none of them 
provide sleeping accommodation for 2000 people on the top storey. 
Of course something must have given rise to the rumour, but it is 
not easy to say exactly what. One competitor has already, however, 
it appears, intimated his readiness to make the required addition, hy 
hanging his beds over the side of the Tower on “extended poles,” 
The question is, “ Would Sir Watkik he able to induce his patrons 
‘ to turn in under such conditions ? ” There ’s the xuh. 


OUE BOOKING-OEEICOS. 

Staotey’s JDarhest Africa (Sampsoist Low) swamps all other hooks 
just now. except, of course, the Other Stawiet hook, called A Liqho 
on the Xeep-iUQuite-the-Darkest Africa (Tbisohleb, & Co.) which 
follows closely at its heels. The real STAiriEy narrative is most 
interesting and exciting: it is a hook that will make everyone 
“ sit up at night to read it. The centre of attraction is in the 
answer to the question, “How did I find Emust?” Which is, 
“ Ouite well, thank you.” 

My faithful “ Co.” reports that he has heeu doing his dufy nobly 
as a novel-reader. He has already devoured Yol. III. of the Man wifh 
a Secret* He would attack Yols. I. and 11. if he had not had (so he 
says) quite enough of the Man and his Secret. Innocent Victims is 
written in the temperance interest. “Co.” has every sympathy 
I with the cause of undiluted water, ^ but fears that this ‘Story of 
I London Life and Labour ” may end in drink. He found it Hiiiself 
I a little dry, and was not cheered by the name of the author, Hugh 
Dowhte, TWnoh seemed to suggest he could not get up again. He is 
eagerly waiting for more fiction, as “ JExpiation^^ hy OorAVE Thanet 
has scarcely satisfied his craving for the weird and the homhle. In 
the meanwhile, he has found a cheerful interlude in Sanity^ and 
I Insanity, a text-book (written in a popular yet scientific strain) of 
: the maladies of the mind. He says, that Dr. Mebciee, the author, 
is to be congratulated on having treated a rather “jumpy” subject 
in a manner that can offend no one. “ Co.” had no idea up to now, 
that “t’other was so like unto wHch.” 

All the Magazines for July are in, hut the Baron has been unable to 
open them, and “Co,” has cut them, Babok pe Boox-Woems & Co. 

ADYICE TO aiEL GEADUATES. 

(After Charles Kingsley~-at a respectful distmee,) 

Dbess well, sweet Maid, and let who will he clever* 

Dance, flirt, and sing I 
* Don’t study aU day long* 

Or else you ’ll find. 

When other girls get married, 

You ’ll sing a different song I 

Sap News eeom: Etof.—“ Sever” is dead. Sorrow^ hoys 
followed the bier. The Bever-age has oCased to exist. What next^i^ 
Will the charaoteristio Etonian top-hat follow the Bever r - ^ , 


voi. xeax* 


B 
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HIS FIRST ACHE. 

•* Ofl, Mammy ! I *ve got sttoh a Pain in front of me 1’* 

BErOEE BISLEY, 

Scene— of ihe Cimaiandmg Commatider-itt- Chief. The C.C.-m-CMef 
discovered. To him enter H.E.H. George Banger. 

K,U,H, G. B, You sent for me, 3fr, Punch, I beg pardon, I sbonld say, 
your Excellency P 

C,C,-m^C, {severely). Be careful, Sir, and remember in whose presence you 
are I I believe about a month ago you asked for subscriptions in aid of .the 
National BifLe Association P 

H,R,JS, G, It, Yes, Afr. P.— I should say, your Excellency. 

C, C,-inC, And I presume the N. B. A, have been put to very great expense 
in changing from Wimbledon to Bisley ? 

G, R, Yes, I am sorry to say so,— personallyTsorry. Although the 
bullets may have played the mischief with the adioiniug property, still I think 

C,C,-in-C, {severely). We are not discussing Wimbledon now, Sir. Am I 
right in assuming that the reason funds were requested was to put Bisley in 
a proper condition for the reception of the Tolunteers ? 

R R,R, G, R, Of course. I am sure I am the best friend of the Tolunteers, 
and 

o’. C.-zn-CX {interrupting). How comes it then that when the Tolunteers 
(whose own ranges are being closed all round London) ask for permission to 
shoot at Bisley, ihey are told that they may not have it, because the range is 
required for the regular troops.’^ 

R,R,R, G, R, Well, as Commauder-in- Chief, of course I must consider the 
Army, and as 

C, C,^in^C, President of the N. B. A., yon should consider the Tolunteers 
—but you don’t 1 Now see here, if I hear any more of this sort of thingj I tell 
you frankly that {^Scene closes in^ as the threat is too terrible for publication, 

MB. PUNCH’S DICTIONABY OF PHBASES. 

OrUALIPIED BeCOMMENDATION. 

Nobleman wishes particularly to recommend his Coachman, who is leaving 
his service, solely owing to domestic changes ; ” i,e,, Having been detected falsi- 
fying his stable accounts, sfud threatened in consequence with prosecution, he 
retaliates by a menace to disclose certain unpleasant family secrets, picked up in 
the servants’ hall, to a Society journal. 

Trade ETVrRF.T.T.THTnirRN Tg. 

‘‘ If allied but once gently with the palm of the hand, it will afford the 
sufferer delightful and instantaneous relief; ” i,e,, It at once removes the skin, 
and if rubbed in with vigour will flay a horse. 

PlATEOBirOLARS. 

I feel that I have already trespassed upon your patience, and detained you 
an unconscionable iime;^^ ie,, “Your attention seems flagging. I want a 
moment or two for reflection, and a cue to go on again.” 


THE RACK OF THE RATE-PAYER. 

(By a Victim of “ Quinquennial Valuation f') 

“ Parochial Authorities have a way of their own in inter- 
preting Acts of Parliament, and a very peculiar way indeed of 
dealing with the Taluation Act. . . . Overseers go their own 
way, and interpret the Act according to their koowledge and 
experience; and in many cases experience is lacking, and 
knowledge an altogether unknown quantity. . . . When dealing 
with leasehold property, overseers positively revel in the most 
deUghtM caprice. The leaseholder’s property is dealt with 
kindly or the reverse, just as it is in this or that parish.”— 
8t, James's Gazette. 

Tennyson talks of “ gay quinquenniads.” Yes, 

But he would mention them with less elation 
If he had my experience, I guess. 

Of the not gay Ouinquennial Taluation I 
I am not now so young as once I was, 

I have arrived at the Golosh and Gamp Age, 

I am not equal to contend— that ’s poz — 

With the Parochial Fathers on the rampage. 

Ah me, these Testry vultures on the pounce ! 

They scare me, skin me, bully me, and bilk me. 

Soon of my flesh they ’ll scarce have left an ounce, . 

They so persistently maul, mulct, and milk me. 

Once in five years they send me papers bine. 

And papers white, and likewise papers yellow : 

They ‘‘want to know, you know, ’^indeed they do. 

First the “First Clerk,” a devil of a fellow I 
Challenges me to up and tell him all 
About gross value, also value rateable. 

It!’s all pure fudge. I am their helpless thrall, 

To an extent in civil speech unstateable. 

They will not take my word. If I appeal. 

They hale me up before a stem Committee, 

Fellows with brazen faces, hearts of steel, 

And destitute of manners as of pity. 

My solemn statement, or my mild demur,* 

To them a subject of fierce scorn and scofl is ; 

An honest citizen feels but a cnr [Office. 

When snapped and snarled at by these Jacks-in- 
They ’re sure to have the pull of me somehow ; 

Oh! I’ve read “Handbooks.” I’ve attended 
Meetings 

Where angry ratepayers raise fruitless row ; 

But, bless you, these bold roarings turn to bleatings, 
When they the cruel inquisition face 
Of some austere Committee of Assessment. 

Until I found myself in that dread place 
I never knew what fogged and foiled distress meant. 
Between them and my Landlord I ’ve no peace. 

I ’m honest, but they treat me as “ a wrong one.” 

I ’m a Shopkeeper, holding a short lease 
(My Landlord takes good care it ’s not a long one). 
Once in seven years the Landlord lifts my Bent, 

And once in five my Bates the Assessor raises, 
Talues, Gross, Bateable, so much per cent. ? 

Bah ! the attempt to fathom them but crazes ! 

The only regular rule is— Up ! Up I Up! 
j And any protest only brings upon you 
, Your Laudlord’s wrath, and cheek from some sleek pup, 

^ Who bullies you ; and laughs when he has done you. 

“ Pay and look pleasant,” is the official rule, 

^ And as to wife and child, and food and raiment, 

You may attend to them, ]^r drudging fool ! 
j When of your Bent and Bates you’ve made full pay- 
[ ment. 

Yes, Bent and Bates 1 they are the modern gods, 

And Moloch’s tyranny was not more cruel. 

With Landlord or with Testry get at odds, 

And you’re gone coon; they’ll soon give yon your 
gruel. 

y Just now Testry dom’s victims are a-howl 
' With rage at skinning ; but their indignation 
j Will fade, and they will feed the Official Ghoul 
^ Until the next duinquennial Taluation. 

And then— well. Lord knows what may happen then. 
Unless— unless— and that is most improbable — 
Batepayers rise together— they ’re men, 

^ And not mere sheep gregarious, warm-fleeced, rob- 
» bable. 

Meanwhile the Testry Tultures gorge their fill, 

And I am warned— by friends— “ Don’^ put their 
i hcLcks up ! ” 

1 Their backs! I ” And we sing “ Rule Britannia ” stiU ! I 
Will no one chaw these fine official J acks np P 
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THE KEEUTZEE SONATA. 

030! Pozdnisheff by name 
Played the matrimonial game ; 
Pleased by a little curl, 

'Which round his heart did twirl, 
And taken by a jersey 
(Exported from the Mersey) ; 

He felt, poor man, half-witted 
When he saw how weE it fitted ! 


The mother, with her jersey-clad yoxing daughter, 
Asked the lover to a party on the water. 

Soft things he now could say 
To the maiden all the way, 

Till she caught him— who imagined he had caught her I 

How there came a young^ musician, Trouhachevsliy^ 
Who, at Petersburg, resided on the Hevsky ; 

And to play with him the flighty wEe was fated 
In the famed duet to EnEurzEU dedicated. 


The husband who perceived things were not right, 
Home suddenly returned at dead of night. 

His boots he ’d taken ofi ; 

He was careful not to cough ; 

And his plans so well were woven, 

That they still performed Beethoven. 

But, neither bemg deaf. 

They at last heard Pozdnitheff, 

Poor wife ! He so affrights her, 

That she plays no more the Kreutzer* 


If on each foot he ’d had a slipper 
To Troukaehevsky (who was saved) 

The husband would have perhaps behaved 
Much in the style of Jack the Eipper. 

He put to flight the dilettante 
(Who hadn’t finished haH the 
But feared the servants’ mookings 
Should they see him in Hs stockings, 
Racing along the corridor 
Hot that he thought it horrid, or 
Harsh to transfix him with a dagger, 

(He could not bear the fiddler’s swagger). 
But felt quite sure so droll a figure^ 

Would nmke his rude domestics snigger. 


And now his wife cries out for mercy 
(No more she wears that fetching jersey) ; 

And all in vain she pity claims : 

The dagger ruthlessly he aims, 

And through the whale-bone of her corset 
Tries unsuccessfolly to force it. 

At last he feels that he ’s succeeded, 

A little more than p’rhaus was needed. 

Ah, that by taking out the knife ^ 

He now could bring her back to life I 

’Twas his habit, when he got into a pet, 
Invariably to light a ciga-rette ; 

And, having killed his wife, he never spoke 
One word until he ’d had a quiet smoke. 

When he saw that it was time, he called a p’liceman, 
And exclaimed, ** Oh, I have broken the Tsar’s peace, man. 
I ’ve killed my wife ! — I did it in a fury — 

But I wish the matter brought before a jury.” 

And the jury, after hearing all the ease, 

Said, “ Hot Guilty. We ’d have done it m his place,” 
And he lately, in a Russian railway carriage. 

Told Count Toistoi aU the story of his marriage. 


“The LiiW of Asms is Such.”— ilfr. Punch greatly 
regrets that he was unable to be present at the A nn ual 
Inspection of the Inns of Court Yolunteers, when^ mem- 
bers were requested to “ show every article of equipment 
and clothing of which they were in possession.”^ Ho doubt 
the exhibition was as interesting as imposing. It is 
rumoured that the display of wigs and gowns (worn in 
Court) and lawn-tennis blazers (used m the Temple 
Gardens) was absolutely magnificent. It is fmther re- 
ported that the large collection of go-to-meeting hats, 
frock-coats, and patent-leather boots extorted univerpl 
admiration from all beholders. To his sorrow, a prior 
engagement prevented Mr, A, Bbieeless, Junior, (wio is 
an Hon. Member of the Corps), from putting in an 
appearance. 



THE PROPOSED MATIOHAL CALLERY OF BRITISH ART IN DANCER. 

Mr. Eemry TaU. “No, thaitk yott, Me, Red TiPE, I Don’t wast my Gifts 
TO THU Nation to be tied up by fou, then packed away, and nevek 

SEEN AGAIN I ” 


WHA.T IT WILL COME TO; 

Ojr., The Coubt, the Chase, and the Cubsb. 

« Mr. Montagu Williams used some strong language yesterday in referee to 
;he small room in which he was called upon to administer J ustioe while the Worship 
Street Police Court is being renovated .” — JEfoening Paper. 

Scene — A imull apartment in a Metropolitan Police Court* 

Presiding Magistrate and Clerk discovered. 

Presiding Magistrate. There! You and I can sit here, and the rest can 
remain outside. And now I will take the night charges. j . . . 

Voice from Passage (voithmt). Please, your worship, as I was on duty last 

uight, tins ma n — . i 

Builder {putting his head in). Sorry to trouble you, Sir, but we have got 
something to do to the flooring. Must aak yon to be off , ^ , 

P. M. {restraining his indignation). Yery well; the Court is adjourned 
to the hack garden, {Scene changes to that locahty.) Come, this is better! 
Fresh air, in spite of the smuts ! And now, Constable, go on with your 

Constable. Well, your Worship, as I was on duty last night, this 

^^Isuild&r {entering). Yery sorry to trouble you again, Sir. but there ’s something 
wrong with the drains. We think the pipes are out of order, and so we shall 
have to dig them up. So, if you don’t mind moving- — - r. a 

P. M. {restraining his indignation^. Yery well; the Court is adjourned 
to the cosu-cellar. {Scene changes to that locality^ Come, tins is not so 
bad I Yery cool, if rather damp. And now, Constable, go on wrth your e-ndence. 
Police Constable. Well, your Worship, as I was on duty last night, this 

Coalheaver {speaking through hole in roof). Sorry to distob you, g&^te, but 
as me and my mates are going to put some coals m this here cellar, I thought 

it good manners to tell you all te clear out. a x xi. t. x 

P. M. {restraining his indignation). The Court is a^ourned to the housetop. 
{Scene changes to that locality.) Come, this is not so had ! Nice br^ze up here. 
A littie difldcult to sit upon a sloping roof, perhaps; but one gets accustomed 
to everything. And now. Constable, go on with your evidence. . t.x xi.* 

Police Constable. Well, your Worship, as I was on duty last night, this 

{entering). Sorry to disturb you, mates, but I am just agoing to 

sweep tiie chimneys ; and . i \ rw. ttt 

Police Magutrate {unMe to restrain Tns indignatton any longer). Oh- — -n I 
[The Curtain hurriedly conceals the strong hut natural unpreemton. 
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EXCELSIOR I OB, THE DAY-DREAM OF DRURI0LANU8. 

Meded. Sh^g, June 27, he dreams that he is encmniered on his road iv 
the fairy form of Sorry Nieholls and Eerhert Campbell. 

Voices of Fairy Form. “All hail, Dhtoiolahus I Shekut thoh 
AST, AND SHALT BE MaYOE HEREAFTER 1 ” 



TOOES POPULI. 

AT THE MILITAKT TOURNAMENT, 

ScEBE — The Agricultural Sail. Tent-pegging going on, 

Ster^irim Ji^e \in Arena), Corporal Bnsns! (The Assistants 
g%veafln%shmglUm to the peg, andfM back. Corporal Butks aallovs 

\ I'-iifiilxngs by whirling his 

lance defiantly tn the atr.) Corporal Brtrzs — nnfliingT ^ 

Poor dear thinir I I do wish he’d atruok itl 
isappoB^ed, and so did that sweet horse I 
2he J^e. Serjeant Spaoter I (Sergeant S. gaUops in, spears the 

aft^hK'hT^ 1 0# <««wj3A«n% on the point of the lance, 
ajfJer whtch he rides back and returns the peg to the Assistants as a 

The ^hing Ladt^e Only two, and when he really did hit the 
as^ame. I should have given him more marks 
”T other man—he has such a much nicer face ! 

do they call 

doS^toto^^i?^ ^ thoserpegs are what theylfasten 

2^ Ch^ But why isn’t there a tent now ? 

T there’s no use for one. 

ChUde Why? 

poK‘t&w“ want to do is to pick up the peg with the 

TT^ Yes, hut why should they want to do it P 
Uncle. Oh, to amuse thdr horses. (The ponders upon this 
? ^ ^Ji freth^chismmM the equine pamon for 
9»t^tamm^,a»idthe d^May, or otherwise, of watifyingit.) 


V.L X4.«va AUU.AU.CiACXO XAJL AUm&.UA J' OiUU JLUUJLOJULOBB* i UeJLL yoT, WnerO- 

eyer I come across one of these great lanky louts strutting about in 
his red coat, as if he was one of the lords of- the hearth, well—it 
makes my nose bleed, ah— it does 1 
The Chatty Maris If that’s the way yon talk to hiTw, I ain’t 
surprised if it do. 

The Judge. ^ Sword versus Sword ! Come in, there I ( Two mounted 
Cornbatants^ in leather Jerkins and black visors, armed with sword- 
sticks, enter the ring; Judge introduces them to audience with the 
aid of a flag.) Corporal Jones, of the Wessex Yeomanry; Sergeant 
Smith, of the Manx Mounted Infantry. (Their swords are chalked 
the Assisiunts) Are yon ready? Left turn! Countermarch! 
hngagel (The Combatants wheel round and face one another, each 
vigorously spurring his horse and prodding cautiously at the other ; the 
two horses seem determined not to be drawn into the affair themselves 
on any account, and take no personal interest in the conflict ; the 
umpires skip and dodge at the rear of the horses, until one of the 
Lombatants gets in with a rattling blow on the other's head, to the 
intense delight of audience. Both men are brushed down, and their 
weapons re-chalked, whereupon they engage once more--much to the 
disgust ^ their horses, who had evidently been hoping it was all over^ 
A.fter the contest is finally decided, a second pair of Combatants enter ; i 
one IS mounted on a black horsey the other on a chestnut, who refusesA 
z V io the business on any terms, and holts on principle^ 

imile therid^ of the black horse remains in stationary mediation.) 
»o on— that black horse— go on ! ( The chestnut is at length brought up 
to the scratch snorting, but again flinches, and retires with his rider.) 

^^^Jf^'^^^of^taekhors^. Co on, now’s your chance! 
It mm I (The recx'gient of these counsels pursues his antagonist, and 
bela^urs him and his horse with impariiat good-will until separated by 
vheUmpires, wrwexamine the chalk-marks with a professioncd scrutiny.) 

The Judge. yon on the black horse, you mnsto’t hit that 
otlmr norse about the head. (The man addressed appears rebuked 
and surprised under his black-wired visor ; The Judge, reassuringly.) 

It s aU yon know; only, don’t do it again, that’s all! (The 
Combatant sits up again.) ' 

TA« GmUiw Lady. Oh, I can’t bear to look on, really. I ’m mre 
li. A? A ^ ^ their poor dear heads must ache I 

- — t tnat chestnut a duck f I’m sure he ’s trying to save his master 
/ hurt— they’re such sensible creatures, horses are! 

{Artitlery teams dnve in, and gallop between the posts; the Crowd 
goi^frardw with delight when the posts remain upright, and roaring 
with laughter when one is knocked over.) ^ 

DuBiNa the Musical Kede. 

The Gushing Lady. Oh, they’re simply too sweet! how those 
itep to ^ andhowperfectiy they 

^^!l!>^]>^^ning togetatrilU tired byheretahuaiatm). 
Xes, but theu they ’re all tramed by Madame giTTr Lahmsb, of 
iirury Lane, you see. 

». \ have taken with them : but you 

can teach a horse anything, can’t yon ? 

JAe A pretty sight P Cost a pretty sight o’ the People’s 

Tomfoolery, that’s whatit is*'; asetof dres^d! 

9’i«^es on ’orsebaok; thaJi ain’t military 
manceuvrin . It s sickenm* the wev fnAla flr\rslaTi/i oiiaTi 


dem of practace to strike them pegs fair and full. 

Neighbour (who holds advanced Socialistic ovinions) Ah T 
!^’t make no better tSel 

“TiriJ it myself. 

m 0“ at any lateT 

Eide ? O’ course they can rw?e— we pay enough for 


kes.a 



Bis Neighbour. Got anybody along with yon, Mate ? 

^e ^^^ahst. Ho, I don t want anybody along with me, I don’t. 
Mis Neighbour. That s a pity, that is. A sweet-tempered 
pleasa^-spoken party Hke yon ar^ ough.tD!tto go about by yo^I 
r somebody just to enjoy your conversation. 
There don’t seem to be anybody ’era of your way of thinkin’. 

Dueonc the Combinei) Display. 

p enter). Oh, they’ve got 

^ dog with them. Dp look— such a dear! See, they’ve tiea a 
/ iieck. He ’ll come back with an answer presently. 

I 7 «|>i7arcw% no answer to this communication, the 

I faithful but prudent animal does not re-appear.) 

After the Performance. 

The Inguisitive Child. Uncle, which sido won ? 

side that advanced across the bridges, 
have won if it had been a reafbattle P 
^z * ■£ real^ ^nldn’t undertake to say, my boy, 

i!n.t.l.n. K71T. inrKi.Al. J:ZJ'„7* 1 j V " ^ ^ 


hfifjy -5 r^- « UIAUCA WIAO U> say, my do 

Child. But which do you think would have won \ 
1 the side that fought best. 


CAitd. But which side was tkatf (The Unde begine to And that 

»^oreamentaletrain 
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THE OPERA-GOER^S DIARY. 

Mon^y 23.— Operatic world all agog to hear, and to see, 
Fr(^hete, First appearance for many years, GFreat things exi)ected 
of Jeatt de Eeszee as Jean of Leyden^ and Mile. EiCHArn as 



Thursday.’— Eigohtto, Fine house to hear this Opera. Le Prince 
^ amuse. The Princess also. Mile, Meiba exceuent; should be 
known as “ Her Orace,” M. Lassaiie, not ideal Jester, physically, 
but, Yocally, never was PigoleUo better. Signor Vaieeo a good Ducal 
tenor : he scores a treble— (a thing to be done in whist and music) 
— i,6., treble encore for “ Za Donna e Mobile,'*^ Madame Sgambi, 
of course, good as usual, and Signor Miraota (why not FEBunrAKD 
M iR AjynA, and be thoroughly Shakspearian at once?) energetic as 
Monterone. FEEDiNij^i) MiRAismA always conscientious actor. Hot 
last, but (^uite the least, comes Mile. Bauekioiistebsinoeb, as 
Giovanna, without whom no Opera at Covent Q-arden can be 
considered as really complete. ^ This is the only defect on 

Friday Nighty in Le Prophete^ which is given again and again— 
no part for Mile. Bauebmeistersik-&ee. Every place in the House 
taken. Profit here and Loss for those who can’t get seats to hear it. 
Great excitement to know whether DhtjbioIuAntjs is elected Sheriff 
or not. Early in the evening contradictory rumours in Lobby. 
At last the numbers are up. Dbueiolantts elected. Uncommonly 
well he will look in his robes of office. Dbubiolaiot OPEBAoncTTS 
CoTJNTi-CoTOCiiABius Shbeifj^ All hail ! 

Saturday,— ’Oesmot be present. Have telegraphed to Detjeio- 
LANirs,— *‘D^r Sheriff, cannot come; but don’t close House; let 
Opera go on as usual.” I believe it did. 


SAEAH JEANNE AT HIS MAYEEJESTY’S. 

Saeah J EAinsTE of Are. Saeah wrapt up in the visionary creation 
is comparatively lost in the part ; that is, until she comes out mag- 
nificently in the last scene But one. Otherwise, except to look the 


was a nove. 


Monday, June 23. 

Jean de Eeszke as Jean of Leyden. Jeanne The Eisky as Sarah d’Arc. 

Great expectations not disappointed. Scene in Cathedral magnifi- 
cent as a spectacle. But scene in Cathedral between Jean and his 
unhappy mother stiE grander, as acting. Le ProphHe is remarkable 
too, as being an Opera without MUe. BAtrEEMEiSTEE in it. Skating 
scene, with a nice J)allet, rather a fro^.^ Not sufficient go^ 
observes veterpL 
hundred and 

he says, though he doesn’t show me the book, comprises 
of Mabio, Gbisi, Yiabdot-Gabcia, and Hebe Fobmes. A more 
veterany veteran tells me that Gbisi and Yiaedot never played 
together in this, but that Gbisi succeeded Yiaedot as Tides, 

Even the veteran is pleased, and acknowledges that thirtyiyears ago 
they ooddn’t have done it as they do now, barring the skating 
scene, where, he insists upon it, the original *‘go” is wanting. 
The fact is, we have long passed the days when “rinking” 
dty on the stage or off it. But what a jolly lot 
these Anabaptists were! They en- 
joyed themselves with their dancing- 
girls and their picnicking on the ice, 
Substitute General Booth for J«an of 
Ley deny and the tambourine girls for 
PAiiiADiNO and the ballet, and then 
you have a modem version of Le 
PropJiete, 

Delightful to see M. Mibanda as 
one of the three Anabaptists, ilfaiAwen 
(a good name in the city, with only a 
letter changed), striking a sixteenth 
century flint, for the purpose of 
lighting a candle, but, failing in ^e 
attempt, compelled to destroy six- 
teenth-centi^ illusion, and employ, 
in a sneaking kind of way, the 
nineteenth - centcuy match, which 
-n* V j * strikes only on its own box. Mile. 

Mile. Eiehard ^ Fides,— not ^xrovESTA, not so good here as in the 

Boney Fides. Marguerite^ but there is very 

little for a soprano to do. Jean reckless in the final drinking bom. 
The voice of Dbubiolanus OpEEATrcFus is heard at the wings. 30ie 



in ^ite of adjuration of Dbubiolanus to ‘‘"Wait! wait I” No 
hitch, and in another moment Dbubiolanus, calm, but with 
suppressed emotion, is watching the scene from the front. 

*^Ah,” he murmurs to himself, “ if I could only get Guildhall to do 
what I like in on that Niaih of November when I shall be Lord 
Mayor, I’d soon show ’em what ’s what. I’d have a coronation, or 
investiture, scene to which this should he mere child’s play,” 

^ Edouabd db Eeszke excellent as 2kcharias—su name chiefly 
a^ociated with one of Lieutenant Coie’s characters, a Mawworm who 
over the screen ; and M. Montabiol good as lighter-hearted 

aptist. A memorable revivaL * 

Tuesday r^Les Huguenots, Eetum of Mile. Bauebmmstee after 
one night’s absence. Wednesday, — Carmeny as before. 



Sarah Jeanne explains symbolically to rade^English soldier that he must 
“book it.” 

Martyr, and to languish, nothing mnch for Saeah to do. Cathedral 
scene here rivals that at Covent Garden. Saeah wins and thrills 
the audience; her voice wothes them in their most ruffled 
humour, even after the audience has 
been keptl waiting nearly twenty-five 
minutes between the Acts. Everyone 
disappointed tiiat the funeral pile does 
not catch fire, and that the Curtain 
does not descend on a sensational 
scene, for which Captain Shaw and 
his Merry Men would have to he in 
attendance. The cast good all round, 
but it’s more of an Opera, or a 
religious play, than a Melodrama. 

Gounod’s music not particularly 
striking, and the March sounds fami- 
liar. Sabah Jeanne holds the audi- 
ence spell-bound to the end, rather by 
what she doesn’t than by what she 
does, except in the great scene already 
mentioned. Jeanne d*Arc is to run 
on till further notice, ^d then Madame 
Sabah will appear in some of her 
well-known parts, and take a tern- 

opportunities of seeing Sarah Jeanne , , 

let this notice he a warning, and let them m their thousands hurry 
up to His Mayeqesiy’s. 

*‘Can Worms See?” — Vide St» James's Gazette and F>eldm 
Correspondent says worms do not shrink from candle-lightjf but 
immediately withdraw under the glare of a huirs-eye lanterm 
Evidently for exact information, “Ask a Policeman.’ Also consult 
Baron de Wobms. He sees his way about well enough. 
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„ A PRACTICAL MEMENTO. 

— " ■ — :^ lATnerican Lady is convinced. 


'‘IN TEOTJBLE.” 

** ^EEB Men m a Boat ! And yon don’t often see 
Bair oars and their cox. in a nastier jSx. 

They sorted aU right, did this nautical Three, , 

But they ve managed to get in no end of a mix. 

A he thought a good deal of his Stroke, 

And there seemed scarce a steadier oarsman than Bow 
have got “skylarking.” Ah! it ’s no joke, 
question IS what are they going to do now ? 

For danger a-head, and ’twill tax aU their skill 
To avoid a capsize and a horrible spill, 

can ttey be m to ? a g-azer might say, 

TiitL > a™™ eccentric career from the banks. 

Ttoee Ajmes at ^ge on a Bank Holiday 

mdnlge in more blunderiig pranks. 

.1 “a*??’’ ^ ^^® olwnsiest it^le, 
a/ hm a fine finished oarsman^ this chap I) 
At his Cathenne-wheeler » a Cockney might smUe 

A n^®^! *‘®. ® snapped ofi the blade of his scnU, 

And poor Cox s steenng-gear ’s all “ in a mnlL" 

so the whisper goes ronnd. 
Thw dodges, nncalled-fM-, improyed, 

he endSenly fonnd 

scarce deserving to^wm. 

And so he has smashed np a shining success, 

And got himself into a deuce of a mes^ 


J^hurry, or falter, catch crabs, miss, or mufE ? 

JNo, no ; lesser men might— say, Gl-dst-ne or Sm-th— 
i>^ Ae was not made of such common-place stuff, 
niB nerve was aB steel, and his mnscle all pith, 

A 5? n ® ® aimdst snags, stumps, and rooks. 

And the Coxswain has just lost his rudder— poor Cox. I 

And danger ’s ahead, and the fall of the weir' 

Sounds close, sa that Stroke tumbles “head over tin ” 

JNO wonder poor Bow, his oar bladeless, looks queer. 

the Steersman his yoke-lines lets slip. 

there ’s no cfoubt ■ 

Bow talks of “afoul.” 

But when you have muffed it, and foes are about, 
fortune to growl. 

^ 0 : Stroke, Bow^ and Coxswain must “ go it like bricks ” 

If Iney mean to get out of this troublesome fix. * 

-PwwcA last week paid the Notts’ Cricketer, 
acS^Rf ® r’^®^ wmpliment on his great innings of 228 

Austrahans. He intended to represent bim as piling- up 

bowling.” The ob^ously^feS- 
dental substitution of the word “hatting” for “bowline” bpTA 

periormwoe, to which even he would hardlv he eaual The nrn 

«imdal,^er7^oidd^^^^ 

in It with a Gton who could “bat against hatting As a 
Correpondent (m slightly diflerent words) sWe^ :- ^ ‘ 

" Bateman’ i perfonnance extolling, 

^ ▼ell to aistmgimh’twixt batting and bowling!” 

^CHAirGE iro E.OBBi!BT.— According to Ifr. PuneVt sham eon. 
b ^ ]>apipe-playing upon t^twtii 

isa-; &•» 
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HINTS FOR THE PARK. 

"Why not have Something of this Sort ? It would at least make Things less Monotonous. 


TOTJTmO- POE TOUEISTS. 

To the Editor 

Of any Pajper that inserts Gmtuitoics Advertisements, 

Sir, — ^Kindly contradict tlie rnmonr, wMcli I find is widely spread 
and appears to be credited in some quarters, that an extensive 
sewage farm has been established in front of the most fashionable 
terrace in Slushborough-on-Sea, and that a Smallpox Hospital is 
about to be built upon the Pier. “ Salubrious Slushborough*^ still 
continues (in spite of the machinations of jealous Horthbourne) to be 
the most select, popular, and healthy resort on the British coasts. 

Yours disinterestedly, The Mayor of Slushborough. 

Sir, — A report (proceeding, I have reason to Ibelieve, from ill- 
oonditioned residents at Slushborough) is being disseminated to the 
effect, that the water-supply of Ijforthbonrne is largely tainted 
with typhus and diphtheria germs, and that an epidemic is abeady : 
ravaging this place. As a matter of fact, the only case of iUness | 
of any kind in this town at present is a patient brought over from i 
Slushborough in the last stage of blood-poisoning, owing to the 
defective cbainage system there, and who, in this salubrious and i 
invigorating atmosphere, is now rapidly recovering, 

I remain. Yours &c., The Mayor of Horthboubne. 


condition of our popular seaside resorts, it will, I feel sure, mterest 
your readers to learn that an examination of the ab of Wnitecliffe 
lately made by a local analyst, reveals the fact that it contains 
five per cent, more ozone than is to he found on the top of Mont Blanc / 
I publish this piece of intelligence purely in the interests of science, 
and as I am writing I may perhaps take the opportunity to mention 
that apartments here are both good and reasonable, and the bathing 
first-rate. The same analyst incidentally discovered that the air at 
Chorkstone is largely laden with poisonous bacteria. 

Yours truly. The Mayor of Wheeecliffb. 

Sir, —A t this time of year, when our glorious Lees are in the full 
radiance of theb summer beauty, it becomes a mere act of Christian 
duty to warn intending holiday-makers to avoid Whitecliffe, and to 


select Chorkstone as theb place of sojourn instead. An eminent 
local medical man asserts that morbiferous germs exist to a very 
dangerous degree in the Whitecliffe atmosphere, and that the 
Whitecliffe water is rendered almost solid by the multitude of 
bacilli it oontabs. Another Chorkstone resident, who lately visited 
Whi^liffe, found the air so relaxing that he fainted away, and 
had it not been for the kindness of the landlord of a certain hotel, 
who had him carried out of his bar and driven off in a trap to 
his own home, he believes he would have succumbed ! Comment is 
needless. Yours impartially. The Mayor of Chorkstone, 

Sir, —There is not the slightest foundation for the ridiculous 
canard as to the inhabitants of this picturesque and abnormally 
fashionable town being “ in a state of complete panic, owing to the 
fact that all the convicts recently confined at Shortland have broken 
out, and are indulging in frighlf ul excesses in the neighbourhood.” 
The convicts have not broken out; but an epidemic of gratuitous 
mendacity has done so, it appears. 

Yours indignantly, The Mayor of Curdsmouth. 

P.S. — ^Have you heard about the sanitary state of Shutmouth ? 
Shocking 1 

Sir, — ^As I hear that it is rumoured that M. Pasteur has dis- 
covered an enibely new and most dangerous kind of bacillus in the 
neighbourhood of pine-trees, perhaps I may mention, in order to 
reassure our myriads of intending summer visitors, that the death- 
rate at this town is one in ten thousand, and that we shonld have 
had no deaih-rate at all last weeky if the one person referred to had 
not metwi((h an unfortunate accident. All the Shutmonth doctors 
are starving. Yours, The Mayor of Shutmouth. 

P.S. — Ought not somethinjg to he done to check the mortality at 
Curdanouth? It is disgracefnl I 


To the Right Wheel, Barrow! 

Caine’s action shakes the Unionists’ dominion ; 

Against it piteous appeals seem vain ; 
But^tis, in his late coheagueB’ pained winion, 
iVb^ ‘‘ the nice conduct of a clouded Caine I ” 
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again; Lokd Chancellor, comically half tttpned round on the 
"V^oolsack, followed suit. , ^ , . 

‘*I)o it a third time, Clarence,” whispered H.KH., entering 
into fun of thing. So the new Peer, always with Hs eyes gravely 
fixed on Lonn Chancellor, who, in the excitement^ of the 
moment, had got his left leg cooked over the Woolsack, did it a third 
time ; Loed Chancellor did the same ; Princesses in the Gallery 
sweetly smiling ; Garter King-at-Arms totting off the number of 
s^Lutes ; and Black Bod thanking his stars that presently, when they 
left the Honse, he could walk face forward, not as when he visited 
the Commons, walking backward like a crab. 

“ I think that ’ll do,” said “ Halsburt is in very un- 

comfortable attitude ; besides this 
is a sort of game that palls after Lcim 

the third round. Go and say 
good-bye to Halsburt, and 
we^l go and ^ cup^of tea 

Profession reformed ; Hew Peer 
led up to Woolsack, where Lobd 
Chancellor, with little gesture 
of surprise, as if he had only now 
caughij^ght of him for first time, 

shook hands with him. Prince of |m[ 

Wales lifted his cap to Lord 
Chancellor ; Lord Chancellor 
lifted his cap to Prince of Wales ; 

the other Prihofes’ followed suit ; mm 

Black Bod toddled off; ^d the ng mm 

gay and gorgeous procession dis- 

appeared through the ^ doorway, ^ fSffli 

leaving the Chamber in sudden 
twilight, as'if the sun had dipped 
below the horizon. 

An exceedingly friendly meet- 

ing all round ; q.uite contagious. ^ -n t >» 

Toby, M.P., I presume,” said “ Toby, M.P., I presume. 
Broadhurst, as I walked out. He had been looking on, and had 
ijuite caught the graceful manner of the Lord Chancellor. I 
raised my hat three times, and went on to the Commons, where 
there were wigs on the Green. 

Business done* — ^In Commons, Compensation Clauses withdrawn. 

Tuesday* — Tim Healy puts final spoke in wheel of Compensation 
Bill. B.ose after questions on ipaper dis]^osed of, and asked for ruling 
of Speaker ou an important point affecting Parliamentary Procedure. 
Tim’s manner boded iH for the Government— deferential, low- voiced, 
with total absence of self-assertion or aggression, Tim stood, the very 
modePof a modest younar Tnan. 

‘‘Yes,” said Prince 'Arthur, “but I hope he’s not" going to say 

an y t M n g 

Eight Bm. A* Balfour, « My dearest Tim, ‘ for this 
relief much thanks 

: „ till some inde- 


Eight B<m. A* Balfour, My dearest Tim, ‘ for this 
relief much thanks 1 ’ 


poetry, is not Appropriation. Speaker agreed with him ; conster- 
nation on Treasury Bench; Ministers tried to put hold face on 
affairs ; could not discuss question now ; would do so by-and-by ; 
eoiiffdent tibey could show there was nothing in Tim’s objection. An 
hour later, when time came to resume Committee ou Compensation 
Bill, Old Morality announced that it would be postponed to give 
Ministers opportunity to consider point suggested by Tim. Shout of 
exultation went up from Opposition Benches ; prolonged fight had 
been won at last; the obnoxious Bill was fioored, and Tim had 
done it. , , . . ' 

Old Morality, standing at table in attitude where natural nobility 
of character struggled with accidental depression, said : “ Success, i 
Mr. Speaker, is a mark no mortal wit of surest hand can always , 
hit. For whatsoe’er we perpetrate, we do but row ; we are steered 
by fate, which in success often disinherits, for spurious causes, | 
noblest merits. Great occasions, Mr. Speaker, are not always true 
sons of great and mighty resolutions, nor, I may add, do the boldest 
attempts bring forth events still equal to their worth. That may be 
the case with us ; hut at least we shall carry to our homes the con- 
sciousness that we have diligently striven to do our duty to our 
duEEN and our country.” General cheering at this little speech, 
and scarcely dry eye on Treasury Bench. 

Business done* — Compensation BiU in fresh difficulties. 

Thursday* — Sitting remarkable for two speeches from ordinarily 
silent Members. Began and ended proceedinJ^T. First was by 
Wharton, on presenting petition signed byjovex half a million 
persons in favour of Compensation Clauses of Licensing Bill, 
retition brought down in tHiee cases by Piokeord’s van. Conve- 
niently disposed on fioor of House ; occupied the whole space. Per- 
turbation on Treasury Bench at the report that there was Royal 
Commission going forward in other House. Time of the Session 
when these are rrequent. Black Rod arrives ; requests attendance 
of Members to hear Commission read. Advances towards table, 
bowing to chair ; retires backward; 

Speaker follows him. How would 

it he to-day, with fioor blocked w 

with towering cases? Black Rod w 

an old sailor, might haul himself WbilWj. 

up hand-over-hand, and skip across 

tops of oases; but never do for 

the Speaker so to scramble out. 

Hasty and anxious inquiry made. 

Turned out to he no Royal Com- 
missi(m to-da^;^so new disaster for 

Wharton ^ succeeds somehow 
when presenting Petition in casting 

sort 01^ Cathedral Close air over ■ 

! proceedings. Life-long association I 

I with cathedrals and their precincts 
have invested him with placid 
charm of maimer ; would have ^ 

made an excellent Dean; gone off \\ 

capitally as a Canon; now, as he V 

waves his hand (towards the space M 

lately crowded by the Petition, 
wears subtle, indescribable, but 
unmistakable air, as if he were 
taking part inj^a Confirmation 

The other orator, Grimston, con- 
siderahly less ecclesiastical in his 

manner. Appeared suddenly on ' 

scene at midnight ; maiden speech ; 

very effective. “Mr. Courtney, * ht -j c v 

Sir,” he said, diffidently hiding hw ^ Speech, 

hands in his trousers’ pockets, “ I claim the indulgence the House 
always extends to young Members, in rising to address it for the 
first time. ^ I beg to move that the question he now put.” Q^uestion 
put accordingly ; debate Closured,^ and so home. 

Business done* — Q^uite a lot. Licensing Clauses finally dropped ; 
Allotments Bill read Third Time ; Barracks Bill through Committee, 

Friday* — Police in possession of House to-night. Matthews 
moved Second Reading of Bill dealing with Force, duite unnsnal 
consensus of approval, considering it is a Government Bill. Only for 
Georob Campbell, chorus would have heen unauimous. But Georoe, 
looking in from 2 ranzibar, where he had called after a brief trip 
throng Jerusalem and Madagascar, denoxmoed the measure as 
•‘ thoroughly had,” House thereupon passed Second Reading 
without division. 

Business done* — Police Bill read Second Time. 


I , , iiLL some inue- uxvaoxuu, 

fimte period, when great reform of Licensing should be introduced. Business done * — Police Bill read Second Time. 

But,” says Tpr, almost begging pardon for interposing, “in =====================-=— 

^ has been specifically decreed that proceeds of tax "" 

Session” Accumulation, “The Oof Bird ’’is the Auk, as says its eggs cost £170 

Tdt urged, -with a vagne notion that he was dropping into apiece,— of co arse when fresh. What a big Iwk I— Tours, ’Aset. 
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VOCES POPUU. 


AT THE MILITARY EXHIBITION. 

In the Atenue facing the Akena. . 

An TTtireasonahle Old Lady {arriving breathless, toith her grand-- 
son and niece). This’ll he the place the balloon goes up from, I 

wonldn’t miss it for anything ! Pat 
the child up on that bench, Maeia; 
we’ll stand about here till it begins. 

\ ^ ®TCit I don’t see no balloon 

^ i ^ Which, as the foliage blocJcs out 

Mt / ' immediate fore^ 

'/W ground, is scarcely surprising, 

m 2: Wyr^i'imh' 

fill t>nt it stands to reason there wouldn’t 
v he so many looMn^n if there wasn’t 
, something to see. We ’re well enough 

where we are, and J’m not going farther to fare worse to please 
nobody ; so you may do as you lihe about it. 

^ [Maeia promptly avails herself of this permission, 
The U, 0* Z. {a little later), Well, it’s time they did something, 
i m sure. Why the people seem all mcving on! and where’s 
that girl Maeia got tof Ah, here you are! So you found you 
were no better ofi ?— A’J; t time, p’raps, you ’ll believe what I tell you. 
Not that there ’s any Iv Ilt Balloon as I can see I 
Maria, Oh, there was a capital view from where I was— oat in 
the open there. 


The U, O, L, Why couldn’t you say so before? Out in the 
op^i Let ’s go there then— it ’s aU the same to me I 

Maria {with an undutiful giggle). It ’s all the same now — ^wherever 
you go, ’cause the balloon’s gone up, 

U, 0, L, ^ Gone up I What are you telling me, Maeia ? 

Maria, I see it go— it shot up ever so fast and quite steady, and 
the people in the par all waved their ’ats to us. 1 could see a arm 
a waving almost till it got out of sight. 

The II, 0, L, And me and this innercent waiting here on the 
seat like lambs, and never dreaming what was goin’ on ! Oh, Maria, 
however you ’ll reconcile it to your conscience, I don’t know! 

Maria, Why. whatever are yon pitching into me for ! 

The TI, 0, L, It’s not that it^s any partickler pleasure to me, 
seeing a balloon, though we did get our tea done early to be in 
time for it— it’s the sly; deceitfulness of your conduch, Maeia, 
which is. all the satisfaction I get for comiag out with you,— it’s 
the feeling that —well, there, I won’t talk about it 1 

[ Jn pursuance of which virtuoiw resolve, she talks about nothing 
else for the remainder of the day, until the unf^tunate 
Maria wishes fervently that balloons had never been invented. 
In the Buhding. 

An admiring group has collected before an enormous pin-cushion in 

the form of a fat star, and about the she of a Church-hassock, 

First Soldier {to his Companion) Lot o’ work in that, yer know I 

Second Soldier, Yes. {Thoughtfully,) Not but what— (iecomtwy 
critical) — ^if I ’d been doin’ it myself, I should ha’ chose pins with 
smaller ’eds on ’em. 

First S, {regarding this as presumptuous). You may depend on it 
the man who made that ’ad his reasons for choosing the pins he 
did— but there ’s no pleasing some parties ! 

Second S, {apologetically). Well, I ain’t denying the Art in it, am I ? 

First Woman, I do oaU that ’andsome, Sabah. See, there’s a 
star, and two ’args, and a crownd, and I don’t know what all— 
and all done in pins and beads I “ Made by Bandsman Beown,” 

^Second W, Soldiers is that clever with their ^an^s. Fo^ pounds 
seems a deal to ask for it, though. 

First W, But look at the weeks it must ha’ took him to do! 
{Reading,) ** Containing between ten and eleven thousand pins 
and heads, and a bundred and ninety-eight pieces of coloured 
cloth ! ” Why, the pins alone mnst ha’ cost a deal of money. 

Second W, Yes, it ’ud be a pity for if to go to somebody as ’ud 
want to take ’em out. 

First W, It ought to be bought up by Gover’ment, that it ought— 
they ’re well able to afford it. 

A select party of FhiUstinesf comprising a young Man, aj^rently 
in the Army, and his Mother and Sister, are examining Mr. 
, Gilbbet’s Jubilee Trophy in\a spirit ofpmzled antipathy, 

' The Mother, Dear me, and thaVs the Jubilee o^trepiece, is it? 
What a heavy-looking thing. I wonder what that cost ? 

Her Son Xgloomily), Cost? Why, about two days’ pay for every 
man in the Service I 

His Mother, Well, I oaU it , a shame for the Army to be fleeced 
; for that thing. Are ihose creatures intended for mermaids, vdlh 
I their tails cprled round tJ^t glass ball, I wonder? ^ sniffs, 

: Her Daughter, I expect it will be crystal, Mother. 


Her Mother, Very likely, my dear, but— glass or crystal— J see 
no sense in it I 

Lau^Mer, Oh, it’s absurd, of course — stiH, this figure isn’t badly 
done, is it supposed to represent St. Geoege carrying the Dragon ? 
Because they’ve made the Dragou no bigger than a salmon ! 

Mopier, Ah, well, I hope Hee Majesty will be better pleased 
with it than I am, that’s all. 

l,After which they fall into ecstasies over an industrial exhibit, 
consisting of a drain-pipe, cunningly encrusted with frag- 
ments of regimental mess-china set in gilded cemefit. 

Before a large mechanical clock, representing a fortress, which is 
striking. Trumpets sound, detachments of wooden soldiers march 
in and out of gateways, and parade the battlements, clicking, 
for a considerable time, 

A Spectator {with a keen sense of the fitness of things). What— all 
that for on’y ’alf-past five I 

OVEEHEABE IN THE AmBUXANCE DeBAETHENT. 

^ Spectators {passing in front of groups of models arranged in rea- 
listxc surroundings). All the faces screwed up to suffering, you see! 

. . . What a nice patient expression that officer on the stretcher has! 
Yes, they ’ve given him a wax head— some of them are only papier 
mdchi, , , . Pity they couldn’t get nearer their right size ia ’elmete, 
though, ain’t it ? . , . There’s one chap ’s given np the ghost! . . . 

I know that staffed elephant— he comes from the Indian Jangle at 
the Colinderiea ! ... I 2b think it ’s a pity they coaldn’t get some- 
thiag more like a male than this wooden thing! Why, it’s quite 
flat, and it’s ears are only leather, nailed on! . . . You can’t tell, my 
dear ; it may be a peculiar breed out there— cross between^ towel- 
horse and a donkey-engine, don’t yon know I 

In the Indian Jungxb Shooting-Galleey. 

At the back, amidst tropical scenery, an endless procession of 
remarkably undecephve rabbits of painted tin are running 
rapidly up and down an inclined plane. Birds jerk painfully 
through the air above, and tin rats, boars, tigers, lions, and ducks, 
aU of the same size, glide swiftly along grooves in the middle 
distance. In front, Commissionnaires are busy loading rifles for 
keen sportsmen, who keep up a lively bid somewhat ineffective 
fusillade, 

^Arriet {to ’Aery). They ’ave got it np beautiful, I must say. Do 
you get anytbing for ’itting them ? 

^Arry, On’y tke honour, 

A Father {to intelligent Small Boy, in rear of Nervous Sports- 
man), No, I ain’t seen him ’it anything yet, my son ; but you watch. 
That’s a rabbit he’s aiming at now. . . . Ab, him ! 

Small Boy, ’Ow d’yer what the gentleman’s a-aiming at, 
eh, Father? 

Father, ’Ow ? Why, yon notice which way he points his gun, 

{^The N, S, fires again— without results. 
Small Boy, I sor that time, Father. He was a-aiming at one o’ 
them ducks, an’ he missed a rabbit I {The N, S, gives it up in disgmt. 

Enter a small party of ^Arries in high spirits. 

First 'Arry, ’TJIlo ! J’m on to this, ’Ere, Gav’nor, ’and ns a 
gun. J’ll show yer ’ow to shoot ! 

{He takes up his position, in happy unconsciousness that playful 
companions have decorated his coat-collar behind with a long 
piece of white paper. 

Second ^Arry, Go in, Jm! ..You got yer markin’-paper ready, 
anyhow. 

{Delighted guffaws from the other ^Arrie8,Hn which Jm joins 
vaguely. 

Third ^ Arty, I/U lay yon can’t knock a rabbit down ! 

Jim, I’ll lay I can I 

{Fires, The procession of rabbits goes on undisturbed. 
Second ^Arry {jocosely). Never mind. Yon peppered ’im. I sor 
the feathers floy I 

Third 'Arry, Ton ’d ha’ copped ’im if yer ’d bin a bit gnicker. 

Jim {annoyed). They keep on movin’ so, they don’t give a bloke 
no chomce! 

Second ^Arry. ’Ave a go at that old owl. 

{Alluding to a tin representation of that fowl which renrnns 
stationary among the painted rushes, 

Third^Arry, No— see if yon can’t git that stuffed bear. He’s 
on’y a yard or Wo away 1 . 

An Impatient ^Arry {at doorway), ’Ere, come on / Ain’t yon shot 
enough ? Shake a leg, can’t yer, Jbc ? ^ 

Second ^Arry, He ’s got to Mil one o’ them rabbits fast. Or pot a 
tin lion, Jim ? You ain’t afraid 1 
Jim, No ; I’m goin’ to git that owl. He’s quiet any way. 

{Fires, The owl falls prostrate. 
Second ^Arry, Got ’im! Owl’s orf! JiM, old man, you mnst 
stand drinks round after this I 

{Exeunt ^Arries, to celebrate their victory in a befitting fashion, 
as Scene closes in, ] 
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Or^ Wild rataplan. 

Is tile tow-row, tow^^f , 


tow-row, tow-row. tow-row of the loud Salvationist I, 
^e tow-row, >w-row, tow-row of the loud SalvaLnist ? 
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SUCH AN UNEXPECTED PLEASURE! 

The gbeat Advaotage op. having the Eleotrio Light “bbohght to yotte very Door,” without any previous Notice, on 

THE IDENTICAL DaY, TOO, WHEN YOU ARE GIVING A PARTY, AND YOUR FrIKNDS WON'T BE ABLE TO GET WITBIN SOME YARDS OP 

YOUR House. And then, so nice por Ladies ip it rains 1 


“ A Nuisance I Nay, my oMldren ! ” (*Tis Qrandam Justioe Q>eaks.) 
“ Town butterflies may think so, and so may country ‘ beaks.’ 

The Oracle in Ermine declares you shan’t resist 

The tow-row, tow-row, tow-row of the loud Salvationist I 

“ Traffic may he obstructed, and fympanums he rent, 

The noise may torture sufferers with sickness weU-nigh spent ; 

But these he merely tribes. Your anguish may assist 
The tow-row, tow-row, tow-row of the loud Salvationist 1 

“ Our self-appointed saviours must work their noble will. 

These shouters have small faith in the voice that ’s small and still. ^ 
Blown brass and beaten parchment take heaven by storm. Then list 
To the tow-row, tow-row, tow-row of the loud Salvationist ! 

“ The priests of Baal were noisy, hnt not so loud as Booth. 

Charivari and clamour are vehicles of Truth. 

At least that seems the notion on which these seers insist^ 

With the tow-row, tow-row, tow-row of the loud Salvationist I 

“ Without such little worries the world could not get on I 
That sweet thought tempts Dame Justice the bonnet brown to don. 
And smite the clanging sheepskin, and aid with voice and bst 
The tow-row, tow-row, tow-row of the loud Salvationist ! 

I “ That sick child in her chamber may press an aching head. 

The mother, bowed and broken, bend deafened o’er her bed.) 

Eegrettable, bnt needful, since freedom must exist 

For the tow-row, tow-row, tow-row of the loud Salvationist I ” 

So Justice, in zeal’s bonnet, so Jurymen in haste I 

What are the claims of comfort, health, common-sense or taste. 

Compared with those of brainless Noise, our new evangelist. 

And the tow-row, tow-row, tow-row of the lend Salvationist I 

Db la Part de Mile. Sainte-Nitouche.— A demure Spinster 
says she is quite against the Early Cloang Movement, and hopes the 
shops Tdll keep open as late as possible. * Early closing ’ means,” 
she explains, ** * early shopping,’ and 1 should hlnsh to commence 
my rounds before the windows are projierly ^ dressed,’ ” 


WEEK BT WEEK. 

The Season has now only some three weeks to run. Already 
careful dowagers are having themselves packed in chintz or old 
newspapers, and fathers of feminine families are beginning to emerge 
from the lurking places in which they had sought refuge with their 
cheque-books. The number of detrimentals bas been calculated to 
amount to three times the number of first editions of the Star news- 
pai)er, plus a mean fraction of a child’s Banbury cake, multiplied by 
the nod of a Duchess to a leader of Society in Peckham Eye. 

From the Canton of Eoblinsky a report reaches ns that the Deputy 
Grand Master of the Xobliusky Einspaimer has met with a some- 
what alarming accident. As he was going his rounds last week, 
accompanied by his faithful Pudelhund, he observed a mark lying on 
tiie pavement. On stooping to pick it up, he was unfortunately mis- 
taken for a Bath bun by his canine companion, and before help 
could he secured he had been partly devoured. However, all that 
was left of him has been packed in ice, and forwarded, with the 
compliments of the Municipality, to the Emperor. 

The Great-Vestem EaUway Company intend, it is said, to make 
unparalleled efforts to secure the comfort of those who may visit 
Henley Regatta during the present week. All the ordinary trams 
have £een taken off, and special tr^s, timed to take at least haH- 
an-hour longer, have been substituted for them. As a special 
concession, holders of first-class return tickets will he allowed to 
travel part of the distance by omnibus. At Twyford Jimotion the 
amusing game of follow-my-lei^er wiE be played by four locomotives 
and a guard’s van. The winning locomotive will then steam on to 
Henley, and.upon its return passengers will proceed as usual. 

Yesterday being the opening day of the Regat^ was observed as 
a holiday by the natives of Henley. The ancient ceremonial of 
“ Prices np and money down,” was, as usual, observed with inoper 
solemnity by all the burgesses of tbe little Oxfordshire town. There i 
was some boat-raoing during the day ; but it is beginning to be felt ^ 
that a stop should be put to this barbarous survival of the dark ages. 
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MODERN TYPES. 

{By Mr, Funck's Ovm Typ& WrUer,) 

No. Xy.«»THE JACK OF ALL JOURNALISMS. 

In order to become a successfol Jotunalist of a certain sort, it is 
only necessary that a man shonld in early life proTide bimseK with 
a front as brazen as the trumpet which he blows to announce to 
the world his merits and his triumphs. It is, of course, essential 
that he should rid himself of any trace of sensitiveness that may 
remain to him ^ter a jouth about which the only thin^ certain is 
its complete obscurity, m order that no hint may be sufficiently broad 
to £t in with the tolerant breadth of his impudence, and no affiront 
sufficiently pointed to pierce the skin with which Nature and his own 
industry have furnished him* Literary culture must be eschewed, 
for with literary culture come taste and discrimination— qualities 
which might fatally obstruct the path of this journalistio aspirant. 
For it must be assumed that iu some of its later developments 
journalism has entirely cast off the reticence and the modesty which 
successive generations of censors have constantly held to have been 


that in 1850 the critics of the day fixed their thoughts with pleasure 
on the early 3 rears of the century, though they found nothing but 
abuse for the journalism of their own time, it is onrions to note that 
many of those who hurl the shafts of ridicule and contempt at the 
present period have only words of praise for 

1850. Without, however, going so far as nTTiT*; 

these stem descendants of Cato, it may be I h 
affirmed that the porpoise-hided Jack of aH I || 

Journalisms, as we know him, never had a [ i l, Mm 

greater power, nor exercised it over a larger i /[ /|i mMA 
soope with smaller scmple than to-day* | I M jraH 

It has been already said that the youth of I fj j i 
the J ack of all J onmalisms is lost in obscurity. ‘I j j li |, 1 1 

It is obvious that he cannot have acquired his — 

readiness of pen without much practice, but I// / 

where the practice was obtained is a puzzle to I I / / / 

which each of bis enemies has a different key* I I I f/ / f 

Some say of him that he spent a year or two 
at a University, where he was noted for the 1 1 ll l/llJll 

unfailing regolariiy with which he sought the 1 1 1 /] il 

society of the wealthy, imbibed strong drinks, Iff M\ i ji jl| 

and omitted to pay bis debts. It is also 
alleged that be started a colourable University mm I 
imitation of the journal which happened at 
that particular time to be the most highly / 

coloured iu London, and that, after struggling T jB, i 

through two numbers of con^sivescnriSity, | | | 

the infant effort withered under the frown of 1 I 

the Authorities, who at the same time sent its 
founder down. Others, however, declare him 
to have been the offspring of a decayed purveyor of spurious racing I 
iateBigence, who naturally sent his son to shift for himself after he i 
had lost his last shirt in betting against one of his own prophecies. 
Others again aver, and probably with equal aeonraoy, that he was at i 
no time other than what he is when the world first becomes aware of 
his existence — the blatant, cringing, insolent, able and disreputable 
wielder of a pen which draws much of its sting and its profit from 
the vanities and fears of his fellow-creatures. Be that as it may, he 
somehow becomes a power* He attaches himself to many journals, 
the ^tors of which he first pesters, afterwards serves, and always 
deQ)ijKs, He may pphaps lave dabbled m music, and caused a 
penniless friend who is musical to write for small pay songs which 
he honours by attaching his own name to them as their composer* 
Woe betide the unhappy aspirant to the honours of public singing 
who ignores the demand of this qnasi-mnsical Turpin that she 
{fiioxfid sing^ his songs. For, havmg become in the meantime a 
musical critic, he wUl devote all his talents to the congenial task of 
abusing her voice in his organ — which is naturally the more powerful 
inifemment of the two. Should she, however, submit to his extor- 
tionate requests, he will deem Idmself entitled to embitter the rest 
of her existence with his patronising commendation. 

' However, l^fore reaching this pitoh, he will have made his mark 
as an interviewer and a picturesque social reporter* In the former 
c^p^i^ he will have hunted momenta^ celebrities into the sanctity 
of their rooms, whence, after exchanging two words with them, he 
will have emerged with two columns of conversation. In the latter 
capacity, he will create for himself and the readers of his paper a 
social circle* the members of which, hear the same relation to Society 
proper as a lurcher does to ' a pure-bfed greyhound. For there are 
many so-called social sets which are select merely because few desire 
to enter and many to leave them, and to these the Lack of all Jour- 
nalisms is often a prophet and a leader pointing the way to the 
promiMd land. Thus we learn, with sui^rise, at first, and afterwards 
with the yawn that comes of the constant repetition of an ascertained 
fact, that the receptions of Lady Tietin are a model of all that is 


elegant and recherchS , whilst the dresses asd jewels of Mrs. Jipj's are 
always a subject of enthusiastic admiration to those amongst whom 
she moves ; and it is only in moments of peculiar moroseness that we 
remember that neither of these two ladies is qualified ^ position or 
refinement for anything more than a passing smile. ^ Yet to m^y, 
the mere fact that they are mentioned in paragraphs, is proof positive 
of their descent from the Vere db Vbbes. 

Moreover, the Jack of Journalisms will, at one time or another, 
have risen from tiie position of one who chronicles second-rate shows 
in remote comers of his paper, to he the recognised dramatic critic of 
a powerful organ. He thus acquires an extraordinary influence 
whieh he consoudates amongst outsiders by occasional lapses into a 
fury of critical honesty and abuse. ^ It may he said oi hm, indeed, 
that, ** Hell hath no fury like a critic scorned,” for if he should, on 
I any occasion, have taken umbrage at the treatment accorded to him 
by an actor or a manager, he will never allowi-the offence to fade, so 
long as he can fashion insinuations, misconstrue motives, or manu- 
facture failure with his pen, ^ ^ . 


ment by indulging in strong drinks, he never completely loses the 
habit which tells, of course, both upon his dress and temper. Though 
success, by bringing the pleasures of the table within his reach, has 
increased the rotundity of his figure, it has never been able to make 
his collars snowy or his conversation refined. 

"T T l He is often found upon the Committees of new 

' Clubs which start with a blare of journalistic 

I ■■■!; I; trumpets upon a chequered existence, only to 
■■ ■V'd] perish in contempt a few years afterwards. 

' I But while they last he attends them in the 
' 1 , 1 ' / ■ ; hope of picking up a friend who may be valu- 
-w ' ’ '■'// gossip which he may turn to 

PP account. Asa rule, he affects the society of 

i;_ IMti ih. 0 Be who are intellectually dull in order that 
he may pass with them for a man of immense 
onlture and nnfathomahle sagacity. Over the 
third long drink provided for him by an ad- 
f w ' ^ miring associate of this sort, he will grow 

eloquent, and his conversation will sparkle 
(// reminiscences of leading: articles he may 

m m ' written, and anticipations of others 

K y w that he proposes to write. Those who hear 

■I occasions will opine that he is a 

9 genius, who is only prevented by the 

carelessness of a G-allio from becoming a states- 
rank. 

A little later he wiU rise still higher, and 
become the almost recognised medium 
through which really fashionable intelligence 
is converted into common knowledge. In this 
position he will allow nothing to escape him, and if one of the highest 
persons in the land should invite six friends to dinner, their names 
will on the following morning he known to the Jack of all Journal- 
isms.^ It is unnecessary to say that in the course of this career he | 
acquires, not only notoriety, hut enemies, who watch eagerly for the 
fal^ step that shall bring him to the ground. In spite of his craft, 
he is inevitably driven from boldness into rashness, and after waging 


witness- Dox, ana, a nood oi lignt having been thrown upon his past 
career, he finds himself for two nights blazoned in enormous letters 
on the posters of the evening papers, and is compelled, in the end, to 
rabmit to an adverse verdict, and to retire, “it may be for years or 
it may be for ever,” from the open practice of a profession in which 
he had so distinguished himself. 

ACCORDINa TO A RECENT PRECEDENT. 

[Her Majesty’s Servants are inrited to cheer the Q,TxeeTL,’--OifficialImiiation,'] 

Soldiers, Not us— we want more food ! 

Sailors, Belay there— give us more liberfy ashore I j 

(7. S, Clerks, Can’t attend to private business during office hours— | 
redress our grievances I ’ 

Postmen, Don’t care a rap— groans as before— haven’t changed 
OMr sentiments! 

Police, Move on with that there request— just mind your own 
business, and look after our pensions ! ! 

Inland Revenue MecewerSn No! That’s the only Tax that needn’t 
be paid! 

Distinguished Unionists.— On Saturday next, at Westminster 
Abbey, Mr, H. M. Staniex, the fouuder of the “ Congo Free State,” 
enters the “ Oan’t-go IVee Btate.” 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

J>6gs to acknowledge the leodpt of a ddightM book 
Mordeaux et ses Tins {Oinqmeme Sditionl) ClauSa par 
Ordre de Merite^ written by M. Ei> 0 X 3 rim> Ekrbke, and enriched 

i wiih 225 riewB ti Tine-cnl- 

taring (Mteanz, by M. 
Eugene Yeegez, It is 
pnblijahed by Q-, Mjubson, 
Bonleyard Saint Genaain 
120, and now the Baron has 
placed it within reach of all 
the world- This particalar 
Yolnme was presented to 
Ihe Baron by Messrs. ELlst- 
EET, Bannistee & Co., who 
succeeded to the business of 
Ton Heatley & Co. (why 
was there never a Scotch 
firm of Tonny Deinkley & 
Co. ?) Jnd^g from a few 
casi^ di]gs mto its contents, 
it will evidenfiy afford him 
some interesting half-hours 
with the best cnw. The 
connoisseur in claret shoold 
go ris^t through the book 
until ne comes to “ Entre-^ 
deux~mers^^^ by which time 
he will be as wise and as 
ready as was Solomoe, 
entre deux meres^ to pro- 
nounce judgment. The 
L history of the Pape Clement 
St wine takes us back to 1305, 
fflo S: and is correctly told; but 

Befreshment for the Baron. the real story of the Chlttean 


Haut-Brion. The fact is, that about the Twelfth Century, Seigneur 
The Babon O’Bbien from Counfy dare — ^which, as you see. only 
regtdres a ** t” to make “ Clare into “ Claret — became the nappy 
possessor of this elegant vine-growing district. The Baron O’Bbien 
having taken a great deal of trouble about the good of Ms 
body, was one day struck by the remark, “ in vina veriias,^^ and 
thought he would do something for the good of Ms souL So he 
founded a Mission, Za Mission &Zrien, and then died in the odour 
of the moat celebrated erus» On Ms tJmib were the simple words, 

“ II crut,^’ In the course of time, grass grew over the sitone, the 
Misadon moved, sold the property, and another famiily of Irish 
descent, O’Buvioh, would have wiped out every memorial of the 
origiufd pious founder, had it not been for the peasantry, who had 
GaJlicis^ O^Bbten into Haut Bbioh, under wMeh name it has been 
known for the last two centuries. If this is not the veracious history 
of this celebrated wine, the Baron would like to know what is? 
How sensible to give an order of merit to the best Claret-grower. 
Two Barons of the House of Eothschili) axe thus distinguished. It 
was after trying many other Clarets that Baron James turned to 
Barons Axphonse Gustave and Edmond de Rothschied, and uttered 
the memorable words, **Eevenons d nos moutonsP It is a fascinating 
work, and the Baron has <mly just put down these few notes as an 
instalment of a grand book on wines, wine-growers, and wine-drinkers 
of all countries, wMch he is on the point of bringing out, entitle 
Eolks and Grapes, 

\ The Baron likes persons who take a Mht kindly and act on it 
sensibly. He says this d propos of the Hairless Paper-pad Holder, 

of wMch was suggested in 
Mr, Punches para. The ^per-p& will be 
found most nseful to traveling writers who 
I use ink, and those authors whom gout, or 
A other resjiecteble ailment, comp^ to 

work recumbently in bed or <m sofa. The 
\ i '^ter in bed, with ink handy, has cmly to 

take up Ms pad in one hand and Ms pen in 
other, and as sheet after sheet is covered 
' “sl^eets of paper lien etUendu—he tears it 

blotter, wMch 

forms a wrtion of the pad. • For Mr. Giad- 
STONEv when he is once again Prime Minister, 
the JECairless Paper-pad will be invaluable, as he can place it com- 
fortably on Ms knee, write Ms despatch to Heb Majesty, and blot 
it wi^ont distraction. As a writer of considerable practical experi- 
ence, the Baron Be Booh-Wobms strongly recommends the Hairlei^ 
Paper-pad, wMch he will leave as a Hairloom to Ms family. 

The Baron wishes to say that he has received Dunlop s CcdculaUng 
Apparatus, and iii attempting to discover how on earth to use it, i 


whether as a game, or a puzzle, or a ready-reckoner, the Baron’s 
hair is taming from ray to wMte. There are numbers, and sections, 
and tons, and small ngras and large ffgures, and sli]^, and strips, 
and numbers in black ink, and others in red ink, and though it must 
of course be the very simplest and easiest thing in the world when 


of course be the very simplest and easiest thing in the world when 
you once know all about it, yet it is just the sort of book (yet it isn’t 
exactly a book) that might have deeply iuterMted the Hatter and 
the March Hare, and Lewis Cabboul’s Snark Hunters, and sug- 
gested many deep questions to the inquiring mind of Alice in Wm- 
derland. As a really humorous production, capable of affording 
amusement for many a weary hour, it may be safely recommended 
to parties in country houses during an exceptionally rainy season. 

The Babon de Book-Wobms. 

P.S.— My faithful “Co.” has been reading The Lazy Tour of Tnoo 
Apprentices, No Thoroughfare, and The Perils of Certain Eng- 
lish Prisoners, me joint work of Chabies Bicbens and Wileie 
CoEiiNS, and now published for the first time in a smgle volume. 
He says that the hook is instructive, inasmuch as it shows the growth 
of its authors’ collaboration. When the writers started The Lazy 
Tour they were, so to roeak, like the gentleman seated one day at 
the organ, “ weary and ill at ease ; ” they gmw more accustomed to 
one another during The Perils, and attained perfection in No 
Thoroughfare, This last novel mows no traces of dual workman- 
riiip, and might have been the outcome of a single pen. My “ Co.” 
has but one mult to find with Messrs. Chapman and Hall (limited) 
— he says that the stories deserved better illustrations. 


A TALID EXCUSE. 

[A Juror who failed to put in an attendance at the Old Bailey sent an excuse 
that he was away on his honeymoon. The Loud Mayok declared this was 
a perfectly Talid excuse.] 

The sly Undergraduate, eager to be 
Of Tutors and Beans an acute circnmventist, 

Has been known to declare, when he went on the spree, 

’Twas to bury Ms uncle, or call on Ms dentist. 

The husband who ’s ever in scrapes or in pickles, 

And in coming home early delays a remissness. 

Is wont, if it’s safe to believe Habby Nicholls, 

To say he stayed out on “ a matter of business.” 

The hero whose praises they constantly sound, 

A Trit<m ’mongst minnows in prowess at cricket, 

When bowled by a ball that did not touch the ground, 

Tery freqnentiy swears ’twas the state of the^wicketl 

And the Juiyman. finding excuses were vain. 

Of the Judge’s displeasure has ever been fearful, 

Since he knew it availed not a wMt to complain— 

He must be in Ms place, or pay up and look cheerful. 

But the thought of a fine nevermore will produce 
Consternation, nor ever again make Mm pallid. 

In a Honeymoon now he has got an excuse, 

And the Lobd Mayob pronounces it ** perfectly valid” ! 


• THE OPERA.(K)ER’S BIAEY. 


Hothlktg particular this week. MUe. Melba, the two Be 
Eeszk^ and M.Lassalle sang, 
by Eoyal command, in the 
afternoon at W^indsor Castle. 

Wasn’t that a dainty dish y 
to iwt before the Queen?” I 
Bather. We meant to wind np* ‘ 
the week with Le Prophete, but 
Jean de BeszeA had caught 
cold, — perhaps on the return . 
journey &am Windsor,— and so 
Faust was substitutm, with. 

Melba as Marguerite, and 
Bavelli the BeliaUe as Faust, ' 

We are looking forward’ to 
Hamlet, To he or not to he** f 
Probably “to be.” HigMyirao- 
cessfnlSeason gradually draTring 
to a dose. 'Wnex^s3£a$anieUo7 _ 

Hot beard it for years. It would 
come out as quite a novdty. Let the Sheriff-elect look to iii If not 
for this Seamn, let it mark the year of ofdce of Bbubi(ILA3!1US 

OpEBATICUS. , . 

* » I 

“Pabochial” PoLEncs Indeed i— Making over to a handful of 
Colonists that would not fill many an English parish the “mighty 
mileage” of Western Australia! 
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"HOPE REPERRED.^^ 

“ Wbaht of watching and waiting ! ” 

So the old song- words go I 
Charity here, (sontemplating 
This trio of lads in a row, 

Mieht turn from the slums of the City, 

From “Ifobody^s Children” might spare 
One glance of true practical pity, 

One hour of considerate care. 

The waifs from the slum and the gutter 
Are off “ to the country ” in troops, 

To feed on new eggs and fresh butter. 

To frolic with balls and with hoops ; 

These three, with their eyes on the poster 
That hints unattainable joys, 

Must envy the son of the Coster, 

The waifs of the Workhouse. Poor boys ! 

They, too, are unitedly yearning 
To “go to the country,” togemer. 

Hope on the horizon is burning 
Wi^ prospect of promising weather. 

One pities them, looking and longing, 

Aweary of waiting their turn 
With those who are country wards thronging : 
The “ Yoiee of the Country ” they feam. 

The lay of the lark or the linnet ? 

The babble of brooklet or rill ? 

Hay, that “Yoiee,” to their ears, hath more 
in it 

Than soxmds in the nightingale’s trill. 
There’s a song, though to some it sounds 
raucous, 

For them most seductively rolls : 

’Tis the crow of a bird (the “ Caw-Caw-Cus ”) 
Whose song is so like “ Pretty PoWs ” / 


^ _ ■n-Rn A nvn A ^ uotice that the Ladies have a tace all to 

HEWLEi REGATTA. themselves. Doubtless tbla ig due to Miaa 

{By Mr. Punches own Bowing Man.) Fawcett’s pernicious example, b^ tbe inno- 

TT 7 'n/r j vation 18 not to be commended. The entnes 

T j _ Menley^ Monday. ^ for the Yisitors are of average quality. Three 

visitors only are to compete over a course of 
recognised picnic luncheons and strawberries and cream. 

^ I have only room left to remark that the 
°7 the hand and t^ of old times, weather has been changeable, and that all the 

Many house-boats are moored along the Ox- " ' > • ’ " : 

fordshire ba^. The bridge has not changed . t> att at. t> A-DT^/^T^ 

its position since I saw it last. The courteous ^ i>ALl<AL> Ur xSAKlCUW. 

Secretary of the Regatta assured me, that (After Burns.) 

my oomplaiut with reference to the impedi- * « n ^ 

ment which this structure offers to rowing- Puncan Oray. 

boats had been laid before the Stewards. . ^o Duirciiir ^y came here to woo, 

action, however, is to be taken this year. . Ha, ha, the wooing o’t ! 

This being the day before the Regatta, very ’Giinst Caine, who thought all drinkers fou, 

heavy work was done by all the crews engaged Ha, ha, the wooing o’t I 

in the race for the Grand Challenge Cup. Caine, he held his head full high, 

They all have a good chance, and, personally, At Giadstone sneered and Saiisbitet, 

I should not feel the least surprise if I saw And bade brave Duncae just stand by ; 
at least two eights rowing in the final heat Ha, ha, the wooing o’t ! 

on Thursday. Thames, London, Brasenose, -rv ^ « 

Rmgston, Hew College, and Trinity Hall all I'^oan' was a lad o’ grace, 

possess some “ sterling oarsmen,” and carry ^ ™ wooing o’t I 

banners ” of different colours. I may re- P®11 fiwt place, 

mark, in passing, that no crew is allowed to ^5 wooing o’t ! 

row with more than eight oars. Woe for Wiliiam Spboston Caine 1 

The race for the Stewards will be exciting. Shifting swift and swagger vain 
All these officials are in hard training, but ^ ^rdly try again ; 
the Mayor of Henley is favourite at short wooing o’t I 

odds.* ____ 

I ^ * Nets hy the JEdiior."~~Axe you sure this is 

-n. TrriE. — ^The PubHc-house Compen- 

-KtfjpJy.— -Right ? Of course it is. I ’m here, and sation Bill shall be hereafter known and 
I ought to know. alluded to as the Bung Bunged Bill. 


A BALLAD OF BARROW. 

(After Burns.) 

Air — *^I)mean GfrayP 

Duncant gay came here to woo, 

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t ! 

’Giinst Caine, who thought all drinkers fou, 
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t ! 

Caxne, he held his head full high, 

At Giadstone sneered and Saiisbiirt, 
And bade brave Duncan just stand by ; 
Ha, ha, the wooing o’t ! 

Duncan was a lad o’ grace, 

Ha. ha, the wooing o’t I 
On the poll he gat first place. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o’t ! 

Woe for WmiiAM Spboston Caine 1 
Shifting swift and swagger vain 
He will hardly try again ; 

Ha, ha, wooing o’t I 
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SUNDAY AT HOME. 

The stillaess of the Summer day ! 

Broods o’er the coTmtry sweet,^ | 

A-nfi all things, save the mmmHrmg^ stream, 
Are silent in the heat. 

The sunbeams throngh the green leaves 
playt 

The air is sweet with new-mown nay — 

But I am bound at home to stay 
Here in Great Gasworks Street. 

On the fourth-door I take the air, 

And hear the traius toII by, ^ 

And dre^ of all the vidoim fair 
That "Siie housetops lie ; 

The meadows where the daisies stray. 

The bleating sheep, as white as they. 

The breakers and the sparkling spray, 
Beneath the smokeless sky. 

There’s Minnie in the cradle, 

Ati <1 Tommy on the door, 

And Johnny with a ladle 
Is banging on the door ; 

And, where the household linen dries, 

Cross little Annie sits and cries 
As loud as dbie can roar. 

About the street the children sprawl, 

Or on the door-steps sit ; . 

The women, gay with kerchief-shawl, 
Engage the men with wit, 

Who lounge at ease against the wall, 

And meditate and spit. 

So through the Summer Sunday hours 
The sunbeams slowly steal, 

Gilding the heer-shop’ s sawniust bowers, 

Th 

The trodden orange-peel, 

Till cairn as heaven, the moon appears, 
Abater in a honse of tears, 

Who soothes, hut cannot heal. 

And now the cheap excursionists 
Come, tired and happy, home, 

And hear amid the noisy streets 
The churning of the foam. 

They ’ ve seen uie surges rolling in 


H iWi rmsTn uTh pTtii 


Or i^outed to the ceaseless dm 
Along the rocky shore ; 

And others in the woodland way, 
Or on the breezy down, 

Have gone excursioning astray, 


And wished that I was dead and bu-ri-sd, 
For all my Sunday gown. 


And little Bobby’s hair is curled 
By country breezes sweet ; ^ 

And lizziE’s heart is full of light, 

Though heavy are her feet. ' 

Father and mother face their plight 
More hopeful for the treat. 

And bless the God who made a world 
Beyond Great Gasworks Street. 

Wheee and How yo Spend 4 Happy Day, 
Weather Permitting, op CobRSB .— w to 
^venoaks ; lovely drive, see Knole Park and 
i House, drive hack 

. 1 : . via Famingham — 

prettiest place pos- 
sible, and one that 
the broken-hearted 
Tupfnan might have 
chosen for his re- 
treat from the mad- 
ding crowd — to 
Hartford, where 
^ dine at the ancient 
I hostelrie called 

Punch faculty, the Bull and no mist^e. 
Then up to London, still by road, — ^if a me 
moonlight night, delightful,— and remmber 
the summer day so well spent as *‘a Knele 
’Oliday,” 

TOO CLEYER BY HALE. 

{BdngQuestumaridAnswersiMontkcStraight,) 

' Question^ So you have finished your educa- 
tion ? 

Answer^ Yes, thanks to the liberality of 
the ^hool Board. 

Q, Do you know more than your parents r 

A. Certainly, as my father was a sweep, 
and my mother a charwoman. 

Q* Would either occupation suit you r 

A* Certainly not; my aspirations soar 
above such pursuits, and my health, impaired 
by excessive study, unfits me for a life ^of 
manual labour. _ 

Q. Kindly tell me what occupation laoula 
suit you ? 

A* I think I could, with a little cram- 
ming, pass the examinations for the Army, 
the Blavy, or the Bar. . 

Q. Then wl^not become an omoer m either 
branch of the United ^rvice, or a Member of 
one of the Inns of Court ? 

Because I fear that as a man of neither 
I birth nor breeding, I should be regarded with 
1 contempt in either the (konp or the Forum. 


Q. Would you take a clerkship in the City ? 

Not willingly, as I have enioy^ see- 
thing better tbau a commercial education, 
beddes City clerkships are not to he had for 
the asking. 

Q. Well, would you become a sbop-boy or 
a counter-jumper? ^ . . 

Am GertJdnly not ; I should d^m it a sin to 
waste my accomplishments (which are many) 
in filling a situation suggestive of the servants 
hall. Tamer than of the library. 

Q. Well then, how are you to make an 
honest livelihood? « a 

A . Those who are responsible for my educa- 
tion must answer that (jnestion. 

Q. And if they can’t? 

Am Then I must accept an alternative, and 
seek inspiration and precedents from the 
records of success in another walk of life, 
beginning with the pages of the Newgate 
Oatendarf 

MR. PUNCH’S DICTIONARY OF. PHRASES. 

Platformuxars. 

“ The humbte individual who nowaddreeees 
you;'*'* “I mustn’t exactly assert my 
superiority in so many words; this is an 
invitation to yon to do it for me.” 

Doubtful Recommendation. 

“ Quite a wonderful wine^ when you think 


about here You may call lam m if you 

like; Jshouldn’^t. 

Friendly Comments on Character and 
Accomftjshmrnts. 

‘*P<w)r dear Mulligan I he ie quite too 
delightft^y good-natured, donH you kmw ; 
t.e., ** A great goose who gudies, and fancies 
it generosity.” , , ^ ,^ « ** * 

i “ A great authordy on Golf ; An ^er- 

getio bore, whose talk is all of ‘bunkers’ and 
^Mr. Balfour.’ ” 

Electioneebing. 

“ Save been asked to come forward^ ” i.a., 

aATvAVMWVlM 


mam le., OwM a smaOpto- 
Dertrin the fuithest oonier of the oomty. 

''The mod old cause ; ” M., Oirteel^ . 

; “ J2ae« (dwave felt that the -- <d^are 

the mainstay of the eowdry : *,e,, 'ItiM 

concilia^ the industrial section of oonsu- 
tuenoy.” 
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EPITHALIMIUM. 

{Westminster Alhey^ July 12, 1890.) 

“Hymen, lo Hymen, Hymen, they do shout.” 

Spenser, “ ^pithalamion,^^ 

“ Bitnra home the triumph of our Yiotory,” 

Sings Spenser. Erom wide wanderings you have 
Yictorious, yet, as all the world may see, [come 
Your sweetest, crowning triumph find— at home. 
Say, would TJltsses care again to roam 
Wed with so.winning a Penelope 
As Stanley's Doeotbct ? 

Loyal like her of Ithaca, and dowered 
With charms that in the Greek less fully flowered, 
The charms of talent and of character, 

Which hlend in her 

Who, 'won, long waited, and who, waiting, won 
The virile, valiant son 

Of our adventurous England. May the bays 
Blend well with BEymen^s roses, and long days 
Of happiness and honour crown the pair 
For whom to-day loud plaudits rend the air. 

“ Hymen, lo Hymen, Hymen, they do shout,^’— 
Health to brave Dorothy and Stanley stout I 

REALLY ENTERTAINING. 

Capital entertainment the Gerhan Reeds have just 
now. Mr. Alfred Reed immensely funny in Carnival 
Time^ written by Malcolm Watson and Corny Grain. 
You should have heard Miss Nellie Farren’s hearty 
laughter at the drolleries in St. George’s HaH last Thurs- 
— day afternoon. Nelly Farren’s as good an audience as 
she is a comic actress, and that ’s saying a good deal. Miss 
“= Fanny Holland and Miss Kate Tttlly excellent. Then, 
after the CarmuaZ, Corny Grain’s Society Feepshow for 

r l890 sent everybody into fits. That austere Indian Judge, 
Mr. Justice Straight, was straight no longer, but bent 
double by convulsions of laughter. Mr. Corny Grain 
deals out pleasantly some hard bits all round, but as 
everyone applies them to his or her neighbour, everyone 

uatoally eujoys the joke immensely. We used the word 

THINGS ONE WOULD RATHER HAVE LEFT ITNSAID. drolleries’’ jpt now. H^py Thought; As we have 

Frimlous Lajy {making <xmversaiim), “Oh, the Academy I I never saw oi^r^“^erie^”^why^^ re-name St^*George^^HS?“^^ 





JMm 

liflr 


<<w remmib^M the Gentle- DroUeries?” Advice gratis:— Before the Season ’a over, 

V ? AuxTHwa THEM ? ” it is a place to spend a happy afternoon or evening. As 

. t^v 4. PicruEBs VOTT SAW Ilf KT Stodio, AND SAID Mamlet, if he had thought of it, would have SMd to 

’ ^ ' Ophelid, »‘Go I to the DroUeries ! fto ! ” 


TOIT COULD 


A DIALOGUE UP TO DATE. 

( With some Bemarks on the Importance of Talking am, infinite deal 
of Nothing.) 

Scene — Room. Persons — Gilnbst and Erbbet. 

[For further detafis, see Mr. Oscar Wilde’s Article in The Nineteenth 
Century for July,] 

J^hert {<A the lanjo ). My dear Gillie, what are you doing ? 

G^st Pawning), 1 was wondering when you were going to begin. 
We have been sitting here for an hour, and nothing has been said 
npm the important subject we proposed to discuss. 

K {tapp^ him lightly on the cheek). Tut, tut, my dear boy, you 
nmst not be petulant. And yet, when I come to study you more 
closely, your fece looks charming when yon make a moue. Let me 
sea you do it ag^. Ah, yes. You look into my eyes with the 
dirae snlleimess that broods tragically upon the pale brow of the 
though your mind, though you know it not (how 
mdeed skould yon ?), mwoh many mystical phantoms that are not of 
^ base world. Pale Helen steps out upon' the battlements and 
TOTM to Flatobrt her appealing glance,, and Cellini paces with 
Madame db S:i^igne through the eternal shadows of unrevealed 
r^Jto. And Browning, and Homer, and ,Mbredith, and Oscar 
WILDE are wi^ them, the fieet-footed giants of perennial youth, 
Hermes, whom Polyzena once saw, and 
freight she hied her away to the vine-olad banks of Ilyssns, where 
stands contemplative, like some mad scarlet thing by 
DvoRl^and toge^er ^ey march with the perfect signidcance of 
silence ttongh realms that are cloud-capped with the bright dark- 
* ness that shmes from the poet’s throne aimd the stars. 

Yo^; and that is— yes, it must be— the scent of the cigarettes you 
G:^t me OM, only one. ( Takes one and lights a.) 
Bat what were yon talking about ? a i 


JEe {pinches his cheek). There yon are horrid again. But you 
smile. Je te connais^ mon brave, VLyvacKO) tre vox (never mind the 
accents), Ich kenne aichy mein alter. Cognosce te^ amice, I know 
you, old fellow. You are only chaffing. As if you had not dis- 
covOTed that which all truly great indolence has taught ever since 
the first star looked out and beheld chaotic vastness on every hand. 
For to say something is what every puny whipster can do. To 
much, and in many languages, and. yet to have said nothing, that, 
my dear Gillie, is what all have striven for, hut only one, gifted 
above his fellows with magic power of weaving the gossamer thread 
of words, has truly attained. For it is in that reconcilement of 
apparent opposites, and in the cadenoed measures of a musical voice, 
tmt the dignified traditions of an aesthetic purity, repellent to the 
tiiin, colourless lips of impotence, reside and make their home, 

, . . , , [Breaks off, and lights a cigarette, 

G, [Ughting a cigarette). Is that really so ? 

JE, Yea, even as Lucian [Short notes, to be afterwards filled 

out .—Throw in Hector, the Myrmidons, Coleridge, Ruskin, Ohnet, 
Lewis Morris, Aristotle, Lionardo, St. Anne, Juno, Mr. Howells, 
Longinus, Fronto, Lessing, Narcissus. Stir up with Sharsfeare 
and Milton. Add Cicero and Balzac.] 

G, Erbert, Erbeht, how learned you are, and how lovely ! But 
I am weary, and must away. 


{Not to he continued^) 


James s Hair Apparent.— Everyone recognises ex-President 
Jambs, author of the Whistlerian book on The Gentle Art of 
MaMng Envies, by his distinguished white look just over his 
forehead. No one dare call this white feather,” as he has never 
shoTO it, Sonie people looked upon it as caused by James’s 

S wder.^ This is not so. It may be correctly described as an 
ustration of Locke on the Understanding.” 
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ELECTEOPHONOSCOPIC CHAT. 

{A lUile of itj picJced up €ii ihe Office * a.d. 1900.) 

Thebe mnst surely be some mistake. Here, wbat’s tMs? This 
old toothless hag, withoiit her wig, is xnikiiowii to me I And why 
does she address me as Aechibaij) ” ? I was expeeting to see my 
beloved Abamutta. 

Excuse me, but I think we have been wrongly switched on. From 
your description you seem to be havmg the interview I was expecting 
with my dear good Grandmother. While this charming young Lady 
^But perhaps you would like to see for yourself ? 

A thousand thanks ! It is my own AsajEenta I Pray let us change 
places, and allow me to resign you your good Grandmother at once. 

Ha I why does that poor Gentleman turn faint and stagger towards 
the door in search of a little air P Let us ask the Postmistr^. 

She says he has just concluded a terrible interview with his Wife’s 
mother. But see, he has recovered himself and struck an attitude of 
defiance. That at least, at the other end, will impress her. 

See how that Stockbroker is leaping with delight! And no wonder. 
He has just been eleotrophonoscopically attending the “Illinois 
Central” half-yearly meeting at New York, and, having speculated 
for the rise, finds that he has made a pot of money. 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEACTED PEOM THE DIAEY OF TOBY, M.P. 

JSbuse of Commons, Monday, June 30.-y Wanting to know about 
Heligoland in the Lords. Rosbbeet inquires especially how popu- 
lation like the change P 

“ Oh, that ’s all right,” said the Maekiss ; “ if there ^s one t^g 
the Heligolanders have been pining for since date of their birth, 
it is for union with Germany. If we’d only been generous, we 
ought to have gratified their desire long ago. I don’t wish to touch 

on controversial matters, but I must 
say if the Government, of which my 
noble Mend was an ornament, had, 
when in office, only ceded Heligoland 
to Germany, they would have deserved 
well of their ooTmtry, and might have 
been assured of the enthusiastic sup- 
port of noble Lords on this side of the 
House, and of the Party of which my 
nephew is a Leader in another place. 
It is impossible for me, without making 
your Lordships late for dinner, a crime 
from which I trust tohold my conscience 
free, fully to set forth the universal 
advantage that arises from this stroke 
of t)oli<nr. It peases everybody, espe** 
oially the Heligolanders.” 

Rosebeex pei^tent ; wants to know 
what means were taken to obtain ^e 
opinion of the population, and elicit 
this psean of joy ? 

“Oh!” said the Maekiss, “ob- 
viously, they are documents of _a con- 
fidential nature.” 

“ Confidential with the population?” 
asks Geahviixe, in softest tones, with 
bewitching smile, and most deferential 
manner. For once the MAUgras has 
no retort ready. Lords sit silent for 
moment, awaitmg answer ; none forth- 
coming; ]^ED Chahcbeloe, with great 
presence of mind, proposes “that this House do now adjourn.” 
Agreed to, and Lords go forth, each seeing in his mind’s eye the 
M A-pTTTSfl in confidential communication with the populatioii of Heli- 
goland, laboriously and conscientiously ascertainmg their views, 
mdividual and aggregate, on question of transfer. 

“ The MATtm-fts is quite right,” said Ashbottkne, looking mifrom 
Ms honourable exile iu Dublin; “you can’t, I know, frame an 
indictment against a nation. But you csm certainly enter into con- 
fidential communication with a population. Capital copyhead it 
would make for Om Moeaiitt : Confidential Communications 
Corrupt Good Heligolanders^^^ . 

Business done.— in the Commons, spurt to start with ; foin BiHs 
advanced a stage ; then House fioundered in Western Australia. 

Tuesday . — “Wish you’d get yoursdf made a Peer, Tobx,” said 
Denmah, gloomily. “ Not dmcult, I understand Bb^oxjehe will 
tell you how it’s done; Tmlik e the Poet, a Peer is either bom or 
made ; Axxesbuex, for example, was bom ; Bbabouene was made. 
As you weren’t bom, you must be made. Baron Bouvebib-Stbeet 
would look very well in the Peerage. ^ You ’ve only to ask (Bba- 
BOTJBHE knows) ; keep on asking, and in meantime make yourself 
disd.fi'TAAfl.ble in the Commons, and the thing is done.” 



The Exile from Erin. 
(Just arrived in Holyhead.) 


Very much obliged to Denmah ; quite kind of him to take this 
interest in me ; but why so anxious on the point ? ^ , 

** I’ll tdl you frankly, Tobx. ^ I want to create a Party here, and 
you’d do admirably to begin with. A Statesman, however ca^kble, 
no use without a Party. You know that very well in the Ck>mmons. 
Everybody there has a Party. I am all by myself here, and the 
MAn^sa and the rest put upon me. Now if I had a Party 

“ Hahs BBEmcAHH had one, you know,” I say, liking to humour 
Dehmah, who is evidently in low spirits. 

“ Had he ? Where did he sit for ? Never heard of him ; however, 
as I was saying, if I had a Party I diould make the !i^EKiss sit up.” 

In the meantime, I gather tibey have been making Dekkah sit 
down. Delate on about Sheriff’s Assizes Expenses BilL Denmah 
had something useful to say. Approached table ; Eshee got up at 
same moment. Peers impatiently called for Eshbb: DENMi^ 
ignored petty insult ; commenced Ms speech ; sentences drowned in 
hubbub ; Esheb resumed seat ; Mabkiss approached table ; Dbn- 
MABT diw bimaeTf up to full height, and glared on Markiss. 
Knew of old his jeMoxisy of him ; stops at 
no means of gratifying it; now moves, 

“That Lord Esher be heard.” Lord 
Chancellor, that mimon of the majonty, 
promptly puts question, and decides it 
carried. For a moment Denhah stands 
irresolutely at table, looking round. Sup- 
pose he were to lightly skip on to table, 
and, sliding there, def^ them all ? Sup- 
pose he were to lower Ms head, and ruu 
a-butt at the stomach of the Lord Chah- 
CEILOR? "V^at delight fo topple him 
over—to see his heels rise in the air, and 
disappear with rest of Ms body at other 
side of Woolsack! Denman laughed to 
fhinV he should see such f uu. Content for 
the present with contemplation of it, and 
so resumed seat. “But I’ll form a 
Party,” said he; “have my own Whips, 
and shake this effete Qcvemment to its 
foundation.” 

Business done. — In Commons: a dull 
night, lighted up by luminous speech from 
Eathbone on Government of Western 
Australia, 

Wednesd<iy.—dSms& hard at work all 
afternoon on Directors’ Liability Bill. ... 

Warmington in charge of measure ; intends to make it warm for 
Guinea-pigs. Boper Lethbridge, Dixon Hartland, James Mac- 
lean, Kimbeb, Q,.G., protest at length. Robert Fowler, Bi^., 
breaks into lava fic^ of burning eloquence. If the Bill is carried, 
whatis to become of the 

“ You may,” he moans, “ write on the front of the BUI, BeUn- 
dum est Londiniumf um ? urn ? ” He, for one, wiU have no re- 
sponsibility in the matter; and so, tucking his hands under Ms 
coat-tails, he strides forth, to vote against Third Reading of Bill. 
All in vain ; Third Reading carried by 224 votes against 60, 



A Hot ’XJn for the City. 



Scene in the House op Commons, Feidax Evening, July 4. 

Oh, what a surprise I One lovely Black Bod interrupts the G. 0. M. speaking, 
— and meets with a warm reception. 


Monday, July 7, — Opposition in Mgh feather to>mght. Duncan 
fresh from great tiiumph at Barrow, come to take his seat. Liberals 
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sad Irish Mefflhers crowd round ham as he rits helow Gallery waiting 
; DrarcAW is not in his grave ? ” said Macbeth— I mean 

MACLITBS. . -TV V JI 

B^denily not- Here in the fleaii and high epirits.’ Everybody 
dit^p^plng into poetry all round. 

Wadht, who was down at Bar- 
TOw> gives IfflMithy account of the 
eonfcw, ** And*” he says — 

The Tict(ay feU on na.” 

« Great happiness! 

Ko more the €ains of Cawdor shall ^ 

Our lK»om interest Go, pronounce 

iTurmng U PoxasroK, Vfho cUwag9 
hands unih New 

Your Captains, MacSmith and Bal- 

PunssioK admitted that they 
were a little hipped; rather bBK 

thought ^*that most disloyal wMH 

traitor, the Cahte of Cawdor,” WjA 

having began the dismal con- iSMm ffraM 

diet,” would get the worst of it' jS||H \ vSBBh 

but didn't expect that Liberal ^HV \] gH 

would be returned. But it ’s 

of no consequence,” added Sir JJHH 

T^TS;^^^**you must come and 

Ditncait rather broke down as 
be advanced to table *tTnid thun- Caine of Cawdor. 

I derous cheers from Opposition. Privately explained matter to 
Speaker when be shook hands with him, 
i Duncan. ‘‘My plenteous joys, 

Wanton in fulnesB, seek to bide tbemselycs 
In drops of sorrow.” 

“Oh, yon must cheer up,” said the Speaker, who’always has a 
pleasant word for everybody ; “ perhaps yon won’t get in again/^ 
Business db«e,— Iriim Constabulary Vote in Committee of Supply ; 
opening of cheerful week for Prince Arthur. 


“COMING IN THEIR THOUSANDS.” 

The announcement that a Thousand Nurses would be received at 
Mariborongh House last Saturday, naturally attracted a large 
BumbOT of the Guards and Household troops, who were odff duty, to 
the vicinity of St, James’s Park and Pall Mall. The excitement 
among the military somewhat abated when it was ascertained that 
the^ Prince and Princess were receiving the “ first working snb- 
smibera” to the National Pension Fund for Nurses. The Prince 
made one of his best speeebesj and the Princess smiled her best 
smiles. The Comptroller of the Weather 
for the Royal Household had given 
special orders for sunshine, or a good 
imitation of it from one till three, so 
umbreUas were not needed; thus sym- 
bolically showing that the day of 
\\ “Gamps” was over, and that a new 
era of superior nursing was now an 
estahlished fact. If such a state of 
aRairs had continued as was portrayed 
in Martin Chuzzlewit^ their Royal High- 
nesses might have been receiving the 
lastHnmimnd Narah Qamps and Bdlxy Brigs^ and addressing them 
in s^yery Cerent strain. 

T^ra-wtattc Notes.— Aeexaoter the Graceful, in returning thanks 
fmr tho toast of “ the Avenue Piece,” observed that “he objected to 
tins* f^^Ese, as he did not mean to ’av a new piece for a long time, 
]present Bill being good enough.” This cast a gloom over the 
an^Sildy, which then^metly dii^rsed. ^ 

Irving, disguR^ vas Louis the JSlenenth (the last of the great 
French c^cketers)i^is 'at the Grand, in celestial Islington, where the 
Angel is; These ang^c visits kte f^ and far between. 

We Tfwho’s “we^^S)' hear a favourable report of Sowing and 
; at the Criterion, — a play that might have been only “ sow 

, BQwJ|itih;h^.*notbcien fox the, reaping good perionnance.of Charles 

toy ^RE^^TEHCmT LriEMPEEA^^ 


OUE ADYEETISEES.— THEIE LATEST BOON. 

S ELL UNIVEESALIS is a startiiM, electrifying, flesh- forming, 
paralysing, stnpif ying, and sparkling Intoxicant. 


S ELL UNIVERSALIS may be taken freely in tons with perfect 
impunity alike by the Elephant and the Infant. 

ELITUNIVERSALIS, administered instantly in a teaspoon, wifi 
sober a drunken Crocodile or steady a tottering Policeman. 


S ELL UNIVERSALIS is a wonderful food -supplier, one dose 
containing tbe active principle of a ten-and-sixpenny Criterion 
Dinner. 

S ELL UNIVERSALIS.— Professor Slopper, B.J.W.KR.8;, &o.. 

Public Analyst to tbe Midland Patents PufSlng Association, 
writes: — “ I have made a careful analysis of several sealed bottles of 
this unique preparation, and, as far as I can make out, I have no 
hesitation in saying that its claim to contain in every single tea- 
spoonful ‘ all the active principle of two bottles of “ ’36 ” champagne, 
fi.ve pounds of pork chops, a pint of train oil, a tinned lobster, a pot 
of bears’ grease, and 73 per cent, of tbe best boot-blacking and dog- 
biscuit,’ is substantially correct. I have not as yet prescribed it for 
any of my own patients, but, if I find my practice inconveniently 
extended, I shall probably do so.” 


S ELL UNIVERSALIS instantly cures l^bago, toothache, hay- 
fever, nettlerash, staggers, elephantiasis, and many other 
ordinary nursery disorders. 

S ELL UNIVERSALIS.— “A Trustful Country Clergyman-” 
writes “ I have often had one leg in the grave, on the oeca- 
, sions on which I have been subject to successive attacks of lumbago, 
toothache, hay-fever, nettlerash, staggers, elephantiasis, and many 
other ordinary nursery disorders, but I have always found that, by 
having recourse to a bottle of Sell Universalis, 1 have been 
enable slowly to draw it out again ; at least, I fancy so.” 

S ELL UNIVERSALIS, if taken “injudiciously,” and adminis- 
tered with judgment, will kill the aged, and remove the 
youthful. 


S ELL UNIVERSALIS.— “ A Circumspect Solicitor with an 
Eye to the Main Chance,” writes:— “Having had seven 
aged uncles and an infant nephew who stood between me and tbe 
enjoyment of a triding annuity, I presented them all last Christmas 
with a bottle of the ‘Sell,’ coupling the gift with the playful 
injunction that ‘ the faster they got through it the longer they would 
live.’ By the 10th of January I had buried the whole ei^ht of them. 
You are quite welcome to make what use you can of this ; but, for 
obvious reasons, I suppress my name and address.” 

S ELL UNIVERSALIS is a wonderful Brain and Nerve Tonic, 
entirely revivifying tbe shattered powers of the disheartened 
and over-taxed literary man, 

S ELL UNIVERSALIS.— A Coming Shakspeaie” writes:— 
“For years I have been writing Christmas Pantomimes, till, 
never meeting with any Management willing to produce them, I round 
at length I had seven-and-thirty by me waiting production. I then 
took, several bottles of your Sell Universalis, which must have 
cleared my head, for I wrote a comic Interlude for the Clown and 
Ringmaster of a Provincial Circus that was immediately accepted; 
and though I have not yet been paid for it, and, owing to the fact 

X1.-JL -.i 1 1. 


'It goes witn a roar' every nignt, l cannot but conclude that the 
Sell Universalis has restored in a marked degree* my shattered 
mental powers.” " 


S ELL UNIVERSALIS, if rubbed into the head will, in twenty- 
four hours, entirely remove every vestige of the inost luxuriant 
crop of hair. 


S ELL UNIVERSALI^ swallowed for another twenty-four hours, 
will bring nearly all It on again. 


^^ELL UNIVERSALIS may be tried on tbe invalid Canary. 


S ELL UNIVERSALIS may be relied on as a th^mgUy £j^ 0 ctiti 0 
Furniture Revivijieri * > 


S ELL UNIVERSALIS afiEords a refreshing beverage in the last 
stages of Delirium Tremens. ? 


S ELL UNIVERSALIS will in all probability give a lustre to the 
fire-irons. • ’ , . . . . j 


S ELL UNIVERSALIS might he counted on to ensureia Wtiperior 
boot polish. ' ^ 

S ELL UNIVERSALIS, failing everything else, may be confidently 
administered in handsome doses to the baby. 


HOXICE.— Rejected Communications or Contril)utions, whether HS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, trilf 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or ^Vrapper. To this rhle 
there will be no exception. 







26 


i 


Jolt 19, 1890.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Tm Baron has read Osoab Wilde's Wildest and Oscarest work, 
called Dorian^ Grrji^i a weird sensational romance, complete in one 
niLml)er of LipjpincotCB Magazine* The Baron recommends any- 
body who Tevmfl in diahleriey to ■b^^n it about half-past ten, and 



Parallel. 


The Baron has seen the new, livdy, and eccentric newspaper, 
entitled The Whirlmnd, It has reached the third number. “ I 
am informed,” says the Baron, ** that, on payment of five guineas 
down, I can become a life-subscriber to the Whirlwind* But what 
does life-subscriber mean ? Do I subscribe for the term of my life, 
or for the term of the WhirlmncPe life? SuptK)se the Whirlwind 
i has to be wound up, or whirl-winded up, and suppc^ 1 am still 
going on, can I intervene to stop the iproceedings, and insist on my 
contract to be supplied with a Whirlwind per week for the re- 
mainder of my natural or unnatjmal life being carried out ? If the 
contract is for our lives, then, as a life-subsonber, I should insist on 
the Whirlwind remaining co-existent with me, so that, up to my 
latest breath, I might have a Whirlwind* But if the ILEe-subsorip- 
tion of five guineas is only for the term of the Whirlwinds life, 
then, I fancy the proprietors, editor, and staff, that the Hon. 
SxuAET Eeskine andMr, Hbbbebt YiviAir, who are, I believe, the 
Proprietors, Editor, and Staff of the Whirlwind^ will have by far 
the better of the barg;{un. I resist the temptation, and keep my five 
pounds five shillings in my pocket, and am 

Yours truly, The Baboh db Book-Woems. 


OUH NEW ADVERTISEMENT COLUMN. 

[All applications in answer to be addressed to the office of this journal, 
accompanied by handsome P.0.0 , and lots of shilling stamps, which will in 
erery case be retained, without aclmowledgment, as a guarantee of good faith.] 

U RGENT CASE.— Wanted, by a little Boy, aged 10, of 
thoroughly disagreeable tamper, selfisK greedy, ill-mannered, 
and thoroughly spoilt at home, a good sound Whipping, we^y, if 
possible. Great care will be necessary on the part of applicant in 
fulfilling re(^uirem6ntSy parents of youth in question, being firmly 
convinced that he is a noble little fellow, with a fine manly spirit, 
just what his dear Papa was at Ms age (as is very probably the case) 
and only requiring peculiarly gentle and considerate treatment. — 
Apply (in first instance, by letter) to Godfather, care of Mr* Punch* 


Joe, the Fat Boy iu Pickwick, startles the Old Lady ; Otcar, the Fad Boy ia 
lippincott’s, startles Mrs. Gruudy. 

Oscar, the Fad Boy* “ I want to make y our flesh creep I ” 

to finish it at one sitting up ; but those who do not so revel he 
^vises either not to read it at all, or to choose the daythne, and take 
it in homoeopathic doses. The portrait represents the soul of the 
beautiful Ganymede-Hke Dorian Gray, wnose youth and beauty 
last to the end, while his soul, like John Brown's, goes marchMg 
on” into the Wndem^ of Sin. It becomes at last a devilled soul. 
And then Dorian sticks a knife into as any ordinary mortal 
might do, and a fork also, and next morning 

“ lifeless but * hideous ^ he lay,” 

while the portrait has recov^ed the perfect beauty whMi it 
possessed wheu it first left the artist's easel. If Oscab intended 
an allegory, the finish is dreadfully wrong. Does he mean that, 
by saenfiemg his earthly life, Dorian Gray atones for his infernal 
sms, and so purifies his soul by suicide? ** Heavens I 1 am no 
preacher,” says the Baron, “and perhaps Oscar didn't mean 
anything at aM, except to give us a sensation, to show how like 
Bulwbr Lytion's old-world style he could make his descriptions 
and Ms dialogue, and what an easy thing it is to fright^ the 
respectable Mrs* Grundy with a Bogie.” The strle is 'decidedly 
Lyttonerary. His aphorisms are Wilde, yet forced. Mr. Oscar Wilde 
says of his story, “ it is poisonous if you like, but you cannot deny 
that it is also perfect, and perfection is what we artists aim at,” Per- 
haps ; hut “we artisfs ” do not always Mt what we aim and, despite 
his ooidS.dent to xmerring aitistio marksmansMp, one must 

hazard the opinion, that in this case Mr. Wilde has “shot wide.” 
There is inde^ more of “ poison” than of “ perfection ” in Dorian 
Gray* The central idea is an excellent, if not exactly novel, one ; 
and a finer art, say that of Nathaniel Hawthorne, would have 
made a striking and satisfying st(»ry of it. Dorian Gray is strikiag 
enough, in a sense, hut it is not “ satisfying” artistically, any more 
than it is so eiMcally. Mr. Wxlde has preferred the sensuous and 
hyperdecorative manner of “Mademoiselle de Maxtpin,” and wMi- 
out Gautiee's power, has spoilt a promising conception by clumsy 
unideal treatment His “ decoration ” (upon wMoh he plumes him- 
self) is indeed laid on with a trowel,” The luxuriously elaborate 
det^ of his “artistic hedonism” are too suggestive of South 
Kensmgiou Museum and sssthetic Encyclc^ssdias. A truer art would 
have avoided both the glittering oonomts, wMch bedeck the body of 
the story, and the unsavoury suggestiveness wMch lurks in its 
spirit Poisonous! Yes. But the loathly “leperous distilmmit” 
taints and moils, without in any wav subserving “perfection,” 
artistic or otherwise. If Mrs* doesn't read it the younger 

Qrundies do; that is, the Grundies who hdLong to Clubs, and wbo 
care to shtoe in certain sets wbereiu this story will be much dis- 
cussed. “I have read it, and, except for the ingenious idea, I wish 
to forget iV’ the Baron. 


T O PARENTS AND GUARDIANS,— affectionate but praotieal- 
miuded, and anxious to find economical homes (somewhere 
else) for young gentlemen who cannot get on without expensive 
assistance at starting in Mother country, owing to excessive com- 
petition in laborious and over-crowd^ professions. A firm of 
enterprising Agents offer bracing and profitable occupation (coupled 
with the use gratis, osi two broken spades, an old manure-cart, and 
au axe without a handle) in a peculiarly romantic and unhemthy 
district in the backwoods of West-Torrida. Photograph, if desired, 
of Agent's residence (distant several hundred miles away.) ExceRent 
opening for young men firesh from first-class public school or coRege- 
life: who should, of course, he prepared to “rough it” a little 
h^ore making competence or large fortune, by delightful pursuit of 
j^oulture. No restrictive civRisatioa. No drains. ExceRent 
supply of water and heavy Roods as a rule, during three mouths of 
year, bringing on Spring crops without expense of irrigation. Yery 
low deatii-rato, most of population having recently cleared out, 
SmaR village and ChDZ86)-doctor within twenty-five miles' ride, 
WRd and beautiful countoy. Every incentive to work. Rare 
poisonous reptiles, and tarantula spiders, most interesting to young 
observant naturalist. Capital prospect— great saying offered to 
careful parents anxious to set up brougham, or mcrease private 
expeuses. Five boys (reductiou ou taking a quantity) disposed of^ 
for about £250 and outfit, with probably, no further trouble. — ' 
Addrc^ Messrs. Sharxby and Crihpin, Colonial and Emigration 
Agents. &e* 

C ONCERTS! CONCERTS!— Amateur Comic Yooalist and im- 
promptu “ Yamper” (gentleman bom) of several years' experi- 
ence in h^t Loudon Society, is anxious to meet with bold and 
speculative Marnier who wiR offer Mm a first fengagement. Can 
^g — omitting a few Mgh notes— various popular melodies, com- 
prising, “ Aunt SaraJds Back-hair,** “ The Twopenny Toff of 
^Ighgate * III** and “ Tommy RoUnsods Last Cigar,** and alto 
play piano if required, with one finger, but prefers to be aocompanied 
by indefatigable friend, who plays entirdy by ear, and if allowed 
to smoke toeely, can “pick up” any tone in a quarter of an hour. 
Seldom breaks down or f o^ets woi^ except before large or unsym- 
pathetic audience. Fetching comic “biz,'' and superlative Music- 
hdl ** oMc.” Would have no objection to black face and appear ati 
evening parties, or in fasMonable streets, with banjo (if provid^ed" 
with smaR poRce escort.) Testimonials from several highly respect-^ 
able relatives, now in asylum, or under treatment at sei^ide. — , 
Address, with the Hon. Al&ernon Brassleigh Chbexington^ 
(or at Chimpanzee Chambers in FiccadiRy, W. 


Suggestion BOB Reform: inPubug Schools’ ’S ysTBM.—“.45s«»c«” 
should be called immediately after dinner, and then each t^y, 
instead of saying, “Here, Sic I ” couldreply, dsssicaRyandemTeotly, 
“ Admm ! ** Yours truly, An Ov^^EbOT 
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CATCHING; 

Or, How Far Will it Go ? 

*Beimg a F<yrecast oj tJie spread of the Strike 
Fever f from a Next tTeek's Diary,) 

Wednesday,— the Police, having now 
been replaced by Amateur Special Constables, 
who are as yet unfamiliar with their duties, 
the position of the M|||opolitan Magistrates 
becomes impossible, APthey resign in a body 
at five minutes’ notice, causing the greatest 
consternation in signalling their resignation 
by sending every case on the charge-sheet 
that morning for trial to a superior Court. 

Thursday, — ^The Judges, overwhelmed by 


the prospect of an unusual and quite impos- 
sible amount of extra work, demand the 
increase of their salaries to £^,000 per 
annum. On this being categorioafly refused 


LAT. 60“ 8' N. LONG. 4" 30' E. 

Mr, Bunch en route for the Midnight Sun, First glimpse of Norway* 

“THE CUP THAT CHE- (HIC)-ERS ! ” 

T?? Total Abstainer staggered to his feet. Thd'room seemed to be waltzing round bin^ 
and his legs acted independently of each other. One of those legs tried to walk to the 
moved to the left 1 He looked in the nfiriur and saw a double 
Kfiect^ I He had two noses, a couple of mouths, four eyes, and countless whiskers. This 
Bmde ham merry, and he laughed in very glee. But only for a wMle I Soon he became 
Tiu^Iy depre^ed.l ‘ ^en his head ached — horribly ! He tried to sleep — ^he could not I 

Beyertoolaj^to I ” he gasped out, uttering inhis extreme agitanon the name of a 

xhy^man of Berlin who had made inebriety a special study. 

Then his mu^es became weak and trembling, his aversion to labour increased, and 
or power to observe that his complexion (in patches) wan ruddier 

“ he sighed, and he succumbed permanently to persistent dyspepsia ! 

^ «Jrase of this nafortnnato, Aim temble condition F ' Sad to 
mch ol^Co^ '*** aMwered. The Total Abatainer had taken a drop too 


amram. On this being oategorioany refosed 
by the Treasury, they then and there, on 
their respective Benches, severally tear ofi 
their wigs and robes, and quit their Courts 
“ for good,” with threatening gestures. 

Friday,— The Lord Chancellor, on being 
informed of the conduct of the Judges, rips 
open the Woolsack, scattering its events 
over the floor of the House of Lords, am, de- 
nouncing the Government, throws np his 
post on the sj^ot. The legal business of the 
country, coming thns to a deadlock, is in- 
volved in further chaos by a sudden strike of 
all the Members of both the Senior and Junior 
Bars, which is farther complicated by another 
of every Solicitor in the three kingdoms. 

Saturday,— GraiWng guns being posted in 
the Entrance Hall, and Bow Street having 
been cleared by a preliminary discharge of 
artillery, the programme of the Eoyal Italian 
Ooera for the evenii^ is carried out, as 
advertised, at Covent Garden. Ladies wear- 
ing their diamonds, are conveyed to the 
theatre in Police Tans, surrounded by detach- 
ments of the Household Cavalry, and gentle- 
men’s evening dress is supplemented by a 
six-chamberea revolver, an iron-cased um- 
brella, a head protector, and a double-edged 
cut-and-thrastmg broad-sword. 

Sunday,— Th& Church having caught the 
prevailing fever, the entire body of the 
Clergy, headed by the Bishops, come out on 
strike, with the result that no morning, after- 
noon, or evening services are held anywhere. 
The Medical Profession takes up the idea, 
and, discovering a grievance, the Hoyal 
College of Surgeons issues a manifesto. All 
the hospitals timi out their patients, and 
medical men universally drop all their cases. 
An M.D. who is known, upon urgent pressure, 
to have made an ofiioial visit, is chased np 
and down Harley Street by a mob of his 
infuriated brother practitioners, and is finally 
nearly lynched on a lamp-post in Cavendnh 
Square. The day closes in with a serious 
riot in Hyde Park, caused by the meeting of 
the conflicting elements of Society, who have 
all marched there with their hands and 
banners to air their respective grievances. 

Monday, — The London County Council, 
School Board, Common Council, Court of 
Aldermen, and the Eoyal Academicians after 
discovering, respectively, some trifling sources^ 
of dissatisfaction, wreck their several esta- 
blishments, and finally march along the 
Thames Embankment towards Westminster, 
singing, alternately, the “ Marseillaise^^ and 

Ask a Fleece-mam,^^ 

Tuesday, — ^Thd^onse of Commons, after 
tossing the Speaxeb in hispwn gown, declare 
the Constitution extinot, and, ^bolisl^g the 
House of Lords and giving aU the Foreign 
Ambassadors twelve hours notipe to quit tne 
country, announce their own dissolution, and 
immediately commence their Autumn Holi- 
day. 
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Wednesday Directors, Sweeps^ Ohairmeii 
of Public Companies, Coal*HeaTers, ProTincial Mayors, 


tractors, Beadles, Cabinet Ministers, Street ScaTengers, 
Doff Fanciers, Archbishops, Gfas Fitters, Hereditary Le- 


Tamers, Green-Grocers, and many other discontented 
members of ^e community, having all joined in a uni- 


the entire country quietly but, effectually collapses, and 
disappears from the European system* 








V'- V ] 



SHAKSPE ARE, ONCE AGAIN, ADAPTED TO 
THE SITUATION* 

(See Titm AndronicuSf Act IL, Sc. 1.) 

Aaron {the Agitdtor) loquitur -• — 

Foe shame, be friends, amd join for that you jar : 
’Tis Union and Strikes, my lads, must do 
That you affect ; and so must you resolve 
That what you cannot severally achieve, 

United you may manage as you wilL 
A speedier course than lingering languishment 
Must we pursue, and I have found the path* 

My lads, a biggish business is in hand ; 

Together let brave British Bobbies troop : 

The City streets are numerous and wealthy, 

And many unfrequented nooks th^ be. 

Fitted by kind for violence and th®t ; 

But take you thence, and many a watchful ruffian 
Win soon strike home, by force and not by words : 
This way, or not at all, stand you in hope* 

Come, come, our comrades, with more sluggndfwit. 
To vigilance and du^ consecrate. 

Win we acquaint wiQi all-that we intend. 

And we wBl so commit them to our cause 

That they cannot stand oE or square” themselves ; 

But to your wishes' height you *11 aR advance* 

"^he City's courts have houses of iU-fame, 

Town's palaces are fuB of wanton wealth, 

The slums are ruthless, ravenous ripe for crime. 

TJien speak f andstrike^ brave boys, and take your 



SONG SENTIMENTIANA. 

(A delightful “ AlUthe-Tear-Saund^* Resort 
for the Fashionable Compom'.) 

Example Y.—Of the transformative ^owlfs of 
Love, under condptiou of Proximity. 

Wheit thou art near, the hemisphere 
Commissioned to surround me, 

(As wen as you,) is subject to 
Some cbauges that astound me* 

« iere'er I look I seem mistook ; 
lB objects— what, I care not— 
once arrange to make a change 
To something that they were not I 
When thou art near, love. 
Strange things oq^— 
Thickness is clear, love, 
dearness a blur* 

Penguins are weasels, 

Cheap things are dear, 

“ Jumps” are hut measles 
When thou art near I 

When thou art dose, the doctor's dose 
Is quite a decent tonic* , 

Thy presence, too, makes aB things new. 
And dve-aot plays laconic. 

And, with thee by, the earth 's the sky. 
And your “ day out ” is my day, 
YHiBe taBors' hills are daffodils. 

And Saturday is Friday I 

When thou art here, love, 

Jnst where yon are. 

Far things are near, love, 

Near ji^gs are far* 

BeeE-tea is wine, love, 
Champagne Is beer,’ 

Wet days are fine, love. 

When thou art near* 


Without yon stand quite close at hand, 
A broker is a broker : 

But stick bY me, and then he 'B he 
A very pleasant joker I 
Without “fliee by, a lie 's a lie — 

The truth is nought but truthful* 
But by me stay, and night is day— 


When thou art near, love,— 
Not, love, unless, — 

Thick soup is clear, love, 
Football is chess* 
lEviEes are Tooles, love. 
Tadpoles are deer, 

Wise men are fools, love, 
When thou art near I 


Whejt KEEiTEnT feB out of his boat at 
Hmiley, his antagonist, Psotta, magnani- 
mously waited for him to get in again* He 
must be a good Psotta chap. 

Lost OppoBTUNirrES,— Last Tuesday week 
the members of the Incorporated Cain-and- 
Al^-AuthOTs' Society lost a great treat when 
Mr. Geoeus Augustus Sala indignantly.re- 
fused to take his seat “below the salt,” and 
wa^ed out without makmg the speech with 
which his name was associated on the toast- 
list. Buti on the other hand, what a Mg 
dianoe Orator Geoegb Augustus lost of 
coming out strong in opposition, and astonish- 
ing the Pen-and-Inkor^rated . ones with a 
few stirring remarks, in nis most genial vein, 
on the hro&erho^ of Authors, and their ap- 
predation of distinguished services in the 
wM of Literature It was an opportunity, 
too, for suggesting “Re-distribution of 
Seats.” 


TO MRS. H. M. STANLEY. 

The meiry heBs do naught but ring, 

The streets are gay with flag and pen- 
nant, 

The birds more sweetly seem to sing— 

A Heart to liet has found a Tennakt ! 
No more wiB Henet Moetoe roam. 

Nor from your charms away for long go, 
But, honeymooning here at home. 

Forget he ever saw the Congo I 

- To Oxford 'twas yonr husband went— 

. The stately home of Don and Proctor— 
Where, 'mid the deafening cheers that ren 
The air. he straight became a Doctor. 

As one whose valour none can shake, 

We ’ve.sung him in a thousand ditties, 
And freedoms too we ’ve made him take 
Of goodness knows how many cities I 

Yet while to honour and to praise 
With one another we 've been vying. 
Has he not told us for the days 
Of rest to come he ne’er ceased sighing 1 
And when, with pomp of high degree, 
Tour marriage vows and troth yc 
plighted, 

Why, everyone was glad to see 
Art and Adventure thus united 1 

“ To those about to Marry.— Don't ! ” 

So Mr. Punch did once advise us. 
Spread the advice ? I'm sure you won’t. 

A oouTse which hardly need surprise m 
0 lovely wife of one we think 
Above aB others brave and manly, 

We clink onr glasses as we drink 
Jjong life and health to Mi^. Stahlst 1 
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THE ANQLO-QERMAN CONCERTINA. 

** I ctwifew I was not at all prepared for the feelings that some South Africans appear to entertain with respect to our conduct in the recent negotiations.” 

Xord Salisbury to the Deputation of African Merchants respecting the proposed Anglo-G-ermm Agreement, 


I yiNCiED that this Instru- 
ment [sation, 

Would make a great sen- 
Aud Ihat its music would 
cont^t 

critics and the na- 
tion [folks 

I know it is what vulgar 
Christen the “ Constant- 
screamer;^^ 

I thought you ’d scorn such 
feeble jokes; 

It seems I was a dreamer* 
Tou writhe your lips, you 
close your ears ! 

Dear me I Such conduct 
tries me. [pears I 
Ton do not like it, it ap- 
Well, well,— yon do sur- 
prise me! 

^!Ks not, I know, the Jingo 
drum, [trumpet. 
Kim the “Imperii” 
(llie country to their call 
won’t come, 

However ^ much you 
stump it.) 

They ’re out of fashion; ’tis 
not now 

As in the days of 
“Beaket.” 

People dislike the Drum’s 
tow-row. 

And call the Trumpet 
squeaky* 

So I, the Concertina try, 

As valued friends advise 
me. 

What’sthatyousay? It’s 
all my eye ? 

Well, well,— you do sur- 
prise me! 



Imperial Imtrwruntali^^ “What, not like the Tone of it? 

Well, tou no suepeisk mb ! ! l ” 


I fancied you would like it 
much, 

Ton and the other fel- 
lows. 

Admire the tone, remark 
my touch I 

And what capacious bel- 
lows I 

’Tis not as loud as a trom- 
bone, [^us ; 

But harmony ’s notrum- 

The chords are charming, 
and you’ll own 
It has a pretty compass. 

I swing like this, I sway 
like that I 

Fate a fine theme sup 
plies me I 

The ‘ ‘ treatment ” you 
think feeble, flat ? 
Well, well— you do sur- 
prise me ! 

The7‘European Concert”? 
Grand I 
(You recollect that term, 
man!) 

This is a Concertino, and 
It ’s make is Anglo-Ger 
man. [to be 

You can’t expect the thing 
English alone, complete- 
ly; [by me. 

But really, as ’tis played 
Does it not sound most 
sweetTy- ? 

Humph I Donaij) Cueeie 
cocks his nose, 
Beceett disdainfully 
eyes me, [— cfose/ 

My Concertiua you would 
Well, well— you do sur- 
prise me I 


WEEK BY WEEK. 

SoiscKt^ passes mtihoat bringing ns nearer to tbe end of 
me y^. 18 a melmoholy reflection, but we are not sure that 

It aJl me posabilities of misery latent in the flight of time. 

It ^ been noto^ for instance, that the Dnke of X , whose 

WorOM prodiTities are.notorions, never fails to odebrate his birth- 
a repast at an inferior mtavrant, and, as His Grace is 
Ms mends snffer in silaaoe and bewail his increasing 

Henley ^gatta came off m arranged. This is a peculiarity which 
M very Btabng in oonne^on with this fioyal Mctnre. We are 
mformM that several certainties were upset, but by whom and why 
Can^y speatoj, sAch a Wtal methil ^ 
netting consorts iH with the iwfter manners of onr time. On 
the Thames, too, it must be extraordinarily disagre^ble. 

lately been d^riyed of Ks customary 

cryptoeonehoidal deflections 
wjtar j^vionsly tested in a mliTHnn of jian 
and soda-water. This mdioates eold weather in J)Member next. 

^^Ctan^^th better. Wheat in demand, yntefcm Bankrate 


name has been frequently mentioned during 
the late crisis, has stated it as his opinion that a temperance orator’s 
powers of persuasion are to a moral victory as a Prime Minister is to 
a wmow-pattern dinner-plate. The remark caused much excite- 
ment in the lobby, where this gentleman’s humorous sallies never 
lack appreoiators. 

"^at is this I hew of a certain Koble Duke, well-known in 
Q>ortmg circles, having accepted a three monks’ engagement to 
appear m a comic ch^cter sketch of his own composition,” at a 
l^ong-established East End-Music HaH? If there is any truth in 
the rumour, I should like to ask what the Duchess has been about f 

A distinguished Oxford Mathematical Professor has, just after 
proteuged and patient research, estabHshed the undoubted certainty 

^PT^tion, incMtog womm and children. That if at all the old 
andiscaxded Chi^ey Pot Hats for a like period were ooUeoted in 
toge&er, ttey would fill a building twice 
%®®, *““«* 1®“8^ of file Crystal 

fow-wheeler cab-horses are nmety-six in number, but that there is 
one atUhentK instance of a four-wheeler cab-horse 
oeoome a Derby winner, ® 

*¥ Jiowest idea in looomotion that it is 
^oulated that inolntog Dnohesses no less than 1470 grandee damee 

8oow 4, now pass PiMadiUy CSrons 
on the outode of the London General Omnibus CompanT’s vehioles 
betw^ the hours of 8 a.m:. and 10 pjr. ® Tenioies, 

AFasspokc to THE Best SoCIETT and a GUABANTEli! POV Pw 
pECXABUJiY, is to be; a diligent stndmt of Mr. Punch’ e works and 
to have eaiaed the ahns^the PalUMall Ga^. ’ 
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Hugueft&U^ Gfreat niglit in coni^Tience of police 
strike in Bow Street. Biotin^, and Life Guards called out late, just 
as they were retiring for Ike night. Down they came, in regimentals, 

in undress, anyhow, to qn^ the 
distnrhance. At leaOT, su^ is the 
report inside the house. But in- 
convenient to be in two places at 
once. Henceforth they oup-ht to 
record this incident by having an 
ertinfiniriier (typical of going to bed 
and also of mielling the rowldung 
on to their oreast-plates. jExtin- 
gui^er clinking against armour 
would make pretty noise. Their 
£oyal Highnesses the Prince and 
Prmcessof Wiiass, having come to 
enjoy theOpera, remain unolstnrbed, 
and leave in perfect tranquillity. 
Excdlent examjde to perturbed au^ | 
dienoe. Exoitementwithinthehouse. 
DnuBioiArrus, Earl de Hbey, Mr. 
HiGorsrs, and other members of the 
OrganisingOperaticConimittee, ready to cha^e the moh at amomenifs 
notice, to clmge up to two guineas a stall, if necessary. Hot neces- 
sary, however. Calls for the Sheriff-elect. DnuBioiiAinjs, not having 
the oficial costume ready, cannot appear in it, bnt uses his authority I 
and his persnasive powers in clearing lobbies, saloons, and hall. At 
any moment he is ready to march out with all the Huguenot soldiers 
and charge the rioters. Peace restored about midnight, Honsehold 
troops sent home to bed, and constables decided to stnke only on the 
heads of ronghs, rowdies, and burglars. This ^ows how nseful it is to 
have a Sheriff on the premises. At Her Majesty’s last winter they 
had the nearest approach to it, that is, Sheriff’s oficers on the pre- 
mises. But this is not precisely the same thing, as Sheriff’s oflcers 
wear no unifonn, and not being uennitted to go out of a house when 
once it is given into their custody, they, however valiant, are of no 
useinacrowd. 

Tuesday, — Lohengrin, Eegardless of rioters, their Eoyal HiA- 
nesses again here. Much cheered outside on driving away. Tet 
crowd in Strand (so we hear) not particnlarly good-temper^, and 
have wrecked a private brougham or two. Ho effect on Opera, 
which goes as welLas ever. Eumours that the player of the grosse 
eaisse has struck at rehearsal are conffrmed, he appears in his place 
and strikes again, so does the Shakspearian performer “Cymbalme.” 

Wednesday, --bon Giovanni, Zeltk db Lvssajk as Zerlina^ very 
popular. Bml a little too like Carmen in appearance. Lassaxle 
can’t he bettered. Great night everywhere. Mile. Meuba and Mr. 
Edoitabd de ItozEfi taking a little holiday at a concert in Grosvenor 
Square, where also are Madame Patby and another Edwaild yclept 
Lloyd, whom' Herr Ganz accompanies with his “ Sons of Tubal 
no political allusion to the recent Barrow Election. Opera 
oomparativery fulL Some habituis look in to see how eveiy thing’s 
going on, then go on themselves to Eeception in Piccadilly, At 
Homes elsewhere, M. P. Q/s Smoking Concert, and various other 
entertainments. Society winding itseH up brilliantly. “BehelHon’s 
dead ! and now we ’U go to supper,” And so we do. ** Again we 
come to the Savoy ! ” 

Thursday, — iMcia off-ni^t, but everything and everybody 
“ going on ” as nsnal. H.EjB[. again at Opera. 

Friday, — La Favorita, Breatmng time before the great Operatio 
event of week to-morrow xii^t. 

Saturday, — Fsmeralda, Too late at last moment to say anything 
on this splencdd snbjeot, save that the Composer was deservedly 
greeted with a storm — of applause I 



PURELY A MATTEE OF BISLETHESS. 

Private E. Tabt Winkie op^ed his eyes, and, taking up his 
rusty riffe, marched toward the new ranges. 

Dear me I” said he, gazing with amazement at his gurround- 
ings, this is not at^all Bke what I saw when I went to sleep.” 

Ho, EiP, it is not,” wpHed Mr, Punchy who happened to be in 
the neighbourhood. He had been watching his sweetest Princess 
making a bull’s-eye at riie opening ceremony. ^ 

“Why, it is twice as large as Wimbledon,” continued the 
astound^ warrior. , 

“You are well within the limit,” the &Lge assented, “and see, 
there is ]denty of ispaoe* Ho fear of damaging any of the tenants of 

Geoege Eaeoee in part of the country.” ; ^ 

“Ho, indeed!” exclaimed Private Tab* WnracLE.^ “Hot that I 
thi-nlr Hia Eoyal Highness had mu<dL cause of complaint. The truth 

“Let bygones be bygones,” interrupted JKr. PimcA. “Geoegb 
Eaegee is no longer your koidlord, except, in a certain sense, repre- 


senting the interests of the E^:ular Army, and I shall keep my eye 
upon him in that capadty.” 

“ An enrirely satisfactory arrangement. But where are the fancy 
tents, and the luncheon paraes, and aH the etceteras that used to be 
so pleasant at Wimbledon P ” 

^Bmppeared,” returned Mr, Punchy firmly. “Bisley is to be 
more like Shoeburyness (where the Artillery set an excellent example 
to the Infantry) than Ike Surrey saturnalia.” 

“ And is it to he all work and no play ? ” 

“^Diatwill be the general idea. Of course, in the evening, when 
nothing better can be done, there will 'be harmonic meetings round 
Ike camp-fires. But while light lasts, the crack of the rifle and the 
ping of the btdlet will be heard in all directions, vice the pop of 
champagne corks superseded. And if you don’t like the prospect, 
my dear Rip, you had better go to sleep again.” 

Bnt Private Yaet WruTKXE remained awake— -to his best interests I 



ROBERT ON MATRIMONY. 

Weil, we’re jest about going it, at the reel “ Grand Hotel,” we 
are, W e had iest about the werry lovliesft wedding here, larst week, 
as I ewer seed, ewen with my great xperiense. Snob a ooll^hun 
of brave - looking men and reel handsum 
women as seldom meets together xoept mi tkese 
most hintresting ocoashuns. And as good luck 
wood have it, jest as we was in the werry wirl 
and xcitement of it all, who should come in to 
lunch hut tke same emminent yung Swell as 
cum about a munth ago. And he jest the 
same helegant but simple lunch as before, 
with a bottle of the same splendid Champane, 
as before, and he didn’t haif finish it, as 
before, and not a drop of what he left was 
wasted, as before ; and so, when he paid me 
h^ little acoount, he arsked me if many*of 
tile werry bewtifool ladies, as I had told him 
of when he came larst, had been to the “ Grand” lately, so the hold 

thort seized me, and I says to him, “ Yes, your , there ’s 

jest a nice few of ’em here now, and i£ you wiE kindly foUer me up 
to our bewtifool libery, and keep your eyes quite wide open as 
you gos along, you will see jest about a hole room full of ’em. 

So I took him parst the grand room in which the Wedding^ Gests 
was assembled, and there sure enuff, he seed such a collection of 

smiling bewty, as ewidently made a great impression on his ’s 

Art, andone speshally lovely Bndesmade gave him alook, as he passed 
by, as ewidently went rite thro it. I soarcely xpeos to be bleeved 

wen I says, as Ms ’s cheeks quite hlusht with hadmira- 

shun, and he turned round tome and says, says he, “ Ah, Mr. Robert, 
if there was many such reel lovely angels as that a flying about, I 
rayther thinks as I shood 'be perswaded to turn a Bennediotus mysdf 
I didn’t at all know what ne meant, but I thort as it was werry 
credittable to him. We got quite a chatting arterwards in the 
Libery, of course I don’t mean to say 'as I forgot for a moment the 
stromary difference atween us, but he had werry ewidently bemi 
werry much struck by the lowy Bridesmade, for he says, ‘^M^. 
Robert,” says he, * ‘ what ’s about the rite time for a man to marry ?” 

Of course I was r^lax staggered, but I pulls myself together, and 
I says, without not no hesitashun, “ Jest a leetle under 90, your 

, for the Gent, and jest a leetle over 20 for the Lady, and 

then the <^nt gits just about 10 years advance, which I thinks as 
he ’s w^ entil^ to.” At which he larfs quite hartily, and he says, 
“ Why that wockI keep me single for anotker ten years— but I will 
think it over ; ” and, strange to say, jest as we passed again by the 
room as the Bridal party was in, the same lovely Bridesmade 
happend to near the door, so they coud both have a good look at 
ea^ other, and a hansum cnpple they was, if ever I seed one. And 

when his wished me good day, which he did. quite in a 

ftond^ way, he added, with Ms most bewtifool smile, “Ten years. 
Me. ^beet, seems a long time to wait for such a sweet oiigel 
as tkat ! ” 

Ah, it’s a rum world as we all Eves in, and in nothink mu<di 
rummer than in the wunderfoolpower of a bewtifool face, ah, and ns 
sumbody says, for Wheel or for wo. jest as it appens, more ’s the pitty. 

I raytiier thinks, as I gathers from the tork or the many yung 
swells as we has dming here, that they are not altogether what I 
shoud call a marrying race ; they seems to think as there’s ailers 
plenty of time for tiit sollmn seremony when they’re a good deal 
older. .ss ■ 

Ah, of course it isn’t for a poor old Hed W'aiter to prestone to 
adwise young and hemenent swells, but my xperiense of uman life 
teaches me, as the werry werry appiest time of a man’s life is fropi 
30 to about 40, perwided as he has bean lucky enuff to secure mt 
hisself a yung, 'Bewtifeol, good-tempered, helegant, and ercomplished 
Bride, to, as the Poet says, harve Ms sorrows, and dubble his joys. 

Bobeet. 
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WHAT OUR ARTIST (FHE ILLUSTRATOR) HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 

Fair Authoress, “And, foe the Feontispiece, I want tof to draw the Heroine standing proudly erect bit the Sea- 

SHORI^ GAZING AT THE STILL IMAGE OF HERSELF IN THE TROUBLED WAVES. ThE SUN IS SETTING ; IN THE EaST THE NEW MoON IS 
RISING ^A THIN CRKCENT. HeR PACE IS -TBICELY VEILED; AN UNSHED TE 4 AR IS GLISTENING IN HER BLUE EYE: HER SLENDER- 

WHITE, JEWELLED Hands are clenched inside her Muff, The Curlews are calling, unseen 

F»A,*s Hiiiband, “Yes ; don't forget the Curlews — they come in capitally! I can lend you a stuffed one, you know 
—TO Draw from I " &c., &c , &o., &c., &c. * 


THE LYING SPIEIT. 

The Lyiii^ Spirit 1 “ Doctrino hard 1 some 
mutter, 

Diotat^ by tmsympatlietic scorn ; 

A doctrine that on light 'would draw the 
shutter, 

And close the opening gateways of the 
mom. 

]So so; no guiding light would Funch ex- 
tmguish. 

Or 0^1 true champion of the toiling crowd; 
But wisdom at its Hndliestmust distSiOTish 
Between true guides and tricksters mse as 
fi» . [upbraided 

AJie hlsmeless Eing his headlong knights 
In kindly grief for “following fo^sh 
fires,” _ [faded, 

halse names that in mere dun marsh-darkness 
living lost yot^estoits mists and mires ; 
And here ^s an ignis fatuuSy fired by folly, 
^^And moved by violence as fierce as blind ; 
!Ihe gulf before ^s a bou 2 :ne most melancbolv. 
And what of those fast following behind ? 
wiril-meaning hearts, maybe, all expectation 
01 glit^rin|[ gains upon a perilous road, 
Steed by wild whirling words to keen 
dation, 

Pricked ©n by poverty’s imperious goad : 
Ho^^r-as whoof hope riuQl be forbidden?— 
teivmg, — as who hath not the right to 
- strive?— Duddeu! 

gain through perils shrewdly ! 
* ^ mhourershard in Industry’s huge hive, ^ 


What wonder, if, ill-paid and tired, you 
hasten 

To follow the loud bauble and the lure, 

OiT gird at those who your wild hopes would 
chasten, 

Or guide you on a pathway more secure ! 

And yet beware I No oriflamme of battle ' 
Is that false radiance round yon impish 
brow. 

The jester’s bladder-bauble, with its rattle 
Of prisoned peas, is not the tow-row-row 
Of Labour’s true Bonnet Phrygian, 

Cap of sham Liberty, the spectre wears ; 
But ne will plunge to depths of darkness 
Stygian 

Whom anti civic Yiolenee ensnares. 

Plain ^stioe, honest Hope are good to follow, 

I But Insubordination, nerbe'and blind, 

I Moutbing out furious t^eat or promise hollo Wi 
I Is the sworn foe of civilised mankind ; 
Breaking up ancient bonds of love and duty, 
All social links that bear abiding test, 

With no sound promise of a better beau^ 

A fairer justice, or a truen rest, [den, 
No ; patient Labour, with its long-borne bur- 
And guardian Poroe, with its ,thrioe-noble 
trust, - [guerdon, 

Claim from the State the fullest, freest 
And all wise souls, all spirits fair and just. 
Must back the Great Appeal that Time 
advances,^ 

And Proirress jus^es iu this our time. 

But civic Yiolenee, in all cironmstanoes 
Now like to hap, is anti-social crime, 


Foul in its birth and fatal in its issue. 

Tyrannic act, incendiary speech, 

Recklessly rend the subtly woven tissue 
That binds Society’s organs each to each. 
Strong Toiler, deft Auxiliar, stalwart Warder, 
Your hour has struck, your tyrants face 
their dooir, 

But let hot haste uusettle temperate order, 
And Hope’s bright disc will feel eclipse’s 
^ gloom. 

This is a lying spirit, sly and sinister. 

Its promise false, its loud incitements 
vain. 

Not to your teue advantage shall it minister, 
Mere Goblin Gold its glittering show of 
Gain: 

Spectre of Chaos and the Abyss, it flutters 
Before you flaunting high its foolish Are, 
But there ’& a lie in each loud word it utters, 
And its true goal is Anarchy’s chokiug 
mire ! 

Time the Avenger I 

^ On the 24:th of June, 1871, Mr, Punch sang, 
apropos of the Germans desiring to purchase 
Heligoland— 

“ Though to rule the waves, we may believe they 
aspire, 

If their Navy grow great, we must let it; 

But if one British island they think to acquire, 
Bless their hearts, don't they wish they mav 
getit?” 

And they have got it ! 
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A ^BUMBLE FOR THE GRENADIERS. 


Wha.t ig tMs jova Punch tears of yoti? Can’t yon dissipate Hs 
Did the bugle ring out vainly for the British. GrenaSers ? [fears? 

Once the reriment was famous for its deeds of derring-do, z 

And you followed where the flag went when on alien winds it flew. 

Has me soldiers’ “ oath of duty^” been forgotten, that you shirk, 

Not the face of foe, we ’re certain, but this kit-inspecting work ? 

You have trodden paths of glory (we have*seen your banners fly) n / 

Where the murky smoke of battle gathered thickly o’er the sky ; • T 

Can you thus besmirch the laurels that in other days you won, q V 

By forgetfulness of duties that by soldiers must be done ? sstisded ai 

Egad ! my gallant lads, your Punch can scarce believe his ears, ^ 

When he hears this shocking story of the British Grenadiers ! A. 


VOCES POPULI. 

AT A DANCE. 

The Hostess is receking her Guests at the head of the staircase ; a 
Conscientiously Literal ISjm presents himself, 

Sostess {with a gracious smile^ and her eyes directed to the people 
immediately behind him). So glad you were able to come— how do 
you do f 


Miss Tabula Paiser* No, I haven’t. Is it interesting ? 

Mr, Ctddersack, I can’t say. I ’ve not seen it myself. Shall 


er— ? [They take another tum^ \ 

Mr, C, I supwse you have— er—been to tne {hesitates between the 
Academy and the Military Exhibition — decides on latter topic as 
i/m Aar)) Military Exhibition? 

Miss T, R, No— not yet. Wliat do you think of it ? 

Mr, C, Oh— Jhavemt been either. Er — do you care to ? 

\,They take another turn* 
Mr, O, {after third halt), Er— do you take any interest in polities ? 
Miss T, R, Not a bit. ^ i 

Mr. C,{much relieved). No more do I. {Considers that he has 
setisjied all mental requirements), Er — ^let me take you down-stairs | 
for an ice. \frheygo, \ 

Mrs, Grappleton {re-entering with Mr. BonnovER, af^ a dis- \ 
cussion that has outlasted two ices and a plate of strawberries), W'ell, | 
I thought you would have explained my difficulties better than that 
— oh, what a deliciotts waltz 1 Doesn’t it set yon longmg to dance ? 
Mr, B, {who sees Miss RoxnsnAnMm the distance^ disengaged). Yes, 

I reaUy think I must [^Preparing to escape, 

Mrs, Ghappleton, I’m getting such an old thing, that really I 
oughtn’t to— bnt well, just this once, as my husband isn’t here, 

[Me. Boedovee resigns himself to necessity once nwre. 
First Chaperon {to ^nd ditto). How sweet it is of your eldest girl to 
dance with that absurd Mr. CltjxCpsole 1 It’s really too had of him 


udof ... . , dance with that absurd Mx. CltjxCpsoleI It’sreally ^ &adof him 

The Conscientiously literal flfan. WeU, if you had asked me that to make such an exhibition of her— one can’t help smiling at them I 
question this afternoon, I diould have smd Second Ch, Oh, Ethel never can h^ to hurt anyone’s feelings— 
1-3 1 was in for a severe attack of malarial so different from some girls! By the way, I’ve not seen yowr daughter 

• iT fever— I had all the symptoms— hut, about dancing to-night— men who dance are so scarce nowadays — suppose 

seven o’clock this evening, they suddenly th^ think they have the right to he a little fastidious, 
passed off, and First Ch, Bella has been out so much this week, that she doesn’t 


passed off, and ^ ^ First Ch, Bella has been out so much -ttus week, that she doesn’t 

[Perceivesytohis surprise Ahathis JSbstesds care to dance except with a really flrst-rate partner. She is not so 
attention is wandering^ and decides to easily pleased as your ETmgL, I’m afraid. 

teU her the rest later in the evening, ^ Second Ch, Ethel is young, you see, aud, when"one'is pressed so 
Mr, Clumpsole, How do you do. Miss much to dance, one can hardly refuse, can one ? When she has had 
Thistledown ? Can you give me a dance ? as maiw Seasons as Bella, she will he less energetic, I dare^y. 

I Thistledown (who has danced with [Mn, Boedovee has at last succeeded %n approaching Miss 

\m him before^noe). With pleasure— let me Roundaem:, and even in inducing her to sit out a dance with 

% I Jrf see, the third extra after supper? Don’t him; but, having led her to a convenient alcove, he finds 

V ^ 7 /1 forget. himself totally unable to give any^ adequate expression to the 

Miss Brushhigh {to Major Erser), Afraid I' can’t give you any- rapture he feels at being by her side, 

thing just now— but if you see me' standing about later on, you can Jfr, B, {determined to lead up to it somehow), I — ^I was rather 
come and ask me again, you know. thinking— (Ac meant to say, devoutly hoping hut, to his own 


Mr, Boldover {^ncing eagerly round the room as he enters, and bitter dtsgust, it comes out like ^Ais)— I should meet you here to-night. 
soliloquising mentally). She ought to be here by this time, if she’s Miss M, Were yon? Why? 

coming — can’t see her though— she’s certainly not dancing. There’s Mr, B, {with a sudden dread of going too far Just yet). Oh, 
her sister over there with tne mother. She hasnH come, or she’d he {carelessly), you know how one does wonder who 'will be at a place, 
with them. Poor-looking lot of girls here to-night-^on’t think and who won’t, 

much of this mnsic— get away as soon as I can, no go abgat the Miss R. No, indeed, I don’t.— Aowr does one wonder ? 
thing I^. • . Hooray! There she is, after all! JoHy waltz this is Mr, B, {with a vague notion of implying a complimentary exc^~ 
they’re playmgl How pretty she’s looking— how pretty all the tionin her case). Oh, wdl, generally— ^Ac/a<a^ tendency of a 
gttls are looking I If I can only get her to give me one dance, and shy man to a sweeping statement)’— one may be pretty sure of 
sit out most of it somewhere 1 I fed as if I could talk to her to- meeting just the people one least wants to see, you know, 
night. By Jove, I ’ll try it I Miss R. And so yon tho^ht you would probably meet me. I see, 

\^Watches his opportunity, and is cautiously' making^his way Mr, B, {overwhelmed w^ confusion, and not in the least knowing 
towards his divinity, when he is intercepted, what he says). No, no, I di^’t think that— I hoped yon mightn’t — 

Mrs, Grappleton, Mr. Boldovee, I do believe yon'were going to I mean, Iwas afraid you might ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

cut me! {Mr. B, protests and apologises) W'ell, I forgive you, ^tops short, oppressed by the impossibUity of explaining. 


cut me! {Mr, B, protests and apologises) W'ell, I forgive you, ^tops 

I ’ve been wanting to have another talk with you for ever so long. Miss R, You ai 
I ’ve been thinking so much of what you said that evening about Mr, B. I can’t 
Beowning’s relation to Science and the Supernatural. Suppose you hut I never can ta 


short, oppressed by the impossibility of explaining. 


take me downstairs for an ice or something, and we can have it out 
comfortably together. 

\_Dismay of Mr, B., who has entirely forgotten any theories he 
may mve advanced on the subject, but has no option hut to 
comply; as he leaves the room with Mrs. Grappleton on his 
arm, he has a torturing glimpse of Miss Eoxjndaem, appa- 


Miss R. Are yon amusing when you are with other people ? 
Mr, B, At all events I cantmd things to say to them. 

Enter Another Man, 

Another Man {to Miss B.). Onr dance, I think? 


arm, he has a torturing glimpse of Miss Eoxjndaem, appa- Miss, R, {uJko had intended to get out of t«). I was "wonder^ if 
renily Absorbed in her partnA^s conversation, you ever meant to come for it. {To Mr. B., as they me.) Now I * 

Mr, Senior Roppe {as he wames). Oh, yon needn’t fed convicted dian’t feel I am depriving the other people \ {Perceives the speech- 
of extraordinary ignorance, I assure you, Miss Featheehead. You less agony in his expression, and relents,) WeU, you can have the 
would be surprised if you fcaew how many really clever persons have next after this if you care about it— only try to think of sonie- 
found that simple little problem of nought divided by one too much thing in the meantime I {As she goes off,) You wm— won t you t 
for them. Would you have supi^ed, by the way, that there is a Mr, B. (to himself). She’s riven me ^^her ohai^I If only I 
reservoir in Pennsylvania containing a sufficient number of gallons can rise to it. Let me see — what shall I begin with.? I know— 
to supply all London for eighteen months? You don’t quite realise Supper! She hasn’t been down yet. ^ 

it, I see, “How many gaBons is that?” "Well, let me calculate Sis Hostess, Ob, Mr. Boldovee, you’re not dancmg this — d6 be 


roughly— taking the population of London at four millions, and the good and take some 

average daily consumption for each individnal at ^no, I can’t work uying for some food. 

it out with sufficient accuracy while I am dancing ; suppose we dt [Mr. B. takes do 
down, and I ’ll do it for yon on my ahirt-cnff — oh, veiy wdl ; then three waltz^ 

I ’ll work it out when I get home, and seiri yon the result to-morrow, ‘ Miss Roijni 
if yon will allow me. instruments 

Mr, Culdersack {who has provided himself beforehand with a set Coachman at doo\ 
of topics for conversation— ’to his partner, as th^ halt for a moment). That ’s the lot, Jim 1 
'Er—{constdts8ome hieroglyphics on his cuff stealtmly)—hme you read [Mr. B. walks h 


■ood and take someone down to supper— those poor Chaperons are 
.ying for some food. . , , » 

[Mr. B, takes down a Matron whose repast is protracted through 
three waltzes and a set of Lancers— -he comes up to find 
‘ Eoxjndaem gone, and the Musicians putting up thnr 

instruments, , , / 

Coachman at door {to Linkman, as Mr. B. goes down the steps). 


Bxaniey’s book yet ? 


[Mr. B. wdiks home, wishing^ the Park Gates were not shut, so 
as to render the Serpentine inaccessible. 
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ceeckt/Np bers wanted to know about various things : but in OxD MoeaIiIXt’s 

coStNCE OF PARLIAMENT* mind, fate of Ibe Tithes Bill, intentions of Cbvemment tou<^ing 

EXTEACTBD FEOM THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. proposed new Standing Order, and allocation of money originally 

•rr ^ , ‘ intended for Publicans, all a blank. We are still considering,” 

Mowe of {uommpns^ Mon^y, July 7. — Cabinet Council on Satur- says be. 
day: House ^gms to think it’s time Ministers made up their “A. most considerate Government,” says Wedfbid Lawsou. 
minas wnat tney re going to do with business of S^ion. But Oni) “ Might save time and trouble if they haa at table an automatic 
Mouaxitt returns customary answer. Ministry still carefully con- machme ; Members wanting to know how bnsiness is to be arranged, 
sidemg qnestion. Me^time he has nothing to say. what Billa to be dropped, and which gone forward with, could go 

-bicept lu respect of sex and age, 0, M. reminds me,” said AiBBBX up to table, drop a penny in the slot, and out would come the | 
jdoixiT, ot scene lu play recently put ou stage by Beerbohk answer — “ I have seen nothing ; I have heard nothing.” i 

Man s Shadow it was called. Bai^y you remember. Seems that Hobuet has exceptional means of obtaining infor- 
® witeessed through window by wife and mation. Old Moealitx has privately shown himMlitary Report 

nttle daugnter. They think it’s their man that did the deed; but with respect to Heligoland. A confidential communication, some- 
twas the other fellow — the Shadow, don’t you know. There is police thing of the kind the Maekiss carried on with the population of 
mguuy; mother and daughter cross-examined; believe the mux- Heligoland. But BLabbttet straightway goes and tells all about it in 


Moeaxitt returns customary answer. Ministry st^ carefully ecu- 
sidemg question. Meantime he has nothing to say. 

*• ITI f.Ac><r\Ay.4- ^ 3 rv "xr • H 5 ■ 


mothers in the Pit weep, * I have seen nothing, I have heard nothing.’ \ Hakbuet have it all to Mmself ? Quartermaster-General Summees 
H everseeOxD would like 

Mobality opportunity 

come to the ol* studying 

shall have’ a and thereby ■ 

better record THE SHAEOWIiYSS MAN.” ^ enabled to 

done^^Siow {Latest Irish Ediiim of the Old German Romance.) oon^Stuen^ 

at end of course of the Debate last Monday week, Mr. Dillok said, “ I was never shadowed.”] |jy 




better record “THE SHAEOWEYSS MAN.” be enabled to 

done^^Siow {Latest Irish Ediiim of the Old German Romance.) oon^Stuen^ 

at end of course of the Debate last Monday week, Mr. Dillok said, “ I was never shadowed.”] |jy 

Session than the ' Ministry. Bankruptcy Bill wiU make three and winks, that it was all right [about Heligoland, was more than I 
Measures to me this Session,” they could put up with. OTictok sat morose at the comer seat I 

Irish Constabulary Vote on ; Prince Aethue lounging ou Treasury below the Gangway. Who was Habbuey, that be, should have the 
Bench ; prepares to receive Irishry ; engagement opens a little fiat, advantage of studying these military documents when the grand- 
with speech from Johk Ellis, oration from O’Pictok, and feeble nephew of PiCXOKof Waterloo was left out in the cold, his martial 
fiagellation from Flykb. Then Prince Abthxte suddenly, unex- instincts unsatisfied, his knowledge of strategical points of the 
pectedly, dashes in. Empty benches up ; stagnant pool stirred British Empire unsatiated f 

to profoundest depths : Aethde professes to be tolerant of Irish Another instance this of the misfortune that pursues the Govem- 
Members, hut declares himself abhorrent of connivance of Kijcht Hon. ment. Little did Old Moeauty think, when in moment of weak- 
Gentleman above Gangway. Talks at Mr. Q-., who begins visibly to ness he showed this important document to Habbttey, what a 
bristle before our very eyes as he sits attentive on Front Ben<^ hornet’s nest it would bring about his uuofieuding head, 

Abthtje in fine fighting trim ; Ministerial hark may be labouring in Business done, — ^Irish Constabulary Vote passed, 
troubled waters; a suddenly gathered storm, coming from all rAttrsday.— At last Old Morality has heard something and seen 
quarters, has surrounded, and threatens to whehn it; Matthews something. Heard how things went on to-day in Committee on 
may he sinking under adversity; the Postmen may pull down Procedure. Worse and worse. ^ Prince Abthttr made curious 
Raises ; Goscheb is gone ; Old Moealxty’s cheerful nature is blunder for one so alert ; introduced into draft Report admission of 
being soured ; there is talk oi Dissolution, and death. But if this is principle that Lords might, an they pleased, refuse to consider 
Prince Arthde’s last time of defending his rule in Ireland, it shall m current Session, any Bill coming up to them from Commons, 
not be done in half-hearted way. Come storm, come wrack, at least Haecodkt saw his opportuni^; used it with irresistible skM and 
he ’ll die with harness on his hack, force. Committee adjourned in almost comatose state. 

The accused becomes the accuser. Called upon to defend himself, This is what Old Moealitt has heard from JoKiic, who begins to 
he turns, and makes a slashing attack on his pursuers, canning the think that, after all, life is a serious thing. What he sees is, that 
wax into their camp. Scorning the Captains and Men-at-arms, he it is impossible to further delay decision about husmess. Accordingly 
goes straight for Mr, G., and in an instant swords clash across the announces complete surrender. All, all are gone, the old familiar 
table, and shields are dinted. Nothing more delightful than to hear faces— Land Purchase Bill, Tithe Bill, and even this later proj^t o£^ 
Mr. &. complaining, as he rose, and took his coat ofi, that Prince the new Standing Order. “What, all our pretty chicks?’^ cry the 
Aethtje had “ digged him into the ooutroyersy.” Ou the whole, agonisid Miuisterialists; ^ 

he bore the infliction pretty well, and went for Aethtte neck and “Tes,” said. OnuMoEAXiTYr mingling his tears w^ theirs, *< <mr 
crop. Business done, — ^Irish Yotes in Supply, duty to our Queek and Country demands this sacrifice, ' BuL*^ he.; 

Tuesday, I have seen nothing ; I have hea^rd nothing,” added, bracing np, significantly eyeihg Mr. G-., ^d leaking ^ j 
Pathetic refrain of Old Morality murmured again to-night : Mem- clear solemn tones, “we reserve to cursives absolute freedom 




PUNCH, OR THE LOND ON CHARIVABL 


[July 19, 1890, 


m a fatnre occasion.’’ Opppation 
wVtlgfc Old Moeaxht stood and stared, and wondered wmt was 
amnsing them now. Ifew S^ion is, aooontog to p^sent inten- 
tkns, to open in NoTemb^. Will the Land Purchase BiU he taten 

first? Mr. G. wants to know. - 4 : 4 . 1 .^ 

“ Sir.” said Old Moeautt, I have indicated^ the views 01 ^ tne 
Oofemment as to the Land Purchase BilLaecortog as those ^ews 


fiofnmmenL as tome iusuiu 

are held at the present time.” (Cheers from the Mi^tonal^s.) 
Encouraged by fids applause, and, happy thought stoking nm, 
wmit on: *‘But it is impossible for the Government to say what 
<mcumstaaces may occur to qualify those views. ^ ^ ,r 

Once more Opposition break into storm of laughter ; .Old Moealety 
again regards fiiem with dubious questioning gaze. 

‘‘Curious thing, Toby,” he said to me afterw^ds, those fellows 


a- Tici . leaa xumao ux vA«uiuujuj» 

Fioreniane Eepnblio. He would never have opened ms month ^th- 
0 ut those Hadicals and Irishmen going off into a fit of mnghter. 
JSustneBs done, — ^Annoxinoement that business toonH be done. 
JHifay.— StiB harping on Irish Yotes. Want to dock Prince 
A’rtttt tr.^s salary. Swiet MacHetll brought down model of batter- 
ing-ram used at Faloarragh ; holds it up ; shows it in working mder ; 
Committee much interested ; inclined to encourage to sort of thmg ; 
pleasant interlude in monotony of denunciation of Prince Aethxje 
all his works ; no taaowing what developments may not he in 
store: the other night had magio-lantem performance just off 
Terrace: that all very well on fine night; but when it’s raining must 
k€^ iuaoors hattering-ram suitable for indoor exhibition. 

Havelock wanted to borrow ih says he would like to show 
ScEHWAior how it works ; hut Ma.cKeill couldn’t spare it till Irish 
Yote® through. 

Kew tum given to Debate by plaintive declaration from John 
Dillon that he baa “ never been shadowed.” “ A difioult lot to 
deal with,” says Abthue, gazing enrionsly at the Shadowless Man. 
“ If they are shadowed, Iney protest ; if they ’re not, they repine.” 
Business done.— Irish Yotes in Committee. 

ME. PUNCHES DIGTIONAEY OP PHEASES. 

At ttte Academy Soiree. 

“ Sow well your Btcture hears the artificial light ! ” 4.e., Couldn’t 
look worse than it does hy daylight.” 

“ MmtnH Jceep you on the stairs. Such heaps of your friends aslc^ 
ingfor you upstairs ; ” t.e., “ Got rid of him, thank goodness I ” 

“ Sere you are at last I Been dodging you from room to room / ” 
i,e., “ To keep out of your way. Caught at last, worse luck ! ” 

“ You look as if you had just stepped out of a picture-frame ! ” 
ie.. “ Wijii you ’d step back into one I ” 

‘‘ Not seen Mr, O'Kew^s picture f You must see it. Only three 
rooms from here, and no crowd there now. So go and bring me hack 
I umd what you think; ” ».c., “ How to fl.ee I ” 

At Lord’s. 

“ Yes^ Vm so fond of Oricket;^^ i,e,^ “How can I find out if 
' Oxford or Cambridge is in ? ” 

IhnHmovet nray;^^ ».e., “If she doesn’t, I shall be smothered 
in lobfiter-salad ! ” 

“ N(^ the least in my way^ thanks ; ” i.e., “ Does she think I can 
spe tiirough her parasol ? ” 

** Bray join us at lunch I Seaps of room in the carriage ; ” t.e., 
“ Hope wie doesn’t I It only holds four, and we ’re six already.” 

they call a hit to the left like that, a Drive i,e„ 
“Young— rich— good-looMng — ^worth catching— looks as if he liked 
^ sweet simplicity.’ ” 

ELBCTIOIffEERINC. 

, Sas at heart the best interests of the Borough Means to 

fluibscribe largely to all local dubs and charities. 

^ “ The honour of representing you in Barliament “The 

^^ure of advertising myself.” 

“ Z sheutd toish to &ep my mind open on that subject ; ” ie,, “ I 
cannot afford to commit myself just yet.” 

V ATtT.TA IVnCNT A Tt V - 

i J ham never heard such an astounding argument ; ” i.c., “ Since 

Ij I employed it myself.” 

f ‘ To come to the real question at issue ; ” t.a., “ To introduce my 
strong point.” , 

do pledge myself io these figures ;” i.a., “ The next speaker 

TOl veiy likdy dH)w them to he absolutely unreliable,” 

; ' ^ ^ SitoKiNe-EooM:. 

^ J quite agree with you;^^ t.a., “I wasn’t 

I >vSt!6DX]l^BL 

\ ^ rather understood that you were arguing, &c,, &c, /” i,e„ 
I ^ Yen. axe now fiastly contradicting yourself,’ 


DISCIPLINE! 

(A Farcical Tragedy^ in Two Scenes — not licensed for representation,) 

Scene I. — The Barrack Square, Present — No, 1 Company ^ 
awaiting inspection. 

Captain [to Subaltern), Have you proved them ? 

Subaltern. Sorry, Sir, but the meu say they know their places, 
and it is useless labour. 

Capt, Yery well— I daresay they are right. You know we have 
^ . been told to be conciliatory. Open order! 

i V March 1 For inspection — port arms I 

h il li i Sergeant [stepping forward^ and 

' ' a pardon, Sir, hut the men 

are under the impression that you wish 
I // toexainin6theirrifi.es? 

M'S jj!/ Capt, Certainly. (2b Subaltern,) Take 

I the rear rank, while! look after the front. 

1 M il Sera. Beg pardon. Sir, but the men 

ffl haven’t taken open order yet. They say 

responsible for their rifies 
# j| when they have to use them before the 

I 'I enemy, and you may rely upon it that 

^ 1 1 1 ^ 

SS B K Cap jJ. Yery well — thenwewiUidispense 

^ B M with inspection of arms. Buttons bright, 

^ B and straps in their proper places ? 

m B Wmi iMr Serg, [doubtfully). So they say, Sir. 

^ ^Bl Cqp^. Well, then, read the orders, 

u Serg, Beg pardon, Sir, but the 

V nien say they know their duty, and 

X — don’t want to listen to no orders. 

Capt, Well, well, I am glad to 
/ iLgai* they are so patriotic. Hope 
that the Commanding Officer will dispense (under the circumstances) 
with the formality. Anything more f 
Serg, Privates Brown, Jones, and Robinson are told off for duty 
on jraard. Sir, 

Capt, March them off, then. 

Serg, Please, Sir, they say they want to Speak to you, 

Capt, Yery well — ^bring them up. (Sergeant obeys.) How, men, 
what is it ? 

Private Brown, Please, Sir, I have got a tooth- ache. 

Oaj>t, Yery well— fall out, and go to the doctor. 

Private B, Please, Sir, I don’t want to see no doctor. I can cure 
myself. 

Capt, Yery well — cure yourself. (Private salutes^ and retires,) 
And now, J ones and Robinson, what do you want ? 

Private Jones. Please, Sir, me and Robinson were told off for 
guard six months ago, and we think it ’s too much to expect us to do 
sentry-go so soon. 

Capt, Well, you know your orders. 

Private J, C)h, that ’ll be all right, Sir I We ’ll explain to the 
War Office if there ^s any row about it I 

[The Privates salute, and retire, 

Capt, Anything else, Sergeant ? 

Sergt. Well, no, Sir^you see the men won’t do anything. 

Capt, Under those oixcumstanoes, I suppose I have only to give 
the usual words of command. Company, attention ! Right tum — 
dismiss 1 [They dismiss. 

Scene II, — Before the JSnemy, Present — No, 1 Company awaiting 
orders to advance. 

Captain, — How, my meu, all you have to do is to keep your heads, 
and obey orders. Attention ! Fix Bayonets I 
Subaltern, Sorry to say, Sir, they have paraded without bayonets. 
Capt, Well, that’s to be regretted j although tiiey are wtwoB 
enough nowadays, in all conscience ! Fire a volley ! At a thousand 
yards I Ready I 

Sub, Y ery sorry, Sir^ but the men forgot to bring their ammunition. 
Capt, — Come, this is getting serious I Here ’s the Cavalry pre- 
paring to charge, and we are useless ! Must move ’em off ! Right 
turn! 

Sergeant, Please, Sir, the Company ’s a bit rusty, and don’t know 
their right hands :&om their left. 

Capt, [losing ^ temper). Confound it! They don’t, don’t they! 
Well, hang it all, I suppose theywrill understand this? (2b Cbm- 
pany.) Here, you pampered useless idiots— holt ! [They holt. 


A Cutting (transplanted from the advertisements in the Belfast 
News-Letter ) : — 

W ANTED, A PARROT : one brought up in a respectable family, and that 
has not been taught naughty words or bigoted expressions, preferred. 
—Apply by letter, stating price, &o. 

“Preferred!” What sort of a Parrot had they been previously 
accustomed to at that house ? 


^ N0I1CE.-Rej€ctea Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Lrawines or Pictures of anv description nrfll 
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MnncDM TVDCC ^ ^ stame even tliose of her male companiona who hay j 

ivi\^UE.Kni I iruo. deroted a lifetime to the earnest study of these supreme matters, i 

{By Mr, Bunch's own Type WrUer,) In imitation of these gentlemen she wtII assure those who care to | 

•KTn TVT TTri? TTTTPT TxrrTT A M I - Hsteu to her, that she has had a real bad day, not having managed | 

No. XYL-THE HUELINGHAM GIRL.! to get on to a single winner, and that if it hldn^t been for a fluhe i 

It is not so easy as it might apjwar to define the Hnrlingham Girl in baching Tantivp, one, two, three, she would have been reduced i 
with complete accuracy; To say of her that she is one whose spirits to a twopence iu the pound condition of beggary. She will then ^ 
are hi^er than her aspirations, would be true but inadequate. For, forget her imaginary losses, and will listen with amusement and i 
at the^st, aspirations axe etherial things, and those of the Hurling- interest while a smooth-faced lad criticises with as much severity 
ham Girl, if they ever existed, have been so recklessly pufEed into as he can command in the intervals of his cigarettes the dress, 
space as to vanish almost entirely feom view. In any case they appearance, and general character of a lady whom she happens to 
ajford a very unsubstantial basis of comparison to the student who diflike. On the following day she will visit Hurlingham m order 
seeks to infer from them her general character. Yet it would be to be looked at as a spectator at a polo match, in which she has no 


wrong to assume that she has dispensed with the etherial on account interest whatever. After this she is entertained at dinner together 
of her devotion to what is solid. Indeed nothing is more certain with a select party, which includes the young married lady who is 
about her than the contempt with which die has been willingly her bosom friend and occasional cbaperon, by a middle-aged dandy 
taught to look upon aH the attaimnents that are nsually dignined of somewhat shady antecedents, but of great wealth and undoubted 
with this epithet. History and geography, classics and mathematics, position. On Sunday mornings she may not always go to Chuxeh, 
modem languages (her own and those of foreign nations), all these but she makes m for this neglect hy the perfect regulari^ of her 
she candidly despises. Let others make their nests npon the shady attendance at Church parade. In the afternoon she wul go to 
branches of the tree of learning. For herself she is fain to soar inti) Tattersall’s to inspect horses. Ascot could not continue without 
the empyrean of society, and to gaze wi^ undazzlcMi eyes into the her, and Goodwood would crumble into ruins if she were absent, 
gun of the smart set. She has of course had the advantage of This at least is her opinion, and thus the months fiit by and leave 
teachers of all sorts, but the claims made upon her time by thought- her just as wise as they found her. For she never reads a book. 


tne empyrean ot society, and to gaze with undazzied eyes mto the her, and Goodwood would orumDie into rams u sue were aoseng, 
gun of the smart set. She has of course had the advantage of This at least is her opinion, and thus the months fiit by and leave 
teachers of all sorts, but the claims made upon her time by thought- her just as wise as they found her. For she never reads a book, 
less parents have usually been so great as to leave her at the end of and illustrates by constant police her belief that the fashionable 
her school-room period with a few intelligence of the Morning Post is a 


her school-room period with a few 
brittle fragments of knowledge, which 
shift and change in her mind as the 
bits of glass might shift in a kaleido- 
scope from which the looking-glass 
had been omitted. It is enough for 
her if, in place of historical dates, she 
knows the fashionable fixtures, wMst 
Sandown and Kempton, Ascot and 
Goodwood, Hurlingbam, and the Ra- 
nelagb, supply her with a variety of 
knowledge infinitely more interesting 
and “ actual” than the dry details of 
population, area, climate, and capital 
towns, which may be learnt (by others) 
from primers of geography. 

Although it is, mm their and her 






intelligence of the Morning Post is a ] 
suMcient mental pabulum for a grown- j 
up woman, ^ 

It is unnecessary to describe farther ■ 
the pursnits and occupations of the 
Hurungham Girl, With regard to 
her appearance and dress, it must be 
admitt^ that she displays consider- 
able taste. She is always neat, po- 
lished, perfectly groomed—in a word, 
smart. It may be that it t^es nine 
tailors to make a man. It is certem 
that it takes only one to make a well- 
dressed woman. Yet she does not 
always, of coarse, wear tailor-made 
costimes, for on the Sundays that she 
i^nds on the river, her impertmently 
poised straw hats, her tasterbl ribbons, 
her sailoris knots, her collars, her 
manly shirts, and the general appro- 




priateness of her dress, excite the envy 
of those who declare that they would 
not imitate her for worlds, merely 
because nature bas made it impossible 
for them to be like her. Handsome 
she is undoubtedly, with the beauty 
that comes of penect health imdis- 


point of view, eminently desirable that .. > poised siraw hats, her tasteitu nbbons, 

tbe paients of the Hnrlingham Girl ^ iMPliwV - "" knots, her col^, her 

shonH be rich, yet it is hy no means —a. *■ J' . -i = - m^y shirts, and the genmal appro- 

absolutely necessary. It is, however, ^ pnateness of her ^ess, excite the enw 

essential that they should possess a J of tliose who declare that ^ey would 

social position which will ensure to llht ■^\» not mutate her for wotl^ merdy 

them and to their daughter an easy ‘ ^ \\ t ~ becanse na^ ha8madeitmip<^ble 

entrance into that world which con- them to be ^e her. Handsoi^ 

aiders itself, not perhaps better, but undoubted^, wi^me beauty 

certainly good. Bter mother has pro- . _ _ that comes of i)erfect health undis- 

bably discovered long since that the task of being thwarted by turbed by thonghts of the why and the wherefore, or by antioipa- 
her danghter is an intolerable addition to her social burdens. She tions of a troublesome tomorrow. Yet to casual observer who 
therefore permits her, with as much resignation as she can command, beholds this admirably decorated cr^toe, her conversation is^ 
to take her own coume in aU those matters that do not conflict appointing. She revels in slang. Cateh-words and phmses which 
directly with the maternal plans, and she may even come to take a are not called vulgar only because the better classes use them, come 1 
pride in the bold and dashing independence by which her'daughter trippingly, but never with a pka^t eff^t from her hps. Nor has 
seeks to relieve her of all responsibility, if not of all anxiety* she that sense of reticence which ^ m said te have been the dis- 

It is naturally during the London Season that the life of the tinguisbmg mark of girlhood at some former period. 

BEurlingham Girl is at ite fullest and best On week-day mornings That she should talk fnvolously on great objects, if she telks <m 
she is a frequent attendant in the Row, the means of her father them, at all, is only to Iw expected. It would be well if her curwuty 


Park hack and an iireproaobabie groom. Thence she hastens home of which she may suspect but ougnt wrtaimy to ignore. j 

to rest and dawdle nntil the hour arrives for luncheon, to which After she has thus flaunted her bnRLant health and beauty toough 
meal she has invited the youth who happens to be temporarily several Seasons, sbe may begin to of an existei^ which m 
dancing attendance upon her, for it is understood in many houses spite of ite general freedom, is sublet to oer^ restraints. She 
that Imcheon is an open meal for which no formal invitation therefore decides to emanomate herself by submitting to a husb^^ 
from a parent is nectary. In the afternoon there is always a ^e ^ds no difficulty, 'jnth the asastance of her mother, m discard- 
hn.afl.n.r. an ftmatfiTii* an eTbibition. a fashionable or a mg the penniless _ subaltern who has a.evoted MmseH to her, and 


b^rnew «... Swried iSe she may deofine gradually into a Briti^ Matrom 

But of [course there are ^tractions. Now and again Society seeks respected alike on account of her mcreasmg family, and her sub- 
relief from its load of care by emigrating en masse for the^ day to stantial appearance^ .. ^ 

a* race-meeting at Sandown or Kemptoii. There the Hnrlingham ZT ^ J i* xi. t .c x 2 

€tid is as much at home as though she were ua^e to the spot, The Box the ^ 

Mirung, as it were, from the very turf itself. The mterest she Insurance Gommittee, asked a ^^ed mteess. Is a man his own ^ 
takea or pretends to take in racing is something astoundmg. For in ^ 

truth she Imows nothing about horses, their pomti their pedigrees, the room had to, dewred while the question w^ debated^On 

or thdr perfomanoeB. Tet sho chatters ahoat tiiem and races, retomof the Pahhc, the cteery w 

^Sir jo^eys, their owners, the weight they carry, their tempers, rei^t. And y^ the eyidmt answer is, that he is another persous 
ipd the state of the betting market, with a glib assurance which is child, except when he is a self-made man. ^ j; 





FOICH TO PRIMROSE. 

** A GOOD cme to follov, a bad 
one to beat I ” 

Don’t enyy the man "who suc- 
ceeds to your seat, [man* 
My devear ex-L. C. C. Chair- 
Fanatics and faddists will mar 
the best schemes, 

Unless they ’re r*-straiiiedfrom 
unholy extremes 
By ihe hand of a strong and 
a fair man* 

Your lubber, when first he 
adventures on wheels. 

Has little contiolof his head 
or his heels. 

With knees on the shake, 
and arms shrinking, 

He scrambles about on the 
slippery floor, 

Like a toper at large, or a mad 
semaphore, rihking. 
Half wishing he hadn’t gone 

But, guided discreetly, sup- 
p>rtedatneed. 

The clumsiest novice at last 
may succe ed, [controlling ; 
His knees and his elbows 
And you, my dear Pehcrose, 
have played such a part. 
You have given your promis- 
ing pupil a start, 

And — fo to speak — set the 
wheels rolling. 

He ought to do now; let ua 
hope that he wilL 
The thanks mainly due to your 
judgment and skill 
Mr» Punchy for the Public, 
here offers, [novices are ; 
The boy’s a bit clumsy,— most 
But, give him fair play, and 
he may prove a ‘‘ star,” 
In spite ot the sneerers and 
scoffers. 



.OFF DUTY. 

Pmch {to FriTrirose), “Yotr’vx shown him the Right Way to do it. 
He ought to be abde to get aloi^g now.” 


ON WITH THE NEW LOVE. 

{Mr, Funch to Sis Boys at BisUy.) 

Well, here you are, my bonny 
boys ! [parting 

No doubt you felt regret at 

With weU-Kuown Wimble- 
donian joys. 

But here you look all right, 
at starting. 

You’ve not been gw^ederanged 
by Rangbe ; 

Of that there never was much 
danger. 

Small thanks to him ! Well, 
well, perhaps ; 

But never mind. Anger’s 
too grisly [chaps; 

To be long held by such smart 
And you can make BoUs’- 
eyes at Bisley ; 

And “sheepa’-teyes’’ seem to 
show you’re on 

With that New Love ” — ^New 
Wimbledon I 

Tig Juliet now— not Rosaline ; 
Well, RomeOi take my 
benediction. [fine. 

The Maid is fair, her dwelling 
And here you need not fear 
“ Eviction.” 

Disturbance ” caused some 
indignation, 

But, after all, there.’s “Com- 
pensation.” 

Your New Love’s fair, furze- 
garmented, 

And brightly crowned with 
golden bracken. 

Your loyalty of heart and head, 
Of love (and lead) I ’m sure 
won’t slacken. 

‘ ‘ Bless ye, my children ! May 
your New Love [love I 

Be firm and lasting as ’tis true 


THE PROEE8SIONAL GUEST. 

ON A HOUSE-BOAT AT HENLEY. 

Dear Mb. Punch, ^ ^ i j 

When 1 received a wire from an old and dear sohool-fnend, 
saying, “ Lucy disappointed ; come for week ; wire me, Goldfields^ 
Henley— Kteit,” I felt that the Art which I had been so assiduously 

cultivating for some time 
past was to be put in prac- 
tice at last. 1 had long 
decided that there was a 
grand opening for girls (the 
true uuemplojed) iu the 
idea, and I had determined 
to make a good thing out of 
' it myself. Betty’s telegram 
was somewhat vague, I 
admit; but gossip haying 
thrown a side-light on it, 1 
knew that it came from 
Henley, where she and her 
husband (whom I had never yet seen) had a Heuse-hoat for the 
Regatta week. To answer in the affirmative, pack my box, and catch 
the next train to Henley, was small work to a “ Professional Guest.” 

When I arrived, I walked straight out of the station to the nearest 
wharf, and, chartering a punt, had my luggage and myself placed 
on board, and then told the small hoy, who “ manned” we craft, to 
take me to the Goldfields, I was not too well pleased when he 
threw doubts, not only on her whereabouts, but on her existence. 
Neither the small hoy nor a big man, nor an old ^oman standing by, 
kneviP anything about it ; and I had determined to take the next 



pxmted, or, rather, waltzed (for the small boy was a “ d^ bob,” 
I think), down stream towards the Goldfields, It s aU 
ElITTt’s fault,— Lucy ’ 8 come,” ^Of course this was awkward, but, 
on arrival, Kitty was so hospitable, and Lucy so pretty, that, 
though our sleeping and dressing apartmeut was astonishingly smaU, 
and I made the odd girl out at dinner, I felt I could not miud much, 
and I also got over the little contretemps of my dressing-bag being 
dropped into the river— “ by accident,” said I^tty’s husband. 

Owing to the heat and the unaccustomed noise of the river, neither 
Lucy nor I slept much ; and, though we were told next morning we 
could not have any baths, the whole scene was so bright and sparkling 
that nobody (except Kitty’s husband, who seemed of a morose dispo- 
sition) could with reason have complained of anything. It continued 
to sparkle till the first train came down from town, when our guerts 
and the rain arrived together. It was a dreadful nuisance, as the 
awning, which, with ttie flowers, had cost us hours to arrange, 
speedily got soaked, and had to be taken down. Then, of co wse, 
the sun came out again, and for a time the heat was intense. In fact] 



yirere toto^.,una(^nain^ w|thfa(iL other’s appearances, it was not 
,^%onderfuL that his searoh me had been ineneetual. He seemed 
much annoyed, however, and only vouohsafed one remark as we 


agai_, 

one lady, who would eat her lunch on the roof, grew quite faint, ana 
had to be helped down to Kitty’s husband’s room. After limoh, we 



this season, he answered, the while he wrung the water from hm 
garments, that “ he ’d only seen it done, and it looked easy.” we 


managed, however, 
get along very 

into the course, ^ . , -r , - 

not quite clear as to what then took place ; only I know that every- 
thing was “fouled.” Kitty’s husband, who had a bet on, was 
furious, and glared at me for the rest of the day — ^a condition of 
things I pretended not to see. That night we had a rat* hunt on 
board, but we lost the animal, as Lucy diverted our attention by 
f aBihg into the river. It was most inconvenient of h^, as she wetted 
our mutual deeping apartment dreadfully. 

The second day was almost a replica of the first, varied only by 
Keeiz’s husband fancying he had a sunstroke. The third and last 
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ODE TO MONET. 

(By a Popiimist,) 

Ha.ib that is golden grows 
olden, 

Hopes that are golden decay ; 
Snns that are bright, and em- 
bolden 

The tourist to go on his way, 
Leaving his gingham tlgnt 
folden. 

Turn to a drizzling grey* 
But gold of the Mint is all- 
‘ golden, 

Safe in the strictest assay. 

Cynics may rail against money, 
Spurn its henelicent power ; 
Bears spurn impossible honey, 
Foxes the grapes .that are 
sour. 

Men, who can never he funny, 
ScofE at the funny man’s 
dower ; 

Lands where it seldom is sunny 
Find little praise for a flower. 

‘WLen a man’s safe at his 
hankers. 

What does it mean, let us 
think — 

Freedom from care and its 
cankers, 

Plenty of victuals and’drink? 

hut it opens the garden 
Of tender illusion and joy, 
Where faults And immediate 
. pardon, [annoy. 

And worrying ways don’t 
In the light of . futurity’s 
favours [amain, 

Fair gratitude burgeons 
And the flittermouse Love 
never wavers [gain. 
In truth to the Psyche of 
Bountiful Money! ’TwiU 
make you [birth ; 
Worthy in manners and 



LATEST INTELLIGENCE. 

**By the way, where is that place, Heligoland, they’re all 

TALKING so MTOH ABOUT ? ” 

‘‘ Oh— don't you know, dear ? It ’s one of the Places lately 

DISCOVERED BY. Me. StANLRY t ” 


Beauty for better will take you 
(Little as that may he worth) , 
Hosts by the hand kindly 
shake you, ^ punny, 
Crowds, when you wish to he 
Mind doing homage to Money, 
Laughwithinordinatemirth. 
Sages and moralists blame 
thee, [thee, 

Stoics stand gloomy above 
Preachers with obloquy 
name thee, 

Hermits and anchorites 
shame thee. 

But symbol of all that is sunny, 
Coy, courteous, flattering 
Money, 

I love thee, I love thee, I 
love tnee ! 

“BETTER LATE THACST 
NEVER I” 

(An Ojpm Letter to Somebody,) 

Dear Noble Correspon- 
dent TO THE T/JfES,— ,We 
see that you are doing your 
best to defend the proposed 
destruction of the Lincoln’s 
Tuu Gateway in Chancery 
Lane. In the course of your 
exertions, you have been not 
too civil to several worthy 
persons, and inaccurate^ in 
your descriptiou of the Society 
of Antiquaries. Now, do take 
our advice. We know you 
were a clever “Silk” when 
you practised at the Bar, and 
we have heard that your fore- 
fathers (for a generation or so) 
were excellent hands at Bank- 
ing; but, in the name of 
Lombard Street, do let Aichse- 
ology alone ! 

With the best of wishes, 
Yours sincerely, 
(Signed) Everybody. 


day was, however, not the success we could have wished. During 
the night the weather turned hot, and the food turned— -well, not 
good, — and next morning the obligatory sacriflce to Father Thames 
was appaBing. Then when the necessary viands did not arrive from 
London, I in my capacity of “professional guest,” and of being 
always ready for any emergency, volunteered to forage in Henley 
town. Oh I that expedition, I fought at the fishmonger’s, battled 
at the butcher’s and baker’s, grovelled at the grocer’s, and finally 
ended by committing a theft at the huttermau’s. The number of our 
visitors was large, and was much augumented by friends’ Mends, | 
who came in battalions. It may have been toe extra weight on 
hoard, or it may be that toe hunted rat had designed a base revenge, 
hut during lunch, and just as Kitty’s husband was beginning to he 
genial, an odd idea seized me that the river was rising. Yes ! And 
the bank behind us was rising too. And gracious ! the water was 
flowing over the little promenade place, and* running about the floor 
qf toe saloon ; and then toe Goldfields gave a lurto and a shiver, 
and settled down in toe mud, with a foot-and-a-half of dirty water 
downstairs, and nothing hut the roof left us to perch upon. 

How we ever recovered our belongings I don’t know. All I 
remember is, being taken to the station in an old green wherry, and 
coming hack to town seventeen in a second-class carriage. My last 
view of toe, wreck embraced Kitty, propped up a^inst toe railing 
of toe roof, and making tea on a table, which looked more like 
tipping over than standing straight. Kitty’s husband was mutter- 
ing to himself as he handed round toe cups; and, as I moved off 
through toe crush of "boats, I fancied I caught the word “ J onah,” 
Of course I may have been mistaken, as my name is not that, but 

The Odd Girl Out. 

CSBtANOB FOR BUYERS.— Last week, among the Tuesday’s arrange- 
ments in the DaUy Telegraphy was announoed Bato l^rse 
.6how.*\ Did this include “Bath Towel-Hprse Show Fine 
;(haiice for ^rtoig Mr. Blundel Maple.' M.P., as a Towd-Ho^ 
.dealer, “weat Towel-Horse Show in Tottenham Court Eoadl” 
The ^e^of yearlings and toe pedigrees would be interesting. 


THE TOMATO-CURE FOB DYSPEPSIA. 

Don’t talk to me of colocynth or famed cerulean pill, 

Don’t mention hyoscyamus or aloes when I ’m ill ; 

The very word podophyllin is odious in mine ears. 

The thought of all the drugs I ’ve ta’ eu calls up the blinding tears ; 
The Demon of Dyspepsia, a sufferer writes to say, 

At sight of toe Tomato-plant will vanish quite away. 

The Faculty will diet you till indigestion stops. 

On what have always seemed to me interminable slops : 

A dainty dish is sure to be toe worst thing you can eat ; 

The bismuth and the charcoal come like nightmares after meat. 
Away with all restrictions now, bring mutton, beef, and veal, 

As long as ripe Tomatoes come to supplement a meal. 

Hepatic action, doctors say, is very hard to start, ^ 

And i you have too much of it, that also makes you smart ; 

And so the fate of many folks, especially in town. 

Is first to stir the liver up, and then to calm him down. 

Now he can trouble us no more, although we go toe pace ; 

A diet of Tomatoes keeps the tyrant in his place. 

Away with deleterious drugs, for here ’s a plant been found, 
Worth all the weird ooncoctiona that dispensers can compound : 
(^t fresh Tomatoes, red and ripe, and slice and eat, and then— 
You’ll find toat yon are liver-less, and not like other men. 

Come ye who dire dyspepria’s ywngs impatiently endure. 

It cannot hurt, and may do good, this new Tomato-Cure. 


Sweets to the Acid. — In an excellent speech, last week, Mr. 
Hestry Irving suggested toat a Charitable Organisati^ Some^ 
toould be established for toe Distribution of Art Relief. He nghtly 
contended toat the Beantiful was as necessary to perf happmw 
as toe Severny Useful, Drains {exp^Hent thmgs in tl^rwayj^re 
scarcely on a level with Pictures. This is an idea that toe s^ea®^ 
“ goody-goody folk” find a difficulty in accepting i possibly because 
most of tomn perscmally represent evmry thing, tost- is unlovelyi * :• 
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— can’t help hearing that. (She winds it up. as Jack B,. enters^ 
**WAX TO BECEIYE, AND MAEBLE TO EETAIE. yawning.) Dear me, this is an iinexpectea honour, (Softening 


(SoukapbI 

d!ai^Kmoi 


cor all time, the mnsical portion ol tne 
marriEige ceremony. In ^ prohahility, 
this precedent wifi he ^dely follow^, 
and a set of waxen phonographic cylin- 
ders will he a familiar featnxein the list 
of presents at every wedding of any 


^ precedent wi5‘ he widely fpUowS,’ Ton^can read it here, if yon like, yon know— I don’t 

and a set of waxen phonographic cylin- yo^ smoking, _ ^ 

u ders will he a fftTwiImT featnie in the list ^ack, Tha^s— hnt it s cosier m the stndy, ▼ j u v i. 

^ of presents at every wedding of any Mrs. JR. Of course I taow that any place where I don t happen to 

pretensions to smartness. Stfll, there + 1 , 0 + r»n 

wMiy he oases in which those who intend hang it, ^ stay I 

' \ T te nnitate Colonel OtoTOAiTD’s example (Me chooses a comfortable chair.) mat the doose is that r* 

would do well to consider jSrit whether tt 1. 1 phonograph has begun to hm% and hum. 

the conditions are equally appropriate. Mrs. .K. Hush !— it s Uncle s present, 

4k. Eor instance, young Jack Kitenlute i^he Tf^^mg March ^Irikes up with a^afemngUare. 

V ♦ u ' is not a hai fellow, though he may (dartled).B^ee my soxtil I tlwught something had blown 

i Whacks to Eecerre. not he given to sentiment, and Viola np, ^llelwahChorm, is it— or what? ^ « rrr 

■ Makdoltne is a very charming girf if she is apt to he a trifle (coldly). As it happens, it is Mbedelssobcn s Wedding 

high-flown and exacting at times. When they marry— (they have March. ^ t -.r 

not even met at present, hut they will marry, the year after nert, _ ddck. Sounded famihar somehow, ^ • MENDELSSOHisr was 




unless ilfr. Punches Own Second-sighted Seer grossly 
himself)— when they marry, Viola’s Uncle John wul 


persmi to pr^nt tiiem with the then orteodox phonograph and It w our Wed^g March, 


deceives determined to let ’em know he was married I 
he the Mrs. R. That was intended to let people know we were married. 


i^purtenances. 15nt if lie could foresee the future as distinctly as Jack. Ours ? Yon said it was Msisdslssoeji^ s just now I ] 
!r. Punches Seer has done in the following prophetic visions, he '^hat are yon turning it on now, for ? , . , _ 

ight snhstitate a hiscuit-hoi^ or a fish-slice and fork, a Tantalus M^^^ M Uo yon remember what day this is, by any chance r 


^purtenances. But if he could foresee the future as distinctly as 
j&r. Punch's Seer has done in the following prophetic visions, he 
m^ht snhstitute a hiscnit-hoi, or a fish-slice and fork, a Tantalus 
Q>irit-case, or even a dumb-waiter, as likely, on the whole, to inspire 
; a more perman^t gratitude, 

EIRST ANI^IVERSART— SAT, in 1893. 

Scene— charming drawing-room. Time — About 9*30 p.m, 

Mr. Eivenlute is on a chair by the open window ; Mrs, Rivenltttb 
on a low stool by his side. 


Jack. Haven’t an idea. Isn’t there a calendar on your writing- 
table P— that ought to tell yon, if yon want to know. 

Mrs. R. Thank you, I don’t require a calendar. To-day is the 
twenty-third— the day yon and-I were married, (Sighs. 

Jack. ’Pon my word I believe yon ’re right. The twenty-third— so 
it is ! (He becomes silent. 

Mrs. R. (to herself, as the Wedding March*^ continues jubilantly) . 
He is ashamed of himself. I knew ne wonld be — only he doesn’t 


mragji tor ma Kyoaiy mg. Jack dear I quite W how te teU me to ; he will preTOiitly.,. . .1 wiA I ooold 

all right, Pussy, ^flad you like it, . ..H he w only sorry enough, I tAmA I shall forgiTe 

I’m sure. Do they mean to hringriulfie lamps? It’s pitch dark. (Amolongtd 

Mn.It.. I’ll ring presently-not just yet. It was so dear of you «»•»»-«*“»»•; ,She goeato Urn and towAes Tm arm.) Ton htd better 
toremfflhborwhatds^itwaa! - go down-rt^ tod haye your oigar, hadn’t you ? It may keep you 

Jack (who only just rerneniber edit in time, as he was driving home). (Bitterly.) v , to* n ’n > 

a brute if I hadn’t ^ y /• Jack (opening his eyes). Eh ?— oh! Well, if you’re sure yon don’t 

, Mrt. R. You TOuWn’t'he a brute, Jack, if you tried-not to me. W'. , r a * •* 

I’m so glad we haven’t got to go out toywWe to-night, aren’t yo«? } »toiildinfimt^we/cr being alone-I am so used text, 

i JocA(Aeori»/y). Bather! B^y bore turning out after dimer. Jack, a, fAa “ ITedamy dfarcA” comes to « <r»w»»jpAan< 

1 What on earth are yon up to over there ? conclusion. 

Jfrs. R. (who has twsn, and has apparently been winding up some Thikd Anniyeesaky — 1895. 

mrk^tm^ini^ comer— cw she returns). Oh, it ’s only something I Same Scene. Time, 11*30 p.m. Mrs. Mandoline discovered with 
wanted to do this evening. . . , How, Jack, listen ! ^ her Daughter. 

. Jack. Thai beastly eat'‘^tS?S*iSl^aSiSout qS^ x W®’ Jaot not in yete^u this of all days, 

I it ’s going toheilL ^^tqo! Viola, yon will he weak, culpably weak, if yon don’t speak to 

Mrs. R. (laughing a litUe hysterieally). Ho— no, Jack, it isn’t y 4 . i.* i. 

poOT Snowhak & &ie ! Wait; and yon ^ hear somethmg. . I Mother. We’re not on speaking terms 

IThs^^ToicethatBreath^o'erJEden^^ is suddenly rendered by 77 Tt j, i r i - j. -± 1 . 

an organ and fx^ choir :theremarie of two eLri,tert(wZ a™ on speaimg with 

are having a little difference over a nymn-book), and the ® There he is, at last . 0a, my 


Then I shall. 


. VM.W.1.W VWAJLJ.1 UVS ^AYK7 AW WV US i . fuZ A HI f ^ 

Jack privately, would have infinitely preferred a small i x - x x r • ^ 

h&^). Tes-he ’s a good old bnfier at hottomf ^ ^ ^ Winds up machine, which breaks into a merry marru 

Mrs. -R. He’s a peiieot old love! TeU me, Jack, you’re not sorry r z. enters in evemng dr^s. 

Y^Ti iTift.TrTAi1 -mA nv.j> wrrxTt V ’ ^ ^ Jock (sullenliA. How lust look here. Vtot.a— 


Fortunately, I am on speaking terms with 
(A ring.) There he is, at last,! 0a, my 
bring him to a sense of his disgraceful 
by the back drawing-room.) How shall I 
phonograph! How lucky I remembered 
There, if anything can pierce his hard 

ihich breaks into a merry marriage peal as 


arVyon? " ' (sullenly). How just l6ok here, YiojaX^(recognmng Mrs. M.) 

What a thing to ask a f eUow , Of coMrw I’m not ! z • z y 

Mrs. R. (softly). Do yon know, Jack, I’m sometimes sorry I a* (raising her voice above the clamour). Mum no longer, 

married you, though. wxxy x P 

J(wk (me^y). Come, I say, yon know— what on earth for ? x Doll hear those bells ? Am I deaf ? The whole Parish can 

iKW. Be^'w I should like to marry yon all over again I • • j x ax a. x 

I I rfiould frighten yon I (The final *^Amen^’ of the -r I want to tench your oonsoienoe. 

C^otr uway, amid the coughing, rustling, and nasal trumpet- S./ can, and i stiU hope— had as jou axe— that when the voices of 
0 / year's Congregation.) There are some more oylintos, ® x ^ x ^ anticipation of such a very 

Jack — jfiiail we put them in next ? cuiterent intnre— faU upon your* ear once more, they may — 

^fficien^ solemnised). Wdl, if yon ask me. I x So long silent I” I like that. Sorry 

tir^&ey’U keep tilTnext year. Pity to disturb the effect of that j disapp^t yon, my dear Mamma, hut that phonograph, as a 
last, eh? * domestic stimnlant, was played out long ago— it has played me out 

SecSni) Anniversart— 1894. enough ! Perhaps yon don’t know it, hut reaUy Viola has 


usuaL all^ OL smo^g, as ine ' rveacnng march, As tor your preoiona heUs, I can’t dine 

just J^owl J^th a mto ati the Oluh Without healing tne oonfoundoi things peal- 

jBOT once. . . 1 jaiowl Uncle John’s phonograph! He mg out. the moment I let myself in. That infernal phonograph, 
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wMoh you seem to fondly imagine will make me burst into tears, ! 
and live happy ever after, has driven me out of the house many a 
time when I was willing enough to stay at home ; hut to he put ; 
through one’s wedding ceremony three times a we& is enough to 
send any fellow to the duh, or out of his mind. I ’d smadi the d— d 
thing with pleasure, only it seems to afEord Yl some consolation. I 
can’t say I find it soothing myself. 

\_Before Mr. MArroomrE can think of a suitable reply* Mrs. E. 
enters from the inner room^ where she has rematned tiUnow* 
She is carrying a small steel poker ^ which she silently places 
in the hand of her astonished husland* 

Jack* Hullo ! you here ? "What ’s this for ? 

{Staring lilankly at the poker* 
Mrs* R* {meekly)* To— to smash the a— d thing with. 

[The marriage peal ceases abruptly* as Mrs. Maotoeebte, com- 
paratio^y reassured^ discreetly leaves the couple to come to a 
better understanding without further assistance* 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Gentlewoman^ Ho. 1, has appeared. It gives, or rather sells, 
an overwhelming lot for the money, which is sLspence. Sixpenn’orth 
of all sorts. Plenty of readable information. iLLu&trations not the 

best feature in it. Crowds of adver- 
I tisements. The menuc^ if carefully 

fillf, sustained, may prove very useful to 

^ those who ** dinna ken” As to the 

Gentlewoman^ well, the 
&st picture is of Her Imperial Majesty 
^ J I the CxTEmr, and with this type of the 
Gentlewoman we shall all be satisfied, 
ilMlIl ..Jin V iIl H— BiJEto]!mis Be Boox;->Woba£S. 

“ What a sight o’ Books I ” cries the 
1 Baron, remembering the dever Parrot 

" who uttered a similar exclamation at a 

Parrot Competition. First, here is Blossom Land and Fallen Leaves^ 
by CimENT SooTT, publidxed by HurcniNSOiir & Co., which is ^ 
interesting and useful book to those who are able to take a holiday in 
Cromer, and marvel at the sunset, and notice how ** in the far distooe 
a couple of lovers advance towards the fading light”— 'I ’E be bound 
that deeply engaged couple didn’t catch sight of the “ chiel takm’ 
notes”— and how did he know for certain they were a couple of 
lovers ? Why not brother and sister? Why not husband and wife ? 
Why not uncle and aunt?— but with an experienced eye tiie canny 


Hoe of his true pathos. Ho lufiuence of American humour visible 
in any of these. As a rule, the Baron doesn’t recommend betting, 
but advises his readers to m in for this St. Leger. 

The contents of The Unwersat Review tMs month are varied, 
interestihg, but not sensa^naL The article on Westminster Abbey, 
by Fbedebick Geoeob Lee, B.B,, with its humorous not^ and 
ODservations, will have a charm for many readers, and so will that 
on the painter Bebeabduto Luna. The novel entitled, The Wages 
of Sin, is now at the first chapter of the fifth book, and there is an 
illuBtration representing a lady m a Yictoria pulling up in Waterloo 
Place. TJndemeath is the legend—** She leaned forward smiling, 
beckoning as the Yictoria drew up against the curb.” Firsti she is 


home will only wish they could do so, and will promptly make 
arrangements for paying (the ‘'paying” is the difGLoult part) a 
visit not only to Cromer but also to Caen, Etretat, Cabourg, — care- 
fully noting C. S.’s account of his “ cruise upon wheels,’/^ and his 
sensible remarks on Parisianising these otherwise tranquil reso]^. 
FromHavre to Hammersmith is abit of a jump, but it is from a bustiing 
port to a peaceful i^t— “ a Harbour of Eefoge” at Hazareth, where 
tiie Baron sincerelywtrusts the good Little Sisters of the Poor are no 


parish ‘^of an incubus of four hundred.” The work of these self- 
sacrificing women cannot be over-rated in one sense, but in the 
parochial sense (if parochials have any) they can hardly be rated 
enough. Eeally a dmghtful book for all comers and goers. 

“ What have we here ?” inquires the Baron — Seven Summers, An 
Fton Medley, by the Fditors of the Far achate and Fresent Ftonian* 
How, Heaven forgive my ^orance, but I have never seen the 
Farachute nor the Fresent Mtonian, so without prejudice I dip into 
this book, and am at once much interested and amused by a paper “ On 
Getting ITp.” Hot “ gettingup ” linen, or “ getting up lessons,” but 
getting up in the morning, ever a hard-worker’s hardestitask. It will 


remind many a middle-aged Etonian of the days when he was yssxj 
young, and early school was very early. “The Inner Man” is 
anotiier ft.nnnMng paper, and forty years has made no altepition in 
the “ sock-cad.’’ American dang has evidently ting^ Etonian style. 
“What in the name of purple thunder,” ^d “in the name of 
spotted Moses,” and so forth, are Americanisms, and the tone of 


not leave this sort of thing to Mabk Twaust, Bbex P^te & Co., 
who are past masters of their own native slang ? Seven Summers will 
interest and amuse Etonians of all ages. 

And here, attracted by a quaintiy-designed cove^ the Baron 
takes up Ballads from Funch, and other Foenu* by Wabe^ 
St. Legeb. uublidi^ bv Bated Stott. That a considerable number 


vi tiiese have appeared in Afr. pages, by whose sand w- 

misslon they are reprinted, is quite sufficient guarantee for their 
excellence. The Lay of the Lost Critic, The Plaint of the Grand 
Piano, are capitel-specimens of the authors humour, and Christmas 


author means that the carriage w hemg pulled up against the mv 
ment, then why didn’t he say so, and write it “kerb?” I IS 
being a trifie hypercritical just now and then, says 

The Babob db Boox-W obms. 


AH IHTEEHATIOHAL HEEO. 

Thebe has been recmitly a discussion in The World as to where Cox 
and Box (for which Sir Abthub wrote some of hm best music) first 
saw the light. It waa decided in favour of the librettist at wh^e 
residence the Tiiumviretta was given privately, in presence oi a dis- 
tinguished audience. But there was one person who might have 
given invaluahle evidenoe, and that was Box himself. ^ ypry ffid he 
not step forward ? Where was he ? The explanation is given in the 
Paris Figaro of Thursday, July 17 
** M. Box, le nouveau Hinistre d’Haiti A Paih^ a re<;u hier matin par 
le President de la Bepublique.” 

Of course, Cox will receive an appointment. Perhaps M. Box 
hanks at Cox’s. Will Sergeant-Major Botjncer be gazetted to the 
Hayti’eth Reg^ent ? Whatever may be in store for these immortal 
personages, it is satisfactory to faiow that, for the present, Box at 
least is provided for. It was like his troe British nature not to 
disguise his identi^ under some such gallicised form of hm name as 
Boite, or Logs. There is, perhaps, no surname in our language so 
truly nation^ as Box* “ Jora Box” might well be suhstituted for 
“ JoHX Bum.” It is characteristic of our British pugilism. 
Vive M* Box I 

IN THE KNOW. 

{By Mr* Fuvehs Own Prophet.) 

Yabious events are approaching, and it is only fair that I should 
give the readers of this journal the benefit of my advice and nay 
opinions. In good time 1 shall have something to say about Good- 
^ wood— something that will make the 

ip^ ^ palseolithiccauliflower-headeddispensers 

C?* ^ V buncombe and bombast sit up and 

curse the day on which fate allowed , 

~ ft them to he bom. There are some who 

111 to atta^ importance to the goose- 

I" hilled mouthings and vapourings of tike 
w butter-brained crew who follow in the 

^ notorious professor of 

. - BO - — humbugging j^mposity that ev^ this 

— age, riim as it is in putty-faced impos- 

^ tors, has ever produced. Well, let 

them. For my own part I follow the advice of the French £ing to 
I the beautiful Marquise de Ceittamoubs. “ SireF the Marquwe is 
I reported to have saidj quelle heure esUH f ” To wMoh the witty 
monarch at once replied, “ Madame, si vous avez besoin de savour 
i V heure, allez done la demander au premier gendarme f ” The story 
may he found with others in the lately published memoirs of Madame 
DE SAirsEAgoir. lu a similar spirit I answer those who pester me 
about horses. 

I understod that Barruter BiU, SidespUtter, and Fiery Marry, 
showed up excellently at Hewmarket Iwt week* I have always 
prophesied well of these three splendid animals, who take their feeds 
as regularly, and with as much gusto as they gallop a mile on 
heather when the barometer points te set fair. At the same time I 
consider that only a papoose, made of string and sawdust, would give 
more than £10,000 for any one of them. 

Complaints have reached me that some of my remarks have givfn 
ain in an exalted quarter. It is the common lot of those who 


exemption from the rule, one aim is to benefit mj reade^, anq 
to advance truth. For this I would sacrifice I^e ramies of ClOinm 
and incur the shallow sneers of the groveUing, ohowde® 
horde of fiunkeys who sit in high places. My work hears witness te 
my merit. Heed I say more ? 
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SERIOUS B^LL-ROOM FLIRTATIONS. 




Lord Algernon. *‘I CANT saitelt recommend ottr TirgsoRE Silks,* Mrs. Green. Won't you give them a Trial ? We allow 
A Disoodnt OR Fifteen per Cent, for Cash^ you know.” 

Sir Segimld, Now DO LET me send you A CouPLB OF Dozen op our extra dry Champagne at Seventy^two Shillings, 

DEAR L4DY MiDAS. 1 *M STTRS SlR GoRGIUS WILL LIKE IT.” 

Ce^in^la Vere de Vere. “Oh, ip I could but induce you to get your Husband to insure his Life in our Office. 
Mrs. Van Tronck !— the Bonuses are quite ixobptional.” ' 


TOO MANY COOKS ! 

A Bret-Harteieh Ballad. 

Moral Bill Biotons 

I RESIDE at Greeiilaaids (Henley), and my name is Moral Bill : 

X m a n^el of well-meaning, which makes up for want of skill ; 

V ^ ? simple language, what I know about the shine 

Which demoialis^^our kitchen, and which bust up our Big Dine. 

But Brst I would zemark that it is not a prudent plan 
For anj culinary gent to flout his fellow-man ; 
jUd, if a eoUeague can’t agree with his peculiar whim, 

To wait on that same coHeagne, and trip np the heels of him. 

Now no^dng could be nicer^ or more beautifnl to see, 

prooeedings oE onr Cooks (and we bad 
m JoACBcm (of Goshen) made a dish (of devilled bones), [three), 
Whi^ he flannted in the face of Arthur B. with swelling tones. 

Arthur made an entree; he constructed it with care, 
he vowed that e’en Apkhus would have owned it? rich and me. 

protested that “ soup first” was a fixed rule, 
Albthur B. insinuated that his colleague was a mule. * 

^ nailed a langaid.smile ; meeringr was Abthub’s fault. 
Ae had one squirmy smyger whioh. was worse thaa an assault 
He a most saroastio man, this languid Arthur B,. 

And he aimed at being OAe/, which Jokim said was fiddlededee. 
Now I hold it ’s not the duty of a onlinary gent 
^ say hM eoUe^e is a Moke-at least to all ihtent : 

^ rf^ld the mdividn^ ^ho happens to be meant 
by chucking crockery to any great extent. 


For in less time than 1 write it every Cooky dropped his dish, 
And onr menu was as mnoked as onr worst enemy , could wish ; 
And the way those Cookies chivied in their anger was a sin, 

And the only dinner left ’em was the cheese— which I took in. 
And tins is all I have to say concerning this sad spill ; 

• For I live at Greenlands (Henley), and my name is Moral Bill ; 
And I ’ye told,- in simple language all I know ahont the shine 
That demoralised bur kitchen, and upset the year’s Big Dine I 

A SWEET HOME FOR NANCY. 

Dear Mr. Punch, — ^The other evening, wishing to enjoy a little 
Musio, I went to the Lyric Theatre, and found that the opera chosen 
for perfomiance was called Sweet Nancy^ founded upon a novel 
with some similar title by Miss Rhoda BrotJghton. The prettiest 
tune 1 heard was one that I fancy had been played before, and my 
belief is the stronger as Mr. Henry Neville referred to it as “a 
dear "old song.” It had to do with Darhy and Joan^'* and 
reminded me of J . L. MoIlot’s delightful song with that title. The 
rest of the 'music was, not very striking. Even to those who hold 
that the plot of jan OperR is only of secondary importance, Sweet 
Nancy could not have 'appeared to be exactly teeming with incidents 
However, -it was very nicely played by Miss Hughes, and that now 
matoe Lancashire Lad, the aforesaid Henry Neville, Without 
declaring ^at I shonld l&e to see it every evening for a thousand 
years (which ’I believe is a fagon de parler even in China), I 
certmmy oo^d sit it opt again; If I wished to bo a fault-finder I 
shonld say th^ the piece is too long, and seems all the longer because 
® characters are supposed to represent schoolboys, and a 
^ A The adapter is Mr. Buchanan— a poet and a play- 

wnght. Tms gentleman, I believe, has made many other pieces 
(naore ot less) his own, with (more or less) success. He seems to have 
a kna(^ of turning old plays into new ones. I live in hope that 
when I next visit this great Metropolis I shall find that ne has 
re- written the School for Scandal^ and brought Samlet tm to date. 

Yours always, A Critic from the Country. I 



The PAaE-Bor (W, H. Sk-ih). “AT ANY KATE, I’VE SAVED 
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THE OPERA-QOER^S DIARY. 

Monday to Fothingr partictilar tHs week. Second 

July Meeting at !N'ewmarket took a lot of people away, and the 
thunder, hait and rain frightened a lot more away on Thursday, so 
may as well discuss Esmeralda^ which I hadn’t time to do last week. 
Eather a mixed affair to start with when yon have a Trench libretto^ 
set by an English Composer, and played at the Eoyal Italian Opera, 



The Hanging Committee. | 

Covent G-arden. Ho matter. A big success for everyone concerned, 
from DnuEiOLAinTS downwards. Ho one could have ^hed for a 
better Esm&ralda than Madame Mblba., thou^ she did not make 
the most of that first charming song, I? EirondelW^ One 
Swallow, however, doesn’t make an Opera, and Madame Melba. 
soon pulled herself together, and threw herself into the work when 
she saw Mons. Jeait be Reszze, as Phoebus, winning fresh laurels. 

The Quasimodo of »M. Duebichb, of the Yibrato school, was 
dramatically good, but not great ; but Claude Frollo wfiw both great 
and good. These two have been defrauded of them rights by the 
undramatio Librettist, who has done about as little as posdble 
with the excellent materials at his command. ^What a scene might 
have been the final one between Quasimodo and Claude^ when 
Claude Frollo is pitched over the battlements. I forget what 
becomes of Quasi; but if he stabs himself, or is stabbed, that would 
be quite sufficient for dramatic justice and effect. Then, of course, 
the absurd ceremony used by Clopin^ and the^ real unwillingness of 
.^«mera?da to become Qringotrds wife, would di^ose of the marriage. 



How IT Ought to hays Ended. 

Mr. Justice Butt pronaunces a decree of divorce. ^PhoetusmameB Esmeralda. 
Claude EroUo is smashed, and Quasimodo is stabbed. 

unless Qringoire were previously got rid of (for I don’t remember 
how the novel ends) and Esmeralda would he united [to PhcsouSf 
while Fleur^de^Lys could marry De Ckevreuse.OT anyb^y el^. 

The Goat, too, has a wretched part : to be left out after the first 
scene is too bad. Something might have been done witn him, ii 
he had only bemi put into a chaise; but perhaps and 

Phcehus reserve him for further use m the course cf a couple of 
years .or so, when Ufalh drawing n goateohaise oontammg a little 
Esm&rcOda and a Httle Phsslus, foUowed by a nurse and Papa ^d 
rfl-Tin^ii.. would make a sensation at some f asbionable seaside rewrt. 


■wiiiiini*. would make a sensation at j « 

MonsimoETAEiOL played and sang well as Grtngotre. and Mons. 
WniroGBAnoEE was most artistic as Cfepm. ^umg to see Mo^ 
TiAtwATXE as Claude Rollo^ melodwunatically hiding behind the 


window-curtains, just as Phoebus enters the room followed by 
Esmercdda, So evidently was the curtain shaken, that Phoebus 
would most cer- « „ 

a have de- ^ 

the sneak, 

or he might have V\jN , 

Esmeralda. 

“What’s that? 
and have asserted 
his belief that it 
could not possibly 
be the cat, but he 
might have ac- 
cepted her ex- 
planation had tile 
informed him that 
it was the Goat. 

What a chance 
here lost for a 
situation of the 
Goat behind cur- 
tains butting 
Claude Frollo / 

However, it was 
ail “purtendiu’,” 
and Jeae" be 
RBSZKjB as The Qoat. ** I ought to have the second principal part 
Phoebus didn’t bi this Opera. If they don’t produce Pinorah^ I sn^ 
see tvbat be wonW Si'^e notice. Too bad of Goring Thomas. If I see him 
most ^iSy I ^ ‘ 

have noticed immediately had he been himself. Magnificently got up ; 
mise-ett'-scene excellent^; band and chorus all that could be wished. 



BULLY FOR THE COLONEL! 

**The Hon. Member had availed himself of the privilege accorded to 
Members of Parliament in debate to fire a shameful barbed arrow at Colonel 
Caddeld, in order that some of the mud might stick.” — Oolcnel Saitnderson 
in the Souse of Commons. 

Comb, listen to my story : it’s a sort of tiulling-sheck tale, 

With no end of fire ana fury, and a modicum of blood, 

And a Colonel who mixed metaphors as Yankees mix a cocktail, 

And a quiverful of arrows, shameful arrows, barbed with mud* 

It was Duxom who had used them, and he spoke of Tippeia^, 
DKpperary new and rentiess, where the tenants have combined. 

And the Pamellites were gathered like the chicks of Mother Cajbe^ 
When they fed the tempest rising, and give warning of the wind. 

And the pale and angry Tories sat impatient of the battle. 

And the benches of tine Commons, where they love a fight, grew 
full * 

Afidy although they knew ’twas better not to burry people’s ^ttle, 
They implored tneir fiery Colonel to oblige them with a bulL 

But the Colonel needs no prompting, straight tibses to address them, 
And Ms eye now flames in toy, and now twinkles like a star ; 
b-nA he turned on Mr. Paeiotl’s men, and didn’t nghtly bless 
them, , 

This flasmng, dashing, slashing mUitaire from Horth Armagh. 

before a man could whistle there were ructions and den^s, 
Shouts ftTid oountershouts of anger — quite a House of Commons 

who had lottled all Us wrath, pomed outthteTials 
On the heads of Irish gentlemen whose wigs were on the green. 

’Twas in vain they sought to daunt Mm ; like a flock of poisy spapows 
“Vnien a hawk comes grimly swooping, or like moths that tempt 
the wick, - _ 

So they scattered when the Colonel told the House of shameful arrows. 
Which were fixed quote the Colonel) in the hope that mud might 
stick. 

When Sir Boraa, the ever famous, smelt a’rat (you’ve heard the 
story)“~* 

Saw it fl-oaiing ia the air, he promptly Upped it in the hud ; 

Bat I our modem Colonel gets ihe great« share^of glow 

Tor inventing shamtihil arrows that could only spatter mud. 

oh, ye sons of Erin, when the coat-tails are tniiliM, 

Make your weapons on tMs pattern, tMnk of Satobbbsw, hftbull; 
And no mother’s son will suffer, tiiough the missiles tiiould come 

If y^oMy* use mud-arrows, or sMUelagha ma^ of wool I 

Devotjx Wish op LaitbIiOEBS pob Mr. Baipour.-"** May 
Ms shadowing never grow lessl ” .. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EITEACXED FEOM THE DIAET OF TOBT, H.P. 

Souse of Commons^ Monday, July 14, — Goyemmeiit aguin 
narrowly escaped defeat. Last time it was Ascot; this time Marl- 
borough House Garden Party. “ This Session,” says T, Harrinq- 
j.. TON, “IVe taken to subscribing to 

The Morning Tost ; study its fashion- 
able news ; look out for arrangements 
likely to draw men away from House ; 
then me smd Sage put our heads to- 
gether; arrange for Division; take it 
smart, and Government left in lurch.” 

To-day opportunity found in Motion 
for Select Committee on constitution 
of Scotch Committee. Akbbs-Dottgias 
proposed twenty-one members, all Scotch 
but one. ‘ ‘ Let us have the lot Scotch,” 
says Hoberison; moves Amendment 
accordingly. House pretty full, know- 
ing crisis at hand ; Government Whips 
scouting for Members. 

“Tell you what I’ll do,” says Pen- 
BOSB Fitzgebalt) to Akees-Douglas ; 
“I hate garden-parties and that sort 
of thin^, but as we shall be in a hole 
if Division now rushed. I ’ll take cab, 
run up to Marlborough House, fetch 
down some men; inconvenient, you 
know; works against grain; would 
rather be down here helping you than 
mingling in glittering throng; but, as 
the. Governor says, duty is our load- 
star; say the word, and I'll go off to 
Pall Mail and fetch a lot down.” 

“ Fitzgerali),” said Aibbs-Dottglas, 
wringing his hand, “fcvou’re a brick. 

A New Sutaoriber to Iht ■ thing, 

Morning ^ott. and are ready to doit » , 

' Douglas paused to wipe away tear 
drawn from his sensitive glands by this evidence of self-samfioe. 
When he ’d done it. looking again at Futzgebald’s briskly-retreat- 
ing figure, couldn’t help noting how smartly he was got up ; summer 
pants; white waistcoat; the short “reefer,*^ familiar in the Lobby, 
cast aside for the courtly frock coat: observed him as he strode 
forth, producing pair of lavender kid gloves. 

“ Odd,” said Douglas, reflectively. “ Fitzgekald never expected 
to go to Garden Party* down heretohelome; sndden emergency, 
and spirit of self-devonon, suggested to him to run over, and see 
what could be done ; happy chance to find him, by exception, in the 
right rig. It would never have done for him to rush oyer to Marl- 
borough House to meet the Queen in his * reefer.’ Curious, when 
. . I come to think of it. Hope there’s not 
more in it than meets the eye.” 

Debate on Bobebtson’s ' Amendment 
abruptly closed; Division rushed; position 
Ml of Government critical; Abebs-Douglas 
anxiously on look-out for Fttzgebald and 
the Malborough House -relief parly; but 
they came not, and on Division Govem- 
nient saved by skin of teeth and eight votes. 
An hour later, Penbose -Fitzgebalj) re- 
tumeditoLobby with guilty look; carefully 
avbided Aecebs-Douglas ; that able captain 
too broken-hearted at .the perfidy to be 
angry; “Hoah's dove didn’t treat 
him so,” he said to himself ; but all 
am saM to Fitzgbbalu was, “Pleasant 

Jm Party, at MalbQTOUgh House, I sup- 

< ®l pose?” V Yee-e8,”8aidFiTZGBBALB; 

am rather ; couldn’t get back quite as 

W ^ ^ expected.” 

M —Irish’ Votes in 

V jk. 3r«e«dby.— Eegular set-to of Iruh 

" ' Members bn Prince Abthub. Mad- 

Haste to the Wedditf E. gallantly threw himself aorosl 

, ^ body of Ms cMef, but got such 
fearfol pummeUing retired into silenoe 'for rest of sitting. What 
made it worse for Abthub was Chairman’s ruling; p^ed'^him 
np more than once amid loud cheers from Opposition;' Tbc'Hbalt 
on war-path; qnotesTENNTSON with odd variation; represents Prince 
Abthub as saying of Irish Members, You have not got the pose 
that marks the cast of Yebe he Yebe.” Proceedings oocasioiudly 


lively j grow a little monotonous after first five hours. Met Stuaet 
hraryiUg off, humming to himsdf the air. “ JTosfe to the Wedding*^^ 
Aren’t you going to stay for division r ” I asked. 

Ho,” said he. I mustered ; strikes only on the box ; when you 
ask for it, see that you get it ; none other genuine. Have an im- 
portant engagement to-morrow morning. If you ’re waking Colhan 
early, Colhan ^ly, Tobt dear.” 

Star^ at this incoherent speech ; thought at first he was mad or 
had dined. tThen I remembered lhat to-morrow, at Norfolk, he 
marries Miss Colhan. 

Business dfone.— More Irish Votes. 

Thursday^’— pur si muove : that is to say, it toUl move : they’ll 
all move, in spite of Bbamwell. London, probably, the only popn- 
lation in the world that possesses the supernatural patience necessary 
to submit to having its movements ohstructed by bars and gates put 


np across some of its principal thoroughfares. Oddly enough, they 
congregate round congeries of Bailway Stations in the North. To- 
day, Bosebebx in Lords moves Second Beading of Bill designed 
to have them swept away. Bbamwell protests. “Speaking,” 
he said. “ in name of over two hundred people who live in distnct 
affected by the Bill, I ask your Lordships to reject it.” This 
too much even for House of Lords, That alleged luxury of two 
hundred people should weigh against convenience of the population 
of London was a little monstrous. Bbamwell kept his countenance 
admirably. Lobh Chancellob looked on admirmgly. 

“ That ’s the man for me, Tobt,” he said. “ If we could only have 
a House of Lords all Bbamweixs, with me on Woolsack, we ’d make 
Old England once more a merry spot.” 

Best of House, however, womd not enter Into joke. Mabejsg 
admitted that, being a constant passenger by Great Northern Bail- 
way, he generally “ said a dam’’ when passing these gates. This 
felt to be a shocking state of tMngs. Gates and bars must be bundled 
off, i f onl y to prevent use of bad language by Pbimb Moobteb. 
Bbamwell reluctantly admitted this, still pleading with touching 
eloquence for preservation of the obstruotion. 


chopping of the headsman’s axe. Temple Bar has gone, and long 

ago have vanished the heads that used to look wistfollv down on the 

passing chairmen. The chairmen themselves have i^>ed into eteniity, 

and in their place circles the Hansom 

cab. No more does the lovely, lonely 

oil lamp swing at the comers of onr 

streets. Your LordsMps can wend 

your way homeward as far West as 

Hensington, or as far North as High- 

bury, without meeting the casual 

foo^ad. The town is drained; the 

river is embanked; onr streets are W \ 

paved ; and we have a penny post. \ mW ^ ft . 

Almost all that is left to us of the I 

good old times are these bars, arbi- { lltW m/ fkim 

trarily set np across our thoroughfare, 

watched by a gentleman in a seedv 

suit, and a rain-beaten hat girt with - 

tariUBhed golden lace. I beseech your 

Lord^ps, by your memories of in- f 

fancy, by your love of our old Con- 

stitution, by the faith of your Order, 

by your fidelity to your Sovermgu, to 

g are these last lingering reKcs of the f] 

mdon that helx^ to make our U*1T* 

E^ire great.” ' / V 

House plainly toudiied at this out- m 

burst of eloquence. Lord Bangob 
closed bis eyes, and clasped Ms hands, 

as if in Church. If there can be any « ^ Chiiri^.” 
arrangement made in Committee by 

wMoh the gates and bars, after removal, may be placed ip con- 
venient order round Bbamwell’s residence, so that he shall be forced 
to make detours as he goes about Ms daily business, it shall be done. 
With this understanding, An^endm^t withdrawn, and Bill read 
Second Time. ■ ^ . 

Business done% — In Commons, more about Irish Y ot^ . , 

Friday* — Vote for Irish Prisons Boa^ on in Committee, of Supi>ly. 
Interestmg conversation between Prince Abthub and recent imimtes 
of the prisoiLs. O’Bbdsn protei^ that the treatment was abomihaple* 
Prince Abthub cites O’B.’s persoi^ appearance in pr^f7ttojtimigs 
are not so bad as they are painted, “ Four times you *ve Been in 
prison,’/ he urged. “ and see how well yon look.’!* Dillcht .t^es 
objeotion to the pn^n garb ; discloses stroiig y darning to see Prince 
Abthub arrayed in it. Abthub quite content with his preset 
tailor. Shaw-Leeevbe joins in conversation ; Abthub looks at him 
longingly. “ They say we shan’t be in office another year, Tobt,” 


into eternity, 


Haste to the WeddiUg. , 


“AsifinChTircb.” 
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go irithout incnmni; actual risk ; but I ’U ha 
Mtts^ms -Irish Yotes happily coucluded. 


^tes hauDilT coucluded. the palatial office of the Sporting Standard, where the Champiou 

... was introduced to the Staff. Hands aU round followed, and a 

glorious day wound up with a visit to the theatrical resorts of the 
A SPORTING STYLE. latter-day Babylon, in company with some of the right sort, though 

( With ExompUs,) getting both fewer and farther between than in the good 

^ t t j.jj^ eld days. 

Frefcdory EoU, — ^It is a common mistake to luppose that the — .a. 

present generation frowns upon the literary achievements of the . -r -r . . m i tt-t 

descriptive reporter who chronicles the great deeds of athletes, oars- AXJSTB.A.LIA. AT ST. PAUL S. 

men, pugilists, and sportsmen gener^Iy. jpn the 17th of July the Earl of Rosebeey uuyeiled a Memorial erected 
On the contrary, if we may pretend to in St. Paul’s Cathedral to the late Right Hon. William Bede Dallbt, of 
judge from a wide and long-continued Hew South Wales, mainly through whose personal exertions, when Chief 
study, we should say that the vates sacer Secretary to the Ministry there, the Colonial Contingent was dispatched to the 
of the present day, though he may not of England in the Soudan. This, as Lord Rosebery said, is the first Me- 
rival his predecessors in refinement and ^o^sl which has been erected to a Colonist in our Metropolitan Cathedral.] 


classical allxision, is by no means ioferior 
to them in wealth of language and 
picturesque irrelevancy. Sportmg re- 
porting, in fact, was never more of a 
fine art, and on the whole has rarely 
been better paid, than it is at tbe 
present day. In the hope* that many a young journalist may be 
hel]^ in ms struggle for fame and fortune, Mr, Funeh proposes to 
pnmish a tiiort manual of sporting reports, with examples and short 
notes, that may explain the technique of the husiness to the aspirant. 

BfOLES. 

I 1* Always remember that you are a sporting reporter, and be as 
> fpmrtive as yon can. The dig-in-the-ribs and chuok-her-under-tiie- 
I chin style is always effective. 

2. Speak of everybody by bis Christian name or his niok-name. 

3« If you think a man ought to have a nickname, invent one for him. 


The mighty Empire reared upon the main, 

He “ cheriied, served, and laboured to maintain.” 

And who will doubt tbe claim by this made good 
To neighbouring Helsoh, and our Couotgwoob ? 

His country holds her loyal son’s remains : 

But here, whilst Wben’s huge dome rolls back the strains 

Of the great organ’s golden months, or while 

Pecan or requiem sounds along the aisle 

Sacred to mighty memories, Dailey’s name 

Inscribed amongst our home-hom heirs of fame 

Shall stand, and show to all onr Itiand brood 

Australia’s love, and England’s gratitude. 

VERT MUCH AT SEA. 

As there appears to be some confusion with regard to the exact 


i Employ stock quotations wherever they are least required, and pro^amme scheme for the forthcoming Naval An^mn 

ve a music-hall flavour to every report. Manoeuvres, the following sketch, gleaned from recent inquiry on 


! give a music-hall flavour to every report. 

; 5. If possible, misquote. 

6. Avoid all simple language. 

7. Patronise all titied sportsmen, and pat we^dtby bookmakers on 
the ba(k. 

8. Never miss an opportunity of showing that you are on familiar 
terms with the sun, moon, rain, wind, and weather Jin general. Do 
tiiis, as a rule, by means of classical tags vulgarised down to the 

^ levd of a costermonger's cart. 

9. Spin out your sentences. 

i 10. Mix up your metaphors, moods, tenses, singulars, plurals, and 
I the sense g^OTally. 

11, Refer often to “the good old days” you don’t remember, and 
bewail the decadence of sport of all kinds, 

\ 12. Oocasion^yhe haugh^ and contemptuous, and make a parade 

of ragged and inoorruptibie honesty. In Siort, he as vain and offen- 
; sive as you can. 

* 13. Set yourself up as an infallible judge of every branch of sport 

t and alMetios. 



a, gieanea irom recent inquiry on 
the subject made at Whitehall, 
may, if he can manage to foUow 
it, j) 0 SBibly serve to enlighten the 
nninitiated outsider. 

An enemy’s fleet, having, it is 
supposed, escaped the vigilance of 
the Channel Squadron, consisting 
of H.M. Eirst-class Battle-ship 
Blunderer, accompanied by the 
third-class cruiser Jach-aee, and 
the torpedo-boats Corhscrew and 
Tooth-hrmh, which, also it is 
supposed, represent a fleet of 


thirty-six iron-clads, twenty-six 
armoured cruisers, attended by 
fifty torpedo vessels, have sailed 

- yietpriontiy up the Thames, and, 

and afihletLOs, having seized the Seroentine, 

:R^.B!a»n,fe.-Eveiit to bo reported: An American pngilirt of Bayswater P^d- 

^rtEnrton.and is reomyed by his English friends andsym- f^eWert te“jovS^ 


O’ELAHERTT IN ENGLAND. thrAO 

. Arrival op the Champioh. His Rkoeptioh, Margate, and the Isle of Dogs 

What he Thinxs op Enolanu, under sealed orders, they elude 1 

It was soniew]^ towards “the sritohinghonr of noon” that the OraTOsend, Livery] 

ToaA and splendid arterv of commernA. to wit. tho ■RnBfnTi .ttenqon, _^d xarmonth. lh< 


^ps, imagmed to be attempting to land com, that they have brought 
from ports across the Atlantio, simultaneoudy at Pegwell Bay, 
Margate, and me Isle of Dogs, it is again supposed lhat, acting 
under ^led orders, they elude the enemy, and dividiug their forces, I 
make for Gravesend, Liverpool, Dundee, “ The Welsh Harp ” at I 


I he ^ England expected every man to do his duty, several places at the same time, will be provided with 

f iho L^ht Brigade, and so on to where glory and an exprew ® fog-horn, and telescope, to enable them to adiudge the 

j feiin w«^ wading, or would be waiting, before yon had time to sneoess ot f aiture following respectively on each 

[ , a tenpeimy nail on the head twice. The company on the ■ s-s is possible to tiie probable iseues 

. platform ^pnsed the elite of the sporting world. “ Bluff” Tommy remaining in dispute and undecided, 

Poppm, the ever, courteous host of ‘^The Chequers,” “Bill” T j ^ord, who wiU toss up with a 
rTotoiOM, by to fnends ydept the Masher, Jake Rumbelo, the i^o-i^eaded halfpenny, specially provided for, iuthe Estimates, for 
[mMe-weightWorld’sC5]Lampipn,wereant^^^^^ thepi^osey 

i ^ as the poet hath glj^ce at the abpye will show that the scheme, though simple in 

MR: whv ** HAth -tf.’’ Tin -vyiovi «ii i , conception. ina.v AAtnl-e liAAATvia nATM-nlyno-f-ni:) . v-nx z£ 


^ ^ 1 i H. spaiimg tits along the azure aowmpanyn:^ rrference to the daily letters of the Corre- 


! 004 me ^er, drives his spanking tits along the aznre aommpanyn^ rtf erence to the ,daily letters of the Corre- 

! intolie^statiom *««ier 


ouo uiau DUBOIUOU lUliU lue-siamon. a ry - will jLUXbaer XaOK I 

i i'iiv 9^^^^^^^»S3^jt5ie“maninaiiiillion,” leaned aadpoataonB of places namei and mark them with I 

; OTt^ffi^railw omiage, amid tke plaudits of all the l^e blood Railway :^p attached to BrcJshatif^ Guide, it may j 

, of England s i®crts. La answer to mqniries the Champion Uti.MwwTw P> tt>«>w some light on the oourse, of dytftts, and leave the * 

«An.greeableT.rtotf.rthisi.Ju.-P. .. 

^ Sr Wv » « ». «-*«■.., wa “ 

thwe will be no exception. oy a stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To this rule 
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A SCENE” IN THE HIGHLANDS. 

Ill-u$6d Euslmd {under the Bed). Atte 1 Ye mat Oeack mb, and ye mat Thrash mb, but ye 

CANNA BREAH MY MaNIiY SpEREIT. I 'LL NA COMB OOT ! I ” 


You’re off, boys, to Bermuda 
{Like the Bermoothes,” 
vexed”)* 

The Ghiards rebd ? jProh pudor J 
What next — and next — and 
next? 

Who ’ll guard the G-uards, if they 
guard not 

The fame they should revere ? 
Fie on the row, row, row, row, 

Of the Britim Ghrenadier I 

Your Punch is sorry for you, 

And for these lads “ in quod ; ” 
But Discipline ’s a parent 
That muet not spare the rod. 
May you right soon redeem your 
name, 

And no more may Punch hear 
Of the row, row, row, row, row, 
row, 

Of the British Grenadier ! 

If you have been o’er-worried 
By ultra-Martinet ; 

Into unwisdom hurri^. 

Be sure Buiir won’t forget. 

But England’s Bedcoats must not 
ape [clear ; 

The Hyde Park howl, that’s 
So no more row, row, row, row, 
From the British Grenadier t 


KOBERT^S AMERIOAIf ACQUAINTAITGE. 

My akwaintance among eminent selebraties seems to be rapidly 
encreasing. Within what Amlet calls a week, a little week, after 
mylarst intervue with the emenent young SweE as amost lost his 
art to the pretty Bridesmade, I have been onored with the most 
cordial notice of a wenw emenent Amerrycane, who cums to Lundon 
wunce ewery year, and makes a good long stoy, and aEus cums to 
one or other of our Grand Otels. He says he’s taken quite a fansy 
to me, and for this most singler reason. He says as I’m the ony 
Englishman as he has ewer Imown who can aEus giv a answer rite 
off to ewery question as he arsks me 1 So much so, that he says as 
how as I ort to be apiuted the Guide, Feelosofer, and Frend of 
ewery one of the many Wisiters as we aEus has a staying here ! 

. WeE, aE I can say is, that if 1 affords the heminent Amerrycane 
jest about harf the fun and emusement as he does me, I must be a 
much cleverer feEer than I ewer thort myself, or than my better harf 
ewer told me as I was. Ah, wouldn’t fie jest make her stare a bit 
if she herd sum of his most owdacious sayings. Why, he aoshaEy 
says, that the hole system of marrying for life is aE a mistake, and 
not consistent with our changable nature! And that we ort to 
take our Wives on lease, as we does our houses, wiz., for sewen or 
fourteen years, and that in a great Tmajority of cases they woud 
both be preshus glad when the end of the lease came ! And he tries 
werry hard to make me bleeve, tho in course he doesn’t succeed, 
that in one part of his grate and staggeriag Country, eweryhody 
does jest as he Ekes in tiiese rayther himportant matters, and has 
jest as many Wives as he can afford to kee^, and that the 'King of 
that place has.abont a dozen of ’em! Ah, if you wants to hear a 
reel downright staggerer as nobody camt posserbly bleeve, don’t 
“ ask tbe Pleaceman,” but arsk an Amerrycane I 

He wanted werry much to go to Brighton, and see our new Grand 
Metro^le Otel opened last Satterday j sol spoke to our most gentle- 
manly Manager, and he gave him a ticket that took him down ffrst- 
elass, and brort him back, and took him into the Otel, and suppEed 
him with hevery think as art cond wish for, or supply, and as much 
Shampane as he could posserbly drink--and, when there ain’t 
nothink to pay for it, it’s reeEy estonishing what a quantity a 

gennelman can dispose of ; and the way tu which he afterwsids 

told me as he showed his grattitude for what he oaEed a reel first- 
class heavening’s enjoyment was, to engage a deEoions Ettie sweet of 
apartments for a fortnite, so we shall see him no more for that 
length of time* He told me as he had seen aE the great Otels of 
Urope and Amerrykey, but he was obEgated to confess, in his own 


mnpnatio langwiclge, tnat tne isngnton Metro^ie "Jiexea an 
meationl” I didn’t quite understand him, but I’ve no doubt it 
was intended as rayther complimentary. He rayther staggered me 


by asking what it cost, bnt I was reddy with my anser, and boldly 
said, jest exacly a quarter of a mElion. 

He told me that, m his own grand country, he was gineraEy re- 
garded as a werry truthful man, which, of course, I was pleased to 
fiear, for sum of his statements was thattetaggering as wood have 
made me dowt it in a feEer-countryman. For hinstance, he aoshaEy 
tried to make me bleeve that his Ooun^ is about 20 times as big as 
ours! "WeE, in course, common poEtoness .made me pretend to 
bleeve him, speshaEy as he ’s remarkable Eberal to me, as most of 
his countrymen is, bnt I coudn’t help thinking as it woud have been 
wiser of him if he had made his werry long Bow jest a leetle shorter. 
He’s a remarkabel ffae-looking gennelman, and his manners quite 
comes up to my description. Robert. 

A LYRIC FOR LOWESTOFT. 

[Mr. BjENRY Irvincj IB Btadying for hia new piece at Lowestoft.] 

Henry Irvino, wiE the Master feel the fierce and bracing breeze, 

As you wander by the margin of the restless Eastern seas P 

Save the seaguE slowly swirling none 
shaE hear the tale of woe. 

Learn how dark the life that ended in 
the fatal “ Kelpie’s Flow.” 

’Mid the murmur of the ocean you wiE 
teE how JSdgar felt 

When his Lucy broke her troth-pEght, 
and he flung down CraigengelL 

Fitting place for actor’s study, aE that 

Tonder^point metSnks Jas Wolf’s Crag 
should he known for evermore. 

Henceforth wiE the place be baxmted 
when the midnight hour draws nigh : 

Men shEl see the Master standing stem 
against the stormy sky. 

Faint, impalpable as shadow from the dondland, Lucy there 
ShaE keep tryst ; the moon’s effulgence not more gdden than her hair. 

And, in coming nights of Autumn, when the vast Lyceum rings 
With reverberating plaudits, and the town thy praises sings. 

Memories of the sands at Lowestoft shaE be with you ere you deep t \ 
In your ears once more shaE echo diapason of ihe de^.^ | 
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A DREAM OF UNFAIRLY-TREATED WOMEN- 

{A Long Way After tke Laureate,) 


I BEAD, before 
my eyelids 
dropt their 
shade, 

A leader on 
weak wo- 
men and 
their woe, 
In toil and 
industry, 
in art and 
trade, 

In this hard 
world be- 
low. 

And for a- 
while the 
thought of 
the sad part 
Played by 
them^andof 
Pate’s Hl- 
balanoed 
scales. 

Moistened 
mine eye- 
lids, and 
made ache 
minejheart, 
Remember- 
ing these 
strange 

Of woman s miseries in every land, 

I saw wherever jpoverty draws breath 
Womwi and anguish walking hand in hand, 
The dreary road to death. 

Those pallid Eempstresses of Hood’s great 
song 

Peopled the hollow dark, not now alone, 
And 1 heard sounds of insult, shame, and 
wrong. 

And grief’s sad monotone, 

Prom hearts, like flints, beaten by tyrant 

And I saw erowds in sombre sweating-dens, 
With reeking walls and dank and dripping 
roofs— 

Pit scarce for styes or pens. 

Heath at home’s sin-stained threshold : 
lionoar'B faU [hold pet, 

Hxslodgmg from her throne love’s honse- 
And wan-faced purity a tyranlf s tbrnll^ 

With TOd eyes sorrow- wet. 

And nnsexed women facing heated blasts ^ 

Aim T^het fumes, and fluttering tongues 

And yir^e staked on most unholy easts. 

And honour sold for hire : 


Squadrons and troops of girls of brazen aiij 
Tramping the tainted city to and fro, 

With feverish flauntings veiling chill despair 
And deeply-centred woe. 

So shape chased shape. I saw a neat-garbed 
nurse, 

Wan with excessive work; and, bowed 
with toil, 

A shop-girl sickly, of the primal curse 
Eich looked the helpless spoil. 

Anon I saw a lady, at night’s fall . 

Stiller than chiseled marble, standing 
there ; 

A daughter of compassion, slender, taU, 

And delicately fair. ^ 

Her weariness with shame and with surprise 
My spirit shocked : she turning on my face 
The heavy glances of nnrested eyes, 

Spoke mildly in her pkce. 

“ I have long duties ; ask thou not my name 
Some say I fret at a fair destiny. 

Many I have to tend ; to make my claim 
Some venture : we shall see.” 

“ I trust, good lady, that in a fair field, 

The case ’twixt you and tyranny will be 
tried,” 

I said; then turning promptly I appealed 
To one who stood beside. 

She said, “Poor pay, and plenteous fines, 
and worse. 

Made me rebel amidst my mates’ applause. 
To insubordination I’m averse, 

But have I not good cause ? 

“We are cut off from hope in our hard place, 
Sweet factory ? weu, o«r sweets are few. 
W e strike for justice, Man might show some 
grace, 

I think, Sir; do not yon?” 

Turning I saw, ranging a^flowery pile, 

One sitting in an enfiy dark and cold ; 

A girl with hectic cheeks, and hollow smile ; 
Wired roses there she sold, 

Or strove to sell ; but often on her ear 
The harrying voice of stem polioedom 
struck, 

Aud chased her from her vantage, till a tear 
Fell at her “wretched luck.” 

Again I saw a wan domestic drudge 
Senttering across a smug suburban lawn ; 
Tired with the nightly watch, the morning 
trudge, 

The toil at early dawn, 

A]^ then a frail and thin-olad governess, 
Hurrying to daily misery through the rain, 
lolling, with scanty food, and scanty dress, 
Long hours for little gain. 


Anon a spectral shop-girl creeping back 
To her dull garret-home through the chill 
night, [paid hack 

Bowed, heart-sick, spirit- crushed, poor ill- 
Of harsh commercial might 1 

These I beheld, the world’s sad woman- 
throng, 

Work -ridden vassals of its Mammon-god, 
Their destiny to creep aud drudge along, 

And kiss griefs chastening to\ 

Aud then I saw a spirit surface-fair, 

A Ma^uad-masked betrayer, base, impure, 
Bit with sin’s glittering garb, and radiant 
Gay laugh, and golden lure, [air, 

It smiled, it beckoned— whither ? To the 
abyss I [drawn 

But of that throng how many may be 
By the gay glamour and the siren kiss 

To where sin’s soul-gulfs yawn ? 

How many ? Ho response my vision gave. 

Make answer, if ye may, ye lords of gain I 
Make answer, if ye know, ye chiders grave 
Of late revolt, and vain ! 

Dream of Fair Women ? Hay, for work and 
want 

Mar maiden comeliness and matron grace. 
Let sober judgment, clear of gash and cant, 
The bitter problem face I 


Erust Avenged. —The Irish champions, 
Hamilton, Pim, and Stoker, have won the 
“All-England” (it«Aow/i?be All-Irish) Tennis 
Championship, both Single and Double, beat- 
ing the hitherto invincible Brothers Rbnshaw, 
and other lesser Lkhts of the Lawn. An d 
now at Bisley the Irish Team have, for the 
third time in succession, won the Elcho Chal- 
lenge Shield, The old caveat will have to be 
changed into “Ho non-Irish need apply I ” 

Guite the Hewbst Songs.— “ Over the 
Sparkling Serpentined^ By the author and 
composer'of * ‘ Across the SHU Lagoond^ ‘ ‘ Five 
Men in a\ Ca A” By the ditto ditto of ‘ ‘ Three 
Men in a J9oa^;” Hates Copper NighU 
mare^^ follow Love*s Golden Bream 
and the “ GeneraVs Bustpan^^ also, shortly; 
a companion song to the popular “ Admires 
Broomd'* 

“ A Gathering OF the Clan.”— According 
to Behretty the Earl of Clancabtt (by the 
way, the Patent of Hobility granted to this 
family in 1793, is consequently not a hundred 
years old) bears on Ms arms “A Sun in splen- 
dour.” The authority is too good to imagine 
for a moment that tMs can be a misprint I 
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WEEK BY WEEK. 

Monday. — Colney Hatcli Hns- 
8ars’ Ammal private Introspeo- 
tion. Balloon rises at Chelsea. 
Sets to partners after midnight. 

Beadle of Bnrlington 
Arcade’s Copper Wedding Fes- 
tivities commence. Kangaroo 
Shooting in Fleet Street begins. 
Wednesday. — Mr. Punch np and 
out with the lark. AfterBoon 
Fireworks on the Stock Ex- 
change. Hippo]^tamns-wash- 
ingin^e Serpentine c< tmmences. 
Thursday. — Billiard Champion- 
ship contest in the Pool below 
London Bridge. Cannons sup- 
plied by the Tower. Anniver- 
sa^ Festivity to celebrate the 
Discovery of cheap linger Beer 
by the Chinese B.o. 3700. 

Opening of the “ Wash 
and Brush you up ” Company’s 
Automatic Machme, by Prince 
Heiolt of Batteebeeo. Total 
Eclipse of the Moon, invisible 
at Heme Bay and Pekin. 

—Tinned Oyster Season 
commences. Fancy Dress Ball 
at Bedlam. Close time for 
Hysenas in Belgrave Square. 

The Austrian Inventor, who 
has just designed his ship of a 
mile in length that is to travel 
through the water at eighty- 
seven miles an hour, and cross 
the Atlantic in something under 
a day and a half, is, am told, 
only waiting the requisite capital 
to enable him at once 'to set about 
carrying his project into effect. 
Each vessel will be provided with 
an Opera House a Cathedral, 
inclu&ig a Bishop, who will be 
one of the ship’s smaried officers ; 
a Circus, Cricket-ground, Ceme- 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 



A WASTED EPIGRAM. 

**Whekb is the Eveniho Gazsttjb, Waitek?” 
“Please, Sir, it's hot vet Sbwn” 

*^Sowir, Sir. I It ouoht to have comjs up! 


tery, Bace - course, Gamblmg- 
saloon. and a couple of lines of 
Electno Tram-oars. The total 
charge for board and transit whl 
be only 10^. 6d. a dav, which will 
bring the fare to Hew York to 
something like 16s. As it is cal- 
culated that at least 100,000 
passengers will cross the Athmtic 
on each journey, the financial 
aspect of the whole concern seems 
sound. As I said before, the only 
difS.culty is the capital. Surely 
some enterprising Croesus who has 
thirty millions lying idle in the 
Two-and-a-half per Cents, might 
look at the matter. 


“A Spoutiho Tipstee’' 
writes:— “Perhaps yon are not 
aware that the featore of next 
Season’s Foot-ball "will he the 
arrival of a strong team of the 
Kajawee Cannibal Islanders,^ a 
ferocious race, who have been in- 
structed in the game by a cele- 
brated Midland half-back ^ As in 
practice they invariably, instead 
of a foot-ball, use a fresh human 
head, and in a scrimmage leave 
half their number dead on the 
field, by having recourse to the 
‘Kogo’ or ‘Spine Splitting 
Stroke,’ introduced from a local 
athletic game, some excitement 
wiE no doubt be manifested in 
sporting circles when they meet 
the Clapham Rovers, as, I belie'^, 
it is arranged they shall do at the 
Oval, early in Hovember next.” 


Hats of the style of the earliest 
portion of the Saxon Heptochy 
will after he seen in the 
Bow during this Season, though 
several male leaders of fashion are 
stated to have given orders for 
them on an approved model. 


MINE AND THINE. 


But yon never “rig the market.” (What an awkward word is 
“rig”l) 

And yon drain success in bumpers from an overflowing cup. 


[In a recent case, a promoter of Gold Mining Companies was asked if ffyof T hen one day the thing gets shaiy, and it gOM fMm to worse, 
his Companies had ever paid a penny of dividend* His And the Dublic irrasps a shadow where it to held a snare ; 


JJJ.D VrVAUpeUAACO JAOiVa j w* ^ , [ And the public grasps i. — 

cannot know much, about gold mines to ask pu^ a question He aomWM, . j . country clergy most unclericany curse, 

howevt-r, that he himself had made some £60.000 out of them. ihis, he fiave “ realised yonr property,” and end a milhonnaire. 


however, that he himseH had made some £60.000 out of them. “This, he 
said, “ is not profit ; it is the realisation of property.’’] 

Taxe a patch of land, in Africa and multiply by ten, 

Then extract a ton of metal from an ounce or two of sand j 

Write a roseate prospectus with a magnHying pen, 

Making deserts flow "with honey in a rich and s mi l in g land. 

Take some crumbs of truth, and spread them with a covering of b<Mihf 
And conceal them in a pie-ornst labelled “ Promises to pay ; 
Slide away all dirty linen, or remove it home to wash, 

And then begin the process which the “wise ones call Convey. 

Hext collect a band of brothers, all inspired by one desire. 

To subserve the public interest, single-hearted men and true ; ^ 
Stuff with shares, and thus permit them in yonr kindness to acquire. 
At a price, the vendor’s property,— the vendor being yon, 

Th^, since you must make a profit, call the public to your aid ; 

Let them give you all their money, which they think they only 

And of course you m'ustn’t tell them, till “1116 fools ^ve safely paid. 
Mines were made for sinking money, not for raising dividend. 

And the clergy bring their savings, the widows bring their store. 
And they push to reach your presence, and they jostle and tney 

And at last they pile their money in a heap before your door , 

And, just to make tiiem happy, you accept and keep it alL 

So you make your mine by begging — (modem miners never dig), 

A-nfl you float a gorgeous Company. The shares go spinning up ; 


COMING SEA-SCRAPE3 AT CHEIBEA. 

{Drawn hy an Insider.') 

TBDkT the sister Service should also have its turn at Chelsea 
I reckon I can understand, and the Show ought to be popnto ; but 
if the Admiralty want to make a further “exhibition” of them- 
selves, they won’t have to go very far a-field mat^al. Here 
oneortwoexhibitsthat come tohandat once. Fpt, there sthosebig 
guns which it ain’t safe to fire nohow, and wluch, you do lo^ with 
Sfllf a charge, crack, bend, and get sent hack to be ringed ^P» 
whatever that means, and are not safe, even fOT a salute, ever after- 
I wards. Then, in another case, they might show a foot or two of 
that blessed boiler-piping wMoh is dways leaW, or gphtting, or 
bating, just wheh It shouldn’t.. In a third they nught display a 
chop that had been cooked from lymg exposed in one of those famous 
stokeholes where the poor b^gars of ^ors axe expected to pass them 
time without getting roast^ too. Then there might he, as ^®ort of 
urize nuzzle, a plan of these here recent manoeuvres, "Wito. the 
^lire’s opinion, of ilw whole blessed jumble ^ed on to ^ 
to mliven file proceedings. Lord anonon might take ^ tnm with 
^e^sS of the Admiralty Board, and give ns, wery ball hour (w ao,, 
a figure or two of the Snipw, jurt to Irt Ae 
have got some sort of nantioal “ go ab^ thm to TOmnt m 

draiwg thar big smew. Bless yon, Wr. Pundh, thw 
Sm Exbibii^ of at Cbelsea n«rt ye« if yon ome to «slo^!toif>. 
Leastways fimt’s the opinion of ' ' 
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ON GUARDS! 

The Bad Foem of the Past. 


There lie stood in his evening dress, "with a half-smoked cigarette 
between his lips. He had been knocking about Piccadilly fll 
TiftfT dined at me Jnnior, looked in at the Opera, and nnmhed at the 

t Steak. He seemed a civilian of civilians. The 
most casual observer would have declared that 
he could never have seen the inside of a barrack- 
yard. So no surprise was expressed when the 
question was asked him. 

What am I?’* he repeated, lanradly, and 
then he replied, with a yawn, “ Can’t you see, 
old Chappie ? "V^y, an Officer in the Guards I ” 

The Good Form of the Future. 

There he stood in his neat, serviceable undress 
uniform, with a cigar between his lips. He Imd 
abandoned the swagger frogged coat] and silk 
sadx for the unpretending patrol jacket of his 
brethren in the Line. He had been hard at 
work all day in barracks, inspecting meals, 
visiting the hospital, attending parades. He 
had paid his company personally, had seen 
every man, and found that there were no complaints. He had 
attmded a mess meeting; and had dined at mess, playing a rubber 
afterwards (sixpenny points) in the ante-room. He knew as much 
about the internal economy of the Battalion as the Colonel, the 
Adjutant, or the Sergeant-Major. He seemed a soldier of soldiers. 
The most casual observer would have declared that he was acquainted 
with every inch of the barrack-yard. So general surprise was 
expressed when the question was asked him. 

‘‘What am I ? ” he repeated, briskly ; and • thenjhe replied, with 
a smile, “ CanH you see, stupid ? Why, an Officer in the Ghiards I ” 

VOCES POPULI. 

AT A GARDEH-PARTY. 

ScENE--vdt liondon Lauon, A Band in a costume half~V3ay between 
the uniforms of a stage hussar and a circus groom^ is performing 
under a tree» Guests discovered slowly pacing the turf or 
standing and sitting about in groups. 

Mrs. Maynard Gery (te her Brother-in-law — who is thoroughly 
aware of her little weaknesses). Oh, PHiL,-7you know everybody — 
do tell me I Wbo is that common-looking ^ little man with the 
iwrubby heard, and the very yellow gloves—how does he come to 
DQheref 

Phil, Where ? Oh, I see him. Well— have you read Sabrina^ s 
Unclds Other Niece f 

Mrs, M. G. Ho — ought I to have ? I never even heard of it 1 
Bhik Really? I wonder at that — tremendous hit — ^you must 
order it— though I doubt if you |11 be able to get it. 

Mrs. Mm G. Oh, I shall insist on having it. And he wrote it? 
Really, Phil, now I come to look at hhn, ttiere ’s something rather 
strikiim about his face. Hid you^Jsay Sabrina? s Niece's Other Aunt 
—or what? 

^ BhU. Sabrint^s Unclds Otherl Niece was what I said^mt that 
it s^niues. 

Mrs. M. G. Oh, hut I always attach the greatest importance to 
names, myself. And do you know hiTn ? 

Bhil. What, Tarlett ? Oh, yes — decent little chap ; not much 
to say lor himselL you know. 

Mrsm M, G. I don’t mind when a man is clever — do you ^biTiV 
you could bring him up and introduce hiTn ? 

BJ^ Oh, I could— hut I won’t answer for your not being dis- 
appointed in him. 

M. G. I have never been disappointed in any genius yet— 
TOimapS|. becanso I don’t expect too much — so go, dear boy ; he may 
be s^mmded unless you get hold of him soon. [Phil obeys. 

Bhl (^osipig the Stubby Man). Well, Tablett, old fellow, 
how are iSn^s gcdng vuth you ? Sabrina flourishing ? 

Mr. Tab^ {enthusiastically). It’s a tremendous hit, my boy: 
orders coming in so fast they don’t know how to execute ’em — ' 

; mere’s a fortune m it, as 1 always told you ! 

Bh^ Capital! ^but you’ve such luck. By the way, my sister-in- 
law IS most anxious to know you. 

r. Yery kiad of her. I dudl be delighted. I 

I Mt quite a stranger here. 

Come moug then, and I ’ll introduce you. If she asks you 
t o her :^ rties by any dianoe, mind you go— sure to meet a lot of 
pawesmg people. 

' up his co^r). Just what I enjoy-^meeting into- 

go in search of Mrs. M. G. 


First Lady on Chair. Look at the dear Yioar, getting that poor 
Lady Pawebese an ice. What a very spiritual expression he has, 
to he sure— reaUyouite apostolic I 

Second Lady. We are not in his parish, but I have always heard 
him spoken of as a most excellent man. 

First Lady. Excellent ! My dear, that man is a perfect Saint ! 
I don’t believe he faiows what it is to have a single worldly thought I 
And such trials as he has to bear, tool With that dreadful 
wife of Ms ! 

Second Lady. That ’s the wife, isn’t it ?— the dowdy little woman, 
allTalone, over there? Hear me, what could he have married 
her for? 

First Lady, Oh, for her money ^ of course, my dear ! 

Mrs, Battalions {to Mrs. St. Maetih Someevhxb). Why, it really 
is you ! I absolutely didn’t know you at first. I was just thinking, 
“How who is that young and lovely person eomiug along the 
path? You see— I came out ^without my glasses to-day, wMch 
accounts for it I 

Mr, Chuck {meeting a youthful Matron and Child). Ah, 
Mrs. Sharps, how de del Pm Ml right. Hullo, Toio, how are 
you. eh, young lady ? 

Toto {primly), I’m very well indeed, thank you. {With sudden , 
interest). How ’s the idiot ? Have you seen him lately ? 

Mr, C, {mystified). The idiot, eh? Why, fact is, Idon’tAnom 
any idiot !— give you my word ! 

Toto {impatiently). Yes, you do— you know. The one Mummy 

says you ’re next door to you must see him sometimes ! You did 

say Mr. Chucb: was next door to an idiot, didn’t yon, Mummy ? 

[Tableau. 

Mrs, Brattleton. Let me see — did we have a fine Summer in ’87 ? 
Yes, of course— I always remember the weather by the clothes we 
wore, and that June and July we wore scarcely anything^-some 
filmy stuff that belonged to one’s ancestress, don’t you know. 
Such fun ! By the way, what has become of Lucy ? 

Mrs, Si, Batticker, Ob, I’ve quite lost sight of her lately— you 
see she’s so perfectly happy now, that she ’s ceased to be in the least 


interest^ 1 

Mrs, MMSsiffe (te Mr. He Mure). Perhaps you can tell me of a 
good coal merchant ? The people who supply me now are perfect 
fiends, and I really must go somewhere else. 

Mr, JDe Mure. Then I ’m afraid you must be rather difficult 
to please. 

Mr. Tablett has been introduced to Mrs. Matnaed Geet— 
the following result, 

Mrs, M, G, {enthusiastically), I’m so delighted to make your 


Mrs, M, G, {enthusiastically), I’m so delighted to make your 
acquaintance. When my brotiuer-in-law told me who yon were, I 
positively very nearly shrieked. I am such an admirer of your — 
{thinks she won^t commit herself to the whole title — and so compounds) 
—your delightful Sabrina! 

Mr. T, Most gratified to hear it, I’m sure. I’m told there’s a 
growing demand for it. 

Mrs. M, G. Such a hopeful sign— when one was beginning quite 
to despair of the public taste I 

Mr. T. Well, I’ve^ always said— So long as you give the Public 
a really first-rate arriole, and are prepared to spend any amount of 
money on pushing it, you know, you’re sure to see a handsome 
return for your outlay— in the long run. And you see, I ’ve had 
this carefully analysed by competent judges 

Mrs. M. G. Ah, but you can feel independent of criticism, can’t 
you? 

Mr. T, Oh, I defy anyone to find anything unwholesome in it — 
it ’s as suitable for the most delicate child as it is for adults — ^nothing 
to irritate the most sensitive 

Mrs. M. G. Ah, you mean certain critics are so thin-skiimed — 
they are indeed I ^ 

Mr, T, {warming to his subject). But the beauty of tMs particular 
coniposition is that it causes absolutely no unpleasantness or incon- 
venience afterwards. In some oases, indeed, it acts like a charm. 
I’ve known of two cases of long-standing erysipelas it ban com- 
pletely cured. 

M.r8. M. G. {gather at sea). How gratifying that must he. But 
that IS the magic of all truly great work, it is such an anodyne — it 
takes people so completely out of themselves — doesn’t it ? 

-3^* B. It takes anything of that sort out of them^ Ma’am. It’s 
the finest discovery of the age, no household will be without it in a 
few months — ^thou^h perhaps I say it who shouldn’t. 


modest. {If he had been more retiring^ she would have, of course, 
reversed tms axiom,) I wish you would come and see me on one 
Djy Tuesdays, Mr. Tablett, I jffiould feel so honoured, and I 
think y(m wuuld meet some congenial ^irits— do look in some 
evening—^ will send you a card it I may — ^let me see — oc^d you 
come and lunch next Sunday ? I ’ve’ got a tittle nin n coming who was 
very nearly eaten up by cannibals. I thiTilr he would interest you* 
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Mr^ jT. I sliall be proud to meet him, Er— they eat much 
of him? 

j5f. ^r. {who ^rivaiely thinks this rather vulgar\. How wi^y 
you are ! That ’s guite worthy of a — Sabrina^ really I Then you 
will come ? So glad. Aud uow I mustn’t keep you from your other 
admirers any longer. I8he dismisses him^ 

XiATTfR. 

Mrs, M, G, {to her Brother^in-‘law), How could you say that 
dear Mr. Tabiett was dull, Phil ? I found him perfectly ckarm- 
ing— so original and unconyentional ! He’s pronused to come to 
me. By the way, what did you say the name or his book was ? 

Phil, I neyer said he had written a book. 

Mrs,M, 0^. Phil— you — Sabrinds Other — Something^ Why, 

I ’ve been praising it to him, entirely on your recommendation. 

PhU, Ho. no— yowr mistake. I only asked you if you’d read 
Sahrinc^s VncWs Other Niece, and, as I made up the title on the 
spur of the moment, I should have been rather surprised if you h^« 
Me never wrote a line in his life. 

Mrs, M, G, How abominable of you I But surely he ’s famous 
for something f He talks like it. [ With reviving hope, 

Phil. Oh, yes, he’s ihe inventor and patentee of the new 
** Sabrina ” Soap— he says he ’U make a fortune over it. i 

Mrs, M, G, But he hasn’t even done that yet I Phil, I’ll never 
forgive you for letting me make such an idiot of myself . What«m 
I to do now? I cari?t have him coming to me— he’s really too 
impossible I 

PhU, Bo ? Oh, order some of the soap, and warii your hands of 
him, I suppose— not that he isn’t a good deal more presentable than 
some of your lions, after aH ’s said and done I 

[Mrs. ME. Q-., before she takes her leave, contrives to inform 
Mr. Tablbtt, with her prettiest penitence, that she has only 
justrecolUcted that her luncheon party^ put off, and that her 
Tuesdays are over for the Season, Pirectly she returns to 
Town, she promises to let him hear from her ; in the mean^ 
time, he is not to think of troubling himself to caM, So there 
is no harm done, after all. 



THE OPERA-QOER^S DIARY. 

(Last Week of Opera.) 

Monday, — Hamlet, MEusic by ioKBUOiSB Thomas, and libretto by 
MEessieurs Cahe^ and Bakbier, who seem to have read Hamlet onoe 
throngh, after which they wrote down as a libretto what they remem- 
bered of the story. It would he difldcult to mention any Opera 
_ less dramatic than this, xhe 

ouestion arises at once, adapting 
the immortal phrase of James 
LB SiEPEBUE, “Why lug in 
Hamlet "V^y not have tilled 

it Ophelia f Whatever interest 
there may he in the Opera— and 
there is very little— is centred 
in Ophelia, The Gh^t 
g is utterly purposeless, hut of dis- 

9 tinguished appearance as arohust 

spectre, marching in at one gate, 
and out at another, or hiding 


behind a sofa, and popping up 
suddenly, in order to fri^ten 
an egually purposeless Hamlet, 
^ Like father, like son. M* Las- 
,5,. SALLE is a fine, substantial, hari- 
tonial iHamlet, who is always 
posturing, weeping, calling out 
K ma mere, and hluDDering on the 
ample matronly bosom of his 
mother, Madame Eichahd (“ 0 


beard and a different robe from what he had been previously wear- 
mg as in the Pirst and Second Acts, in order to enter and 

lead the King away, in an inteipblated and ineffective scene which 
was not in the book. A very hard-working Opera for ihe principals, 
^d. a ^anMess 

^^hom comes Camlet is out of it in the last Act. "Why ■wasn^t he 

and after a lunatic scene, charming, both musically andEdramatically, 
throws herself into the water, and dies singing. 

Here is a suggestion for the effective compression and reduction 
of the Opera, and if my plan be accepted, DnuEioLAisnjs will earn 
the etenual gratitude of those who would like to hear all that is 
good in it, and to skip, as Pallaliho does, the rest. Thus : — 

ACT I . — Enter Hamlet. Soh, Exit, Enter Ophelia. Soh, 
Ee’-enterKAMUsr, OPHEiaxan<XHAMLEr^oi?6-dttc<. JSirwf O phelia. 
Hamlet’s Friends come in, and he sings them a Drinking Song with 
Chorus, AUjoin in Chorus and Dance, Curtain, 

ACT n . — Opening Chorus {anything $ it doesn^t matter if iff s only 
pretty and bright ) . Evter Hamlet. I^lo. “ Eire, ou ne pas etrer 
Enter Ophelia with hook, pretends not to see Hamlet. Solo, Enter 
Oueen. Ophelia, complains to her that Hamlet isrCt behaving like a 
gentleman. Queen upbraids Hamlet: so does Ophelia: Hamlet 


Hamlet is out of it in the last Act. "Why wasn’t he 
brought into the Ballet ? 



Hamlet Personally Conducted. 


EichabbI O ma Peine P^) like a bigj blubbering, overgrown 
schoolboy. Were I inclined to disguisitionise, I should say that 
Messieurs Cabbe and BABBiEDihave actually realised Sbahspeabe’s 
own description of his j6lly-fi.esh^ hero, whose mind is as shaky as 
his well-covered body. Hamlet was— as Shahspeabe took care to 
emphasise— “ fat, and scant of breath”— which was the physical 
description of Ihe actor who first impersonated the leading rUe of 
this ptiy ; and the French authoris idea of Hamlet was, accordingly, 
a fat youth, very much out of condition, home from Wittenberg 
College, in consequence of his father’s recent decease. 

Some of the lighter musical portions of the Opera are charming, and 
the Chorus at the end of Act 1. might have been written hylOEFENBACH. 
But what is there of the story ? Hothing. The KEing m not killed : 
the Queen isn’t poisoned : Polonius is not stabbed bebind the ana^ 
having been, periiaps, killed before the Opera commence^ since his 
name appears in the book hut not in the programme, smd the only 
person on the stage that I could possibly associate with that d^ 
old Lord Chamberiaon was M. Miuatoa, wHo had donned a white 


An awkward moment for Hamlet. Bow with his Mother aud Ophelia. 

dewessed, Queen B.H. Exit Opbelia l.h. Hamlet remains, 
emdently goingmad, Pallapiho looks in. Dances, Hamlet joins 
her. Enter FHends, Courtiers, Peasants, and other Friends, AU 
join in ballet, "Hamlet included. Enter Keepers, am? Hamlet w taken 
off to HanweUhagen, Op he lia rushes in, faints. Curtain, 

ACT in. — Meadows near HanweUhagen, in Denmark, Dance of 
Lunatics, out for a holiday. To them enter Ophelia. AU the 
charming music, delightful, and, this being jinished, sh^ chucks her^ 
self away into the stream. Curiam* 

Great call for everybody concerned. And, if the above soh^e be 
adopted, the Opera would be over before eleven, having begun at nine. 


Thomas; and, if he is not “a doubting Thomas,” he win try this 
The remainder of the week passed away happily, so I hear, but 
was not able to be in my place, as I was at somebody else’s place 
far, far away. The Opera has been, from the first, a big success. 
Should like to hear MasanxeUa once again. Perhaps that is a tiieat 
in store for all of us. Thus ends the Opera-goerB Diary for 1^, 
and everybody is higidy satisfied and delightea. Curtain. 

MUISICAL PABABOX. 

When Autumn comes, our womenfolk prepare ^ j 

To grind the “ old old tune” called “ onange of am.” 




MRS. HIGHFLYER'S DANCE. 2 A.mI 


- ^ P.iVFi 

ah! it S all VEEY well POE THE FOOTMEK — AND TT ’a itt ™ 

■ OOACHMBlf AUD THE aALS.-Bi;r IT ’s PEEOIOUS ’aeD ON NS 


"OUfi TURN NOW!” 

Or, Ur. Bull and the Wandering Minstrels, 


Mr. BuU. Confomd these WaaderinH Miu- 
sfoels ! Oh, the bore of them I 

settled with yon tow-hair’d 

Taminr^e comer and behold two*^ 

"^ba^ ^ 

U^il I lap tkemm a liberal fashion. 

their noise is something 

E^gh to put a p^n in a passion, 
^mo^g^^***™*^ remonstrance 

tootle,- grind. 

Grms S the Portngucse 
What a chemvari! Oh, I must stop^^ 
sa-y* you lascal with the hurdv-cTirf^v 
Tile^s^d/l 


Horn^Plaf/er, Bah I ze old hombogs! He 
B A. Scumble 

iJut 1^ Till pay Yen it come to ze pinches ; 

X Enow him, ze cantankerous vieux 
cnappie. 

Ze G^maii yonder, yy he take ze inches, 
And get ze Hel-igolandl How he quite 
, happy. 

Zat blast 
1.- 1- • [features. 
How he do tear his hair and tyist his 

^ler ^ ** 

Mr, BuU, i say, you Portugee, smallest of 
^ creatures, ® ’ r^Tit! 

noisiest to your size, shut up, and 
Eurdy^gurdy, Gr-r-r-r/ Gr^r-r~r/ Zev 
fool is skveezable, 

OiS i"® teaseable 

Uut of ze tip,” ze big pour-loir e. He got 

* 11 TD .^ Pton ? 

take ze hint 

I Mt him too-J go. But I no let him 
Dots me away, as he did Sebpa Pinto. 

^ fiomeveres, he s^ soon be 

?®®se Eenglish are so funny. 

"I™* ^i^'® i® “ »rtfnl gloser 
^^^Sbiiconb’s sketch, Ne“ know z® , 

Ofg^^andkvietness.” Payns.ve.go, I 
- Li^ft tootling, i 


IN THE KNOW. 


{By Mr. Punch’s Own, Prophet.) 


Ah I going to Ghiodwood P I answer that 
question by another. Is it likely that a 
^ 5!^®.;^^?®*^?^ ®* any pretensions can possibly 

^ oS, one whom even his enemies 

^ ^ i^® ®“iy accurate and 

: spoitog writer in the world? 

• ®®V® ^ devoutly hope that 

‘ Wn^+‘i7^r® ii*®*® ®f a newly- 

oorn tadpole, will not he amongst the nnmhw) 

®®® “® ?* ??y moment on pronounoing 
the password, ‘‘mealy-month,” in my dd 
*P<^.^'Ooted to Moyalty, 
Yes, I shall be there. In the meantime, I 
t^^nf +1? treat the horses as only I can 
treat of them. I have nothing to say against 
Ptone^, except that the name promises very 
toU for one who means to W the imyT 
Nous verrons, aa Bacinb said, on a celebrated 
occasion. As for The Imp, I cannot ^ 

Me bad for the digestion, and Gdllonina 
tiian or not si^fa? 
as miss Bthel. A miss must be better tVioTi 

aS^oT ^ TAeoj>A»;tM were Formid- 

ff Ymogene possessed a Grecian Bend, 
p’’® ^®?‘.«¥^y to sound Meveilh in 
^^oh would certainly be a 

The above information ought to be suflS.- 
c^L^ whose brains are cal- 

^ egg-onp. All others may 


OUR TURN NOW!” 

Fxuro. un, Pouctou. (»to w n. ./ j.,„. o^,. .. yon aiTE OEKMIH 80MESHfa,-HE 00 VAT 1 TOU SITE m eOUBSIHO.-Fi CK> VAT I! ” 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL— Atodst 






Austtst 2 , 1890 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIYARL 


THE REAL GRIEVANCE OFFICE. 

3ita. Commissioner Punch.) 

An Anglo-Indian Gentleman introduced^ 

The Commkeioner, Well, Sir, Wliat can I do for yon ? 

Angh-Indmn^^ I *wisli respectfully to call your attention, Sir, to 
our case, wMch is now before a P^Hamentary Committee* I am an 

Indian Civil Servant. I am called a 
member of the TJncovenanted Service, 
but .1 contend that sncb a term is a 
'-M misnomer. Origin^y the Uncove- 

iian^ Service consisted of Natives of 
Iiidia, who were employed, without 
'W covenant, to do subordinate official 
under the direction of the Cove- 
nant^ Civil Service. The bulk of ; 
tt^^rsons were overseers and tax- 

. The Com^ Has there been any altera- 
yeus? I see you lay a 
stress upon originallg, 

, -ifn^/o-Jn. At this moment there’are 
in the Service, in one department 
^one — the Educational — a Senior 
r=~f^^ Classic, a Second Wrangler, several 

- . _ , other Wranglers, and many,FeUows of 

Uxtord and Cambridge, who took high honours with their degrees. 
The Service now requ^s great techmcal knowledge, as it has to deal 
vdth ArchsBolo^, Finance, Geological Survey, Public Works, and 
Telegraphy, and can only be entered by Europeans, who have been 
selected by nomination, or after competition, either by the Secretary 
of State for India, or the Government of Indm, It is not an Un- 
covenanted Service, as we now enter it with the prospect of a 
pension ; and one of our grievances is, that that project has become 
less favourable through the recent action of our employers. 

The Com, Be kind enough to explain. 

Anglo-In. CertaMy, Sir. When we entered the [Service our 
pension, after serving thirty years, was stated by the Secretary of 
State to be £500. Naturally this was taken to mean gold, but 
because years ago the Service condsted of Natives, the Government 
hit upon the plan of paying us in sHver, which at the present rate 
means a loss of £150 in the £500. 

^e Com, Are the members of the other Indian Services, Civil 
and Mihtary, treated in like maimer ? 

Angh-In, No, they are p^d their pensions in gold. 

TAe Com, Well, considering the class of men who now enter your 
Service^ do not see why you should be put at so great a disadvan- 
tage. Have you any other grievances ? 

Anglo-I n, W ell, thirty years is a long time to have to serve in a 
climate as trying as the tropics, especially when we are not allowed 
to count furlou^^ as service. 

The Com, I think so, too. Then I may sum up your grievances 
thus. You are ^ucated men, and therefore deserve fair treatment. 
You would consider fair treatment, payment of pensions in gold, 
and the lessening of the years of service necessary to earn the right 
of retirement? 

A^lo-In, Exactly, Sir ; and I cannot thank you sufficiently for 
putting our case so plainly. 

The Com, Not at all. Should you receive no redress within a 
reasonable time, you may mention tne matter to me again. 

[,The Witness with a grateful hoto then withdrew. 


THE SHADOW OE A CASE! 

{To theUdMor of Pumch,) 

Dear Sir, — ^As the leading forensic journal of this great Toountry 
{your contemporary Weeldy Notes runs you pretty close occasionally 
in some of its reports), I address you. It was my painful duty a few 
days ago (I had to “take a note ” for a colleague, an occupation more 
honourable than lucrative), to be present at a cause that was heard 
before the Presidentof the Frobate, Divorce, and Admiralty Division 
of the High Court of Justice and a Special Jury. The timl created 
considerable interest, not only amongst the general public, but 
amongst that branch of our honourable Profession represented by the 
Junior Bar, no doubt, because certain points of law, not eamly re- 
cognisable—I frankly confess, I myself, am unable to recount them 
^were no doubt in question, and had to be dedded^by competent 
authority* The Counsel directly engaged were soma of tne brightest 
ornaments of Silk and Stuffi. Amongst the rest were my eloquent 
and learned friend, Sir Charles Bussell, my erudite and learned 

nr_ / 1 Ctx •_ _ 


passing notice of an axtlcie in one or more of the leading journals is 
scarcely sufficient to meet. 

It was proved that the detective part of divorce (if I may use the 
expression) may be conducted in a fashion, to say the least, of not 
the most entirely satisfactory character. A talented family were 
called before us^ whose i>erformanees were, from one point of view, 
extremely amusmg. But, Sir, although (as you will the first to 
admit) laughter is a moOT excellent thing in its proper place, the 
sound of cachinnation is seldom pleasing in the Divorce Court. 
Under these circumstances I would propose that, in future, Divorce 
Shadowing should be put under the protection of the State, There 
should be a special department, and the Shadowers should be of the 
distinguished position of Mr. McDouuall of the London County 
Council, and the like. Theofficeof the rank and file of the Shadowers 
should be honorary, as the pleasure of following in (possibly) un- 
savoury steps in the cause of virtue, would be to them, I presume, 
ample reward for any trouble the labour might entail. I would 
wilii^ly myself undertake the responsibilities attaching to the post 
of Director-General, of course on the understanding that a suitable | 
provision were made, not only as compensation for the loss of my | 
practice, but also that I might perform the duties of the office with i 
suitable dignity. But when I say this, I would add, that I should 
reserve to mysdf the right of seeking the supplementary services 
of the Archbiahop of C aetebbubt, and Mr. Shenn Augustus Harris. 
as assessors in assisting me to distinguish between innocence and 
vice, and guilt and virtue. 

Believe me, with an expression of all necessary rei^ct for “the 
Nobility” connected with the case to which I have referred, and 
admiration for the courage of a certain Militiaman, exhibited by his 
entering the witness-box, and there facing the cross-examination 
he BO richly deserved, I remain, Yours truly, 

{ Signed ^ A Bbieeeess, Junior. 

Tump-handle Courts July 29, 1890. 

OUE BOOKING-OFEICE. 

Poet and Prophet are nearly allied. Mr. Alfred Austin is an 
illustration of this, in his recently published , Lyrics 

ptfAcaonLAN)allofwhichhemusthavewritten 
in utter ignorance of the doings of the Chair- 
man of the County Council. Yet, hath the 
Prophetic Poet these lines 

** Primrose, why do you pass away ? ” 

And the Piimxose^s return : 

“ Nay, rather, why should we longer stay ? 

C^re^ative bias of the Poet is shown 

We are not needed,*' &e. 

The commencement of the poem, however, 
” as here quoted, is evidently an inspiration 

for which the Poet was not responsible. It 
is a charming little volume of charming verse. It is good poetic 
wine, which needs not the hush provided by Mr. William: Watson 
in the shape of a thickset introduction. What, asks W. W., is the 
attitude of Alfred Austin towards Nature? This recalls a wdl- 
known scene in Nicholas Nickleby — “She^s a rum ’un, is Natori,^^ 
said Mr, Squeers, “ She is a holy thing. Sir,” remarked Mr, Snaw- 
ley, “Natiiri,” saidilfr. Squeers ^ solemnly, “is more easier con- 
I oeived than described. Oh, what a blessed thing. Sir, to be in a 
state of naturi ! ” And these observations of Messrs. Snawley and 
Squeers pretty accurately sum up all that the ingenious William 
WATSON has to say about Naturi and Alfred Austin. The moral 
of which lies in the application of it, which is,— skip the preface, and 
make plunge into the poet^. 

A good deal has been written in olden time and of late about the 
Oberammergau Passiou Pl^. Nothing has been better done than 
the work by Mr. Edward Eussell, formerly M.P. for Glasgae, 
who visited Oberammeigau this year* Hm account is instinct with 
keen criticism, fine feeling^ and reasoning reverence. Moreover, 
whilst other works are padded out into bulky volumes, he says all 
that need be said in fifteen pages of [a pleasantly-printed booklet- 
price sixpence. It is a repnnt from letters which the errant Editor 
contrihutod to his journal, the Liverpool Laxly Post^ sA, the sign of 
which copies may be had. The Baron De Book-Worms ^ Co. 

Art^s Friends and Foe I 
Tate, Wallace, Agnew I Here be three good names, 
Friendsof true Artj and fiu:fhere[rs of her aims; ' J 

Munificence but watts to take sound shape ; 

Say, shaU it be frusteted by— Eed-Ti^e ? 
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“THE OHURCH-QOINQ B|LL« 

SUNDAY MORNING, COAST OF NORWAY. 
{By Our Totting Artist,) 


mmY, MAKE ROOM FOR DELONCLEI 

{N'tw North African Version of an Old Song.) 

“M. Deloncle, in. his conversation with a 
Belgian reporter, puts in a claim for practically 
I the whole of the northern half of Africa, with the 
possible exception of Egypt .” — The Times, 

Air — Tommy y make room for your Uncle f 

Deputy Deloncle [addressing Johnitx Buix) 
sings:-- 

N'othing bnt deserts novr left for France ! 

Hang it 1 That will not do ! 

Therefore Delon cle her daims must advance, 
Mighty they are, nor few. 

Eight from Oabanghi nnto Lake Tchad, 
Through Wadai and Ba-gir-mi I 
Johnny, my lad, I shall be glad 
If you ’ll make room for ME I 

Chorus, 

Johnny, make room for Deloncle, 
There’s a little dear 1 
Johnny, make room for Deloncile, 

He wants to stay here. 

He needs the whole of North Africa I 
(The rest he may leave to yon), 

Do not annov, there ’s a good boy ! 

Make room for Deloncle, do ! 

To So-ko-tp and the Gan-do, 

Your daims you must resign. 

If France goes far from Zanzibar, 
t 1 ’ll draw a new boundary line. 


To the east of the Niger by latitude ten ! 

That is our mi-ni-ww; 7 i / 

Ours the Sahara ! Yes, che sard sard ! 
Therefore don’t you look glum ! 

Chorus, 

Johnny, make room for Deloncle ! 

The Niger is ours, that ’s dear. 
Johnny, make room for Deloncle! 

He doesn’t want you here. 

France must take up her traditional role 
(Of grabbing all she can do.) 

So, Johnny, my boy, don’t you annoy ; 
Make room for Deloncle, do I 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EYTEACTSD PROM 

THE DIARY OF TOBY, M.P. | 

House of Commons^ Monday ^ July 21 . — 
Ritchie got another BiR ^ough; not a 
measure of hi^ imperial policy ; nothing to 
do either with Heligoland or Zanzibar ; only 
proposes to improve in various ways the dwel- 
lings of the industrial classes* Still, as Joeim 
has shown in connection with one or two of 
his little Bills, it is ^uite possible nearly to 
wreck a Ministry even on matter-of-fact 
business arrangements. Bnt Ritchie isn’t 
J osiH, and so his Bill passes to-night, taking 
two steps at a time, both sides nniting in 
congratulation and cheers. Walter Foster, 
rising, salutes the Minister with a quite touch- 


ing hless-yon-my-child attitude. Foster 
rather hints that the Bill everyone is so 
pleased with, is really his. True, Ritchie’s 
name is on back, and he took charge of it in 
Its passage through Committee and House. 
But the real man was Foster ; his Amend-* 
ments had made the Bill ; he had moulded 
it in Committee, and now here he was to ^ve j 
it his blessing. * Rather delicate position; 
sort of cracking up himself, which Foster 
I would not do for the world ; blushed a little, 
as he praised the Bill; otherwise accom- 
plished his task with ease and grace, whilst 
Ritchie, listening, twitched his eyebrows, 
and thought unutterable things. 

“I wifli,” said Old Morality, “we had 
an embarrassment of Ritchies, or even two or 
three more like him.” 

Old Morality been rather worried to- 
night ; a hail-storm of questions on all sorts 
of subjects ; amongst others, Tih Healt and 
Wilfrid ikwsoN bad^ring him about the 
Local Taxation Bill. When is it really in- 
tended to take it? La'wson asks Old 
Morality hack at the table agaiu for tw^tieth , 
time: literally gasping for breath; looked 
round House with anguished expression; 
then happy thought strikes him; “Mr. 
Speaker, Sir,” he says, “it is really im- 
possible to do more than one thing at a 
time.” 

The pathetic earnestness with wHoh this 
axiom was advanced, the sudden swift spasih 
of conriclion that md hashed it a<H 0 isa IW 
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mizid. his certainty of the soundness of the assertion (p^adoxi^ 
thoiuh it might appear), and his hasty, anxious glance below the 
Gangway opposite, apprehensive that that qna^r wo^d peradven- 
tnre furnish a person capable of controverting it, ^ nll^the .House 
with keen delight. Laughed for full sixty seconds by Westn^ster 
dock ; Cm Moraxeet standing at table looking round and wondering 
what on earth he 'd said now. 

Business Census Bills read Second Time. 

Pretty quiet sitting, till Dimsdale craftily crept upon 
the scene. Don’t often hear from 
this distinguished member of the 

Order of Noble Barons ; generally 
content to serve his country by 
voting for the Government. To- 
night stirred in sluggish dept^ 
by omission of Government in 
preparing Census Bill to provide 
for Edigions Census ; so the Noble 

Baron moves Amendment designed 
to authorise Beligious Census. 

OpxHisition Benches nearly empty; 
those present listen listlessly; 
know^^^all ^yernment 

moving his Amendment and mak- 
ing bis speech; the Bill as intro- 

Then up gets Eeectiie ; drops 
remark, in off-hand manner, as 
if it did not signify, that Mem- 
bers on Ministerial side are free Ymm 

to vote as they pl^e. Sudden f/M 

obange of attitude in Opposition /^|w 

Benches. Listlessness vanishes; a Ipw 

whisper of treachery goes round ; 

Campbeix - Bannebman- makes ^ 

hot protest ; Habcoxtrt sent for ; ^ Ano^er Noble Baron, 

comes in gleefully ; matters been going so quietly, place unbearable 
for him ; now a row imminent, ELaecouet joyously returns to Front 
Bench. Seats M up on hotii sides; Old Morality hurries in; 
situation explained to hitn ; dolefully shakes his head ; HAROoimT 
thunders denunciation of a Ministry that plays fast and loose with 
House; then Old Moraletx gets np, and publicly abjures Dims- 
DALE and Ms Amendment, fi was, he explained, only Ritohxe’s 
jfnn in saying Ministerialists were free to vote as they pleased on 
this matter. The Government were against the Amendment, and of 
course good Ministerialists would vote with Ministers. So they did, 
and Dimsdale’s rising hopes crushed by majority of 288 against 69. 

Business done.— English Census Bill passed through Committee. 

ITednesday.— Came across Nicholas Wood in remote corner of 
Corridor ; had the depressed look familiar when he has been wrest- 
H-rtg with great mentM problems and finds Mmself worsted. 

^What’s the matter now, Nicholas ? Thinking over what Old 
Mohality said yesterday about impossibility of doing more than one 
thing at a timer” 

‘‘No, Toby,” he said, wearily; “it’s not that; gave that up .at 
once. Old Moealecy a good fellow, hut he ’s too subtle for me. 
It ’a this Police Question that bothers me; give up a good deal of 
time to mastering it. Sort of thing seemed Imely to suit me ; heard 
all Matthews’ speeches; tided to follow Cunninghame Geahah; 
courted Contbeaeb’s company, and pursued Pickbesgul with 
inqumas. Thought I ’d got a pretty clear uotiou of what it aU meant ; 
and now it toms out all to have led up to making Puleston Constable 
of Carnarvon. Never heard Ms name before in connection with the 
Police Q^uestion. He took no part in discussions ; had nothing to do 
with it I .ever heard of ; just when I was comfortably gettmg on 
another tack, the whole question centres on Puleston. It seems he 
was the PoHoe Question, and now he’s Constable of Carnarvon. Why 
Carnarvon? Why not stationed! in the Lobby or the Central 
Hall where he would he with old friends ? Suppose he ’ll wear a blue 
coat, bright buttons, and a belt, and will shadow Loyd-Geoege who 
now sits for Carnarvon ? If you write to him must you address your 
s letters “ P.C. Puleston” ? and shall we have to change xefrainlof 
lat^ National Hymn ? instead of singing ‘ Ask a Boliceman f ’ 
f shall we have to chant / Ask a Puleston?’ These are the new 
; problems ; suddenly rushed in, bothering me to death when I thought 
i I ’d got pretty well through Session, Recess close at hand and no more 
: difficult points coming up. Don’t think, Toby, I was cut out for 
politics ; perhaps I take tiiem too seriously ; but like to know things, 
aM there are so many things to know.” 

^ Try to cheer up Nicholas ; suggest to Mm that he should put Ms 
cbwu on the mper ; might address them to Feegusoh ; a 
firoe oiit m the way of Foxrign Affairs ; hnt a conversation publicly 
^ducted between Nicholas and Feeguson would be interesting. 

^ JBwsmcss dime.— Votes in Supply. 

Friday » — ^House in rather strange condition to-night ; things all 
sevens and sixes ; Motion is that Anglo-German Agreement Bill he 
read Second Time. Opinion very mixed on merits of meMnre ; on 
the whole, no particnlar objection to it, even though with it goes 
Heligoland. Stm, an Opposition must oppose ; hnt where is the 
Opposition ? Mr. G. came down last night ; said he d no particular 
objection to Treaty, but didn’t like process of confirming it ; so 

publicly washed his hands of the business. Since the amounqement 
appeared in papers, Hebbeet teUs me his illustoous father’s life has 
been a burden to Mm. Every post brmgs Mm letters from rival 
advertising soap manufacturers, making overtures of business 

transactions, „ „ x x x 

“ Sir,” runs one of these epistles, “ alluding to ^rour statement in 
the House of Commons last night that you^ publicly washed your 
hands of participation in the Anglo-German Treaty, would you have 
any objection to our stating that the substance used was our cele- 
brated Salubrious Savon ? Anticipating your f avoidable reply, we 
assume that you would have no objection to our publishing a portrait 
of you using our soap, with its familiar label, ‘Does not wash collars.’ 
We have omy to add that in the event of your favourably accepting 
tiiis suggestion, we shall esteem it a favour to 
he allowed to gratuitously supply you and 
yourfanuly with specimens of our. art for the 
term of your natural lives.” 

This is merely an incident in the struggle, 
illustrating one of the embarrassments it has 

happy is HAEdouET. He invented 
the me of attack on mund of 
breach of constitutional usages; 
put up Mr. G. to make Ms speeoh ; 
supplied Mm with authorities, and 
in supplementary speech amazed 

House ^th Ms emoitiou. 

Uter^y ^orge(^the 

Am^dment, “we The British Constitution, 

could [carry tMs 

over next week, I could easily make a speech a day. Remember 
when I was once in Ireland, asked a tenant how he liked the new 
agent, who was reputed to he very able business man. ‘ Well,’ said 
my acquaintance, ‘ I don’t know about Ms business day Rags, hut for 
blasphaymious language, he ’s au revoir,* On constitutional ques- 
tions, Toby, I may, with all modesty, say I ’m au revoirB 

Business done. — Anglo-German Treaty agreed to. 

MR. PUNCH’S DICTIONARY OF PHRASES. 

Feibndly Comments on Chaeactee and Accomplishments. 

“ She is never at a loss for a clever answer z.e,, “A cat whose 

claws are always out,” 

“-4 little stand-offish to strangers^ hut wonderfully winning when^ 
one really knows Xm;” /.a,, “Which one need never do, thank 
goodness!” 

Legal, 

“ As your Lordship pleases ;” ».e., “ As a Judge, you are a stupid, 
self-sufficient dolt ; but so long as my client, the soRoitor, gets Ms 
costs, it doesn’t matter a jot to me or him what you decide I ” 

With your Lordships s permission, my Junior will settle '(the 
minutes ; ” i.e., “ And so save us both the trouble of apportioning, in 
the customary perfunctory fasMon, the oyster to the soRcitors,)Land 
the shells to tiie oRents.” 

In the Smoeing-Room. 

“ You doY^t mind my telling you exactly where I ihink'^you^re 
wrong *.a., “You obviously wantisetting^down, and I may as 
weRdoit.” 

‘‘ Do you mind just stating that over again f ” »,e,, “ While I think 
of someflung to say in reply,” 

“ Of course you know more about the subject than I do ;” ».e., ‘ I 
am pretty sure you never gave it a thought till tMs minute.” 

If you care for my candid opinion : ” *,e., “ I am now about to 
be annoying, and perhaps rude.” 

“ AU rights Vm not deaf! ” 2 .a., Keep your oonfounded temper.” ^ 


'' NOTICE.— Sejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawing's, or Pictures of any description, will 

in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wranper. To this rule 
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FIRST AID TO TOMMY ATKINS. 

Sib, — I yisited the Military Exhihition the other day according 
to yonr instructions, my bosom glowing with patriotic ardour. If 
anything besides your instructions and the general appropriateness 
of the occasion had been necessary to make my bosom glow thus, it 
l^f 'ifitf/J ff/fjff iii h&Ye been found in the fact that 

/'//// I formerly seryed my country in a 
jfi Yeomanry Begiment. I shall neyer for- 

get the glorious occasions on which I 
wore a cayalry uniform, and induced 
‘ 1 IS some of my best friends to belieye I had 
. V ^ enlisted, How- 

^ relate my Yeomanry adyentures, 

■ ‘ included a charge by six of us 

upon a whole army, would be to stmy 
from my point, which is to describe 
^ ^t; the Military Exhibition. 

^ ?o^t, 

strain) and took a friend, an 
amiable young man, with me to lean upon. 
P '' “ There ’s one place I really do know,” 
ji he^had said tome, “and that’s this 

■ " *'■' ■' I therefore felt I was safe with him. 

We arriyed.UWe entered. “Take me,” I said, “to the battle- 
pictures, so that I may study my country’s glories.” 

“ Eight I ” he answered, and with a promptitude that does him 
immense credit, he brought me out into a huge arena in the open 
air with seats all round it, a grand standj and^erowds of spectators. 
The performance in the arena so deeply interested me that I forgot 
all about the pictures. I saw at once what it was. Detachments 
of our citizen soldiers were going through ambulance drDl. The 
sight was one which appealed to our common humanily. My daring, 
dangerous Yeomanry days rose’ up again before me, and I felt that 
if eyer I had had to bleed for my UmeEN I should not haye bled 
untended. Eyen my companion, a scoffer, who had neyer risen 
above a full privacy in the Eton Yolunteers, was strangely moved. 
There were, 1 think, ten detachments^ each provided with a stretcher 
and a bag containing simple snrgioal appliances. All tbat was 
wanted to complete the realism of the nicture was the boom of the 
cannon, the bursting of shells, and the rattle of musketry. In 
imagination I supplied them, as I propose to do, for your benefit, 
Sir, in the following short aeconnt. 

It was a sultry afternoon ; the battle had been raging for hours ; 
the casualties had been terrible. “ Dress up, there, dress up ! ” said 
the Sergeant in command, addressing detachment Fo, 2, “ and yon, 
Jenkens, tilt your forage-cap a leetle more over your right ear ; ; 
Bbown, don’t blow your nose, the General’s looking ; God bl^ my 
soul, Thompson, you’ve buckled that strap wrong, undo it and! 
re-hnckle it at once.” With such words as these he cheered his 
men, while to right and left the death-dealing missiles sped on 
their course. “Stand at ease; ’shou! Stand at easel ’shoni” he 
next shouted. A Corporal at this point was cut in two by a hall 
from a forty-pounder, hnt nobody paid any heed to^ him. Stiff, 
solid, and in perfect line, stood the detachments waiting for the 
word to succour the afflicted. At last it oame.^ In the midst of 
' breathless excitement the ten bent low, placed their folded stretchers 
on the groxmcl, unbuckled and unfolded them, and tiien with a 
simultaneous spring rose up again and resumed their impassive 
Attitude. “ Yery good,” said the Sergeant, “very good. Thompson 
you were just a shade too quick ; you must be more careful. Stand 
at ease I ” and at ease they all stood. 

But where were the wounded ? Aha ! here they come, noble, fear- 
less heroes, all in line, marching with a sprmgy step to their doom. 

One by one they took their places, in line at intervals of about 
ten yards, and lay down each on his appointed spot to die, or be 
wounded, and to be bandaged and cani^ off. But now a terrible 
1 question arose. Would there he enotigh to go round f I had only 
counted nine of them, which was one short or the necessary comple- 
ment, but at this supreme moment another grievously wounded 
^ warrior ran lightly up and lay down opposite the tenth detachment, 
|We^ breathed again. ^ ^ ^ 

i And now began some charming manoenvres. Each detaemnent 
1 ’walked round ite stireteher twice, then sto^ at ease again, then at 
I attention, then dressed up and arranged itself, and hrnsh^ itself 
1 ^wha this while their wounded comrades lay writhing, and 

j ^peeling for help in vain. It was with difflculty that, lame as I 
j was;Y conld he restrained from dashing to their aid. But at last 
: everything was in order. Stretchers were solemnly lifted. The 
detachments marched slowly forward, and dejwsited their stretchers 
each beside'a wounded man. Then began a scene of busy bandaging. 
But not until the whole ten had been bound np, legs, arms, heads, 
feet, fingers &o., was it permissible to lift one of them from the 
cold cold ground which he had bedewed with his blood, 

“Now then,” said the Sergeant, “carefully and all together. 

Lift!” and all together they were lifted and placed in their stretchers. 
More play with straps and buckles, more rising and stooping, and 
then the pale and gasping burdens were at last raised and carried in 
a monmm procession round the ground. But when they arrived at 
the place ■roere the ambulance was supposed to be, they had all 
been dead three-quarters of au hour. “ Dear me,” said the Sergeant, 

“ how vexing. Eobinson. your ohin-strap ’s gone wrong. Now, all 
together. Drop ’em! ” And so the day ended, and the pitiless sun 
sated with, &o., &e., <S:c. 

I afterwards visited the Eield Hospital to see a number of wax 
figures m uniform, cheerfully arranged as wounded men in all the 
stages of pain and misery. How encouraging for Tommy Atkins, 

I thought to myself ; but at this moment my supporter informed 
me that he had remembered where to find the battle-pictures, and 
thither therefore we proceeded, thankful in the knowledge that if 
either of us ever happened to he struck down in battle he would he 
well looked after by an admirably drilled body of men. 

I am, Sir, Yours as usual, Lb Petit Shows. 

THE PEOPESSIONAL GUEST 

AT A COTJNTBT HOUSE. 

Deab Mb. Punch, ^ 

Tbustino that you take some interest m my fate, after the 
more or less pleasant (?) week I spent at Henley, I hasten to let you 
know that I am again visiting friends, though this time on terra 
firma^ and that the cnstomary trials of the “ Professional Guest ” 
are once more my portion. The very evening of my arrival, I dis- 
covered that a man with whom Ihad not been on speaking terms for 
years was to be my neighbour at dinner, and that a girl (who really 

I cannot understand any one asking to their house) with the 
strangest coloured hair, and the most unnaturally dark eyes, was 
tiken in by the host, and called “darling” by the hostess. After 
dinner, which, by reason of the “ range ” being out of order, was of 
a rather limited type* they all played cards. That is a form of 
amusement I don’t like— I can’t afford it; and this, coupled with 
the fact that I was not asked to sing, somewhat damped my ardour 
as regards visiting strange houses. , , 

A hard bed, and a distant snore, kept me awake till break of day, 
when, for a brief space, I successfully wooed Morpheus. I think I 
slept for seven minutes. Then a loud bell rang, and, several doors 
on an upper floor were heavily banged. I 
yjfcviW heard the servants chattering as they went 
down to breakfast. Then there was silence, 
mKSmjSL and once more I composed myself to rest, when 
tbe dreadest sound of all broke on my ear. 
The hahy began to cry. Then I gave it up as 
hopeless, but it was with a sensation of beiag 
more d^d. than alive that I crawled down to 
hreaki^t— late, of course. One is always late 
morning in a strange house— one can 
never find one’s things. I bote with my best 
professional smile the hearty chaff of my host 
(how I hate a hearty man the first thing in 
the inoiningl and the andible remarks of the 
dear children who were seated at intervals round the table* But 
my patience well-nigh gave way when I found that our hostess had 
carefully mapped out for her gu^ts a list of amusements (save the 
mark I) wliich extended not only over that same day, but several 
ensuing ones. 

I am not of a malice-bearing nature, but I do devoutly pray that 
she, too, may one day taste the full horror of being tacked into a 
high dog-cart alongside of a man who you know cannot drive ; ike 
tortures, both menml and physical, of a long walk down dusty roads 
and over clayey fields to see tiiat old EHzahethan house “ only a mile 
off;’’ or tile loathing induced hyajpio-nic among mouldjBring and 
utterly uninteresting ruins. All this I swallowed with the equa- 
nimity and patience horn of many seasons of country-house visiting; 

I even interviewed the old fami^ and old-fashioned cook, on the 
subject of a few new dishes, and I helped to entertain some of tttf)se 
sti^ge aboriginal creatures called “ tne county.” But the awoums^ 
ment one afternoon, that we were to spend thejnext in driying ten 
miles to attend a Primrose League Fite in the private grounds of a 
local magnate, proved too much for me. Shall you he smcprised! to 
hear that on the following morning I received an urgent tele™m r|B- 
oalling me to town ? My nostsss was, or affected to be, overTWidmned 
, that by my sudden departure I should miss thej^^a. I knew, how- 
; ever, that the “dyed” girl rejoiced, and in company with the ^ 

; objectionable man metaphorically threw up her hat* « 

1 As I passed through tiie Lodge-gates on my ‘way to the*, station J i 
i almost vowed that I would never pay another visit again. But even 
as I write, an invitation was brought me. It is from my Auut* She 
writes that she has taken charming rooms at Elatsands, and hopes I 
\ will go and stay with her there for a few days.^ She thinks the s^ a» , 
will do me good. Perhaps it wiU, I shall write at once and 
, 1 The Odd Gnti 




yoL* xcsrx. 
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FROM OUR YOTTING YORICK, P.A. 

Aboard the Yot hound for Toeick Totting: has no btiffooneTy left in him? I too, who was 

Beak Editok, Copenhagen {I hope), onee the life of all the Lifes and Souls of a party I Where is that 

You told me when I ^tsail (I didn’t set sail myself, yon party now? Where am If What is my life on board? Life I— 
ndersfand, but the men did it for me, or rather for my friends, say existence. I rise early ; I can’t help it. I am tubbed on deck : 
Mr and Mrs. Skippes, to whose kindness I owe my present position deck’d out in my best towels. So I commence the day by going: to 
—which is far from a secure one,— but no matter), you said to me, Bath. [That’s humorous, isn’t it ? I hope so. I mean it as such.] 





































i* j ^ notes of your voyage to Sweden and l^orway, and the 
land of BamleU You’ll see lots of funny things, and you’ll take 
a numoro^ riew of what isn’t funny; send me your humorous 
■^ews. Well, Sir, I sent you “ Mr, Punch looking at the Midnight 
pretty hum<»rous I think (\‘ more pretty than humorous,” you 
cabled to me at Bergen), and since that I have sent you several 
beautiful warks of Art, in return for which I received another 
^egram from you haying, ‘‘^To ‘go.’ Send something funny.” 
The latt I s^ut y The (hurch-going a pretty peasant woman 
in a boal^ belle , yi u see) struck me as very humorous. The idea 
or people going to 

Church in a boat ! b \ ^ 

What was I to do ? , <-1 ^ [ 

Well— here at last I ^ \ 

send^ you something \ 

which must be ^ 

humorous. It looks 

like it. Mr, Punch * v' ^ 

driring in Norway, ) 

in a earioU, Mr, B/[/f/ m i\i ^ — 

Pui^h anywhere is ^Vl/vV (( / - , , 

hummous; and with , ^ W V ^ 

Tobt too; though I V 

am perfectly aware \ ^ 

Tobt, M.P., is \ ^ , 

Tobt is uharquitous. I h «u ^ 

^at’s fonnv, isn’t ^ — \ (} ^ 

it ?— see “ bark” snh- ' 

gxtuted *^hiq,” the original word being “ nbiqnitous.” This is 

*•>« dwioe can you he fanny 
Bdtic P Why call It Baltic P^ For days and ni«rhtg at sw, 
nww crften do^ rad a sensi of inability oomfey 
oygraw nt ibe middle of the bonndless deep. Alas, poor TobickI 






0 JL ^ 


Then breakfast. Then lunch. Then dinner. No drinking permitted 
be^een which regulation I am gradually becoming 

habituated. It is dimc^t to acquire new habits. Precious difficult 
m mid-ocean, where there isn’t a tailor. [Humorous again, eh?l 

meaning of “a Depression is crossing 
^^uantio. There s an awful Depression hanging about the 

I send you a s^tch of Elsinore, as I thought it would he, and 
Elsinore as it is. Elsinore is like the Pumping Works at Barking 
Creek. And I’ve come all this way to see this!! Elsinore! I’d 
rather go Elsewhere- 


inore, — say, Margato. 

Think I shall pnt 
this in a bottle, cork 
it up, and send it 
overboard, and you ’ll 
get it by Tidal Post. 
Whether I do this or 
not depends on cir- 
cumstances over which 
I may possibly have 
no control. Anyhow, 
at dinner-time, J shall 
ask for the bottle. 
When yon ask for it, 


\ dwf hAT^ 4i.g oj , ask for the bottle, 

I, XT, X X -x S n you ask for it, 

J see that you get it. Tours truly. Jetsam 

(or Totting Artist in Bla^k and Whitd), 

A iP o *?*■’ time, 9*5 in Pnglish miles. Longitude 

4: ft, 8 in, in my berth. Latitude, any amount of, 

i Rtoe. — W e are informed that ‘ ‘ extreme ugliness ” 

hystena are admitted as “ adequate disqualifications” 
Army. If the same rule only applied to the English 
^^ed \ what a deal of noise and nonsense we shonld be 
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THE DYING SWAN. 

[Latest VerswTif a l(mg way after the Lawreaie, ) 

“Thames ‘Swan Upping.’— The Qiiefn^s 
swanherd and the officials of the Djers’ and Vint- 
ners’ Companies arrived at Windsor yesterday on 
thfrir annual ‘ swan-upping’ visit, for toe purpose 
of marking or ‘niukmg’ the swans and c>gnets 
belonging to Heb, Majesty, and the Companies 
interested in the preservation of the birds that 
haunt the stream between Loudon and Henley. It 
is said that the Thames swans are steadily de- 
creasing owing to the traffic on the upper reaches 
of the river, and other causes detriment^ to their 
breeding .” — The Times. 

I 

JuiT was wet,— a thing not rare — 

With sodden ground and chilly air ; 

The sky presented everywhere 
A low-i>itched roof of doleful grey ; 

With a rain-flusht flood the river ran j 
Adown it floated a dying Swan, 

And londly did lament. 

It was the middle of the day, 

The Swanherd’^ and his men went on, 
*\Mcking ” the cygnets as they went, 

lU 

The “ Swanherd ” showed a hlne-peaked nose, 
And white against the cold white sky 
Shone many a face of those 
Who o’er the npper readies swept. 

On swans and cygnets keeping an eye, 

Byers and Vintners, portly, mellow 
Chasing the birds of the jetty bill 
Through the reed clusters green and still ; 
And throngh the osier mazes crept 
Many a cap -feathered crook-armed fdlow, 

m. 

The lone Swan’s reqmem smote the soul 
With the reverse ot joy. 

It spake of sorrow, of outfalls queer, 

Dyeing the floods once fqll and dear ; 

Of launches wildly galumphing by. 

Washing the hanks into hollow and hole ; 
Sometimes afar, and sometimes a-near* 
All-marring ’Abby's exuberant voice, 

With music strange and manifold. 

Howling out choruses loud and bold 
As when Bank-hclidayites rejoice 
Witffi ooncertinas, and the many-holed 
Shrill whistle of tin, till ^e riot is rolled 
Throngh shy backwaters, where swan-nests 
are; 

And greasy scraps of the Echo or 8tar^ 

Waifs from the cads’ oleaginous feeds, 
Emitting odours reekingly rank, 

Drift under the clumps of the water-weeds, 
And broken bottles jnvade the reeds, 


And the wavy swell of the many-barged tug 
Breaks, and befouls the green Thames’ bank 
And the steady decrease of the snow-plumed 
throng 

That sail the up^ Thames reaches among, 
Was piophesiea in that plaintive song. 

DOING IT CHEAPLY. 

A BE-AcmoN against the extravagance 
which marked the entertainments of the 
London Season of 1890 having set in, the fol- 
lowing roles and regulations will be observed 
in the Metropolis nntH further notice, 

1. Persons invited to dinner parties will he 
ex]^ted to furnish their own plate and linen, 
and some of the viands and wines to be used 
at the feast. 

2. To carry out the above, a menu of the 
proposed meu will form a part of every card 
of invitation, which will run as follows; — 

“Mr. and Mrs. request the honour of 

Mr. and Mrs. ’s company to dinner, on 

when they will kindly bring with them 

enough for twelve persons of the dish marked | 
on the accompanying Afsnw, P.T.O.” 

3. Persons invited to a Ball will treat the 
supper as a pic-nic, to which all the guests 
are expected to contribute. 

4. On taking leave of a hostess every guest 
will slip into her hand a packet containing a 
sum of money s^cient to defray his or her 
share of the evening’s expenses. 

5. Ladies making calls at or about flve 
o’dock, will bring with them tea, sugar, milk, 
pound-cake, cucumber sandwiches, and bread 
and butter. 

6. As no bands will be furnished at even- 
ing parties, guests who can play will be ex- 
p^t^ to bring their musical instruments 
with them. N,B. This does not apply to 
pianofortes on the premises, for wMoE a small 
sum will he ohargea to those who use them. 

7. Should a cotillon be danc^ guests will 
provide their own presents, which will become 
the perquisites of the host and hostess, 

8. and lastly. Should the above rules, com- 
pile in the interest of leaders of Society, be 
insufficient to keep party-giverB from app^- 
ing in the (^urt of Bankruptcy, guests who 
have partnken of any hospitality will be ex- 
pected to contribute a gratuity, to enable the 
Official Eeceivmr to demare a small and final 
dividend. 

d ' ' 

pEEquisnss. — **Hice thing to belong to 
national Liberal Club,” observed Mr., Q-., who | 
didn’t dine at that establishment for nothing, 
“becau8e,yousee,theygomtherefor‘Perks.^” I 


^^nOBLESSE OBLIOEI” 

(Latest Reading.) 

Noblesse oblige I And what ’s the obligation, 
Read in the light of recent demonstratioii ? 

A member of our old Nubility ” 

May be ** obliged,” at times, to play the spy, 
TjSlv traps for fancied frailty disenthrall 
“Manhood” by “playingfur” a woman’s fall; 
Rtdetm the wreckage of a “ noble ” name 
By building hope on sin, and joy on bhame ; 
R^ess the work of passion’s reckless boldness 
By craven afterthoughts of cynic coldness ; 
Purge from low taint “the blood of all the 
Howards ” [cowards I 

By borrowings from the code of cads and 
Noblesse oblige f Better crass imbecility 
Of callow youth— pluck— than such 
“nobility”! 

Homb-ing.— Dr. Baenabpo’s delightfully 
simple plan of getting a little boy to sign an 
affidavit to the eflect that he was so happy at 
Dr. Baenabdo’s Home, Sweet Home, and that, 
wherever he might wander, there was really 
no place on earin like Dr. Babnabdo’b Home, 
may remind Dickensian students of a some- 
what analogous method apparently adopted 
by Mr, Sqtteers^heiL^ on Ms welcome return 
to Dotheooys Hall, he publicly announced 
that “ he had seen the parents of some boys, 
and they ’re so glad to hear how their sons 
are getting on, Inat there ’s no prospect at all 
of their going away, which, of course, is a very 
pleasant thing to r^fltct upon for all parties.” 
The conduct ^of such parents or relatives 
who send children or permit them to he sent 
to Dr, Babnabdo’s Home, Sweet Home, where, 
at all events, they are well fed and oared for, 
bears some resemblance tothat of QraymarsNs 
maternal aunt, who was “short of money, 
but sends a tract instead, and hopes that 
Gray marsh will put his trust in Providence,” 
and also to that of MohVs mother-in-law,” 
who was so disgusted with her stolon’s eon- 
duot (for Dicxxns meant step-mother when he 
wrote “mother-in-law’’— an odd lapsus 
calami never subsequently correoted) that she 


money, and nad given a douDie-oiaded kniie 
with a corkscrew in it to the Missionaries, 
wMch she had bought on purpose for him.” 

don’t blame Dr. Babnabbo— much ; but 
we do blame these weak-knee’d paraiM and^ 
guardians, who apparently don’t know their 
own minds. In the recent case wMeh was 
soroastioally treated by the Judge, Dr. B. 
found that he could buy Godxb too dear. 
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SOMETHING LIKE A REVOLUTION! 

{Prom Owr Own Correspondent on ffie Spot.) 

Sasnol Plano, 8 A.H. — My plat of egsibaconi has just been knocked 
out of the hands of my serrant^ Paipotato, by a bullet. My man 










Nazrow JSscape of Our Gorrespondexit* 


iX. “there has been 

^ T^jL practically no- 

- r -*• A thing bnt perfect 

- jH M peace and qniet.^' 

^ ^ donbt whether 

I I II n ^ ^ this can be qnite 

II ^ / \lrT^ I ^ PTT the case, as he was 

^ tttting in front of 

which was 

^ ^ fessedthathe had 

noticed it himself, 

Narrow JEscape of Our Correspondent. think 

- , ,, “J^^ch of it. He 

wns in element spirits, and told me a funny story about the narrow 
escape of his mother-in-law. I am now ofE to see how the other side 
are progressing. If the Post 0£B.ce people tell you they can’t send 
my tdsegrams to you, refuse to believe them. 

10 A., as, --As I suspected, from the first, there has been adisturbance. 
I thought it must he so, as I could not otherwise understand why my 
eahbi t^culd have been blown into the air, while passing through a 
i^ed 'street on the road here. I am now at the Head Quarters of 
the OmoiMhn, who seem to be in great strength. They appear to be 
YBTj pleased that the fleet should have joined them, and aooonnt for 
aetdon by saying that the sailors, as bad shots, wonld naturally 
^aze away at the biggest terget— Government House. So far, the 
oistiirbaiioes have caused little inconvenience. I date this 10 a.ic., 
tPi|t I ten you the exact time, as liie clodc-tower has just.been 

oarneii %way ly a n^kind of Jand torpedo. 

5?S?*'*’7d^hbwonee agmn at the Government Head Uuarters; 
Aalfwold iret no Bstt^ convevancei I inflated mv eaTnrflji rw.r'nfi-ft-'hQ o* 


first no l%tt^ ccmveyance; I inflated my canvas oarpet-hag 
with and'used it as a balloon. I found it most valuable in crossing 
Iw battyy w;hich now mask's the rmnains of * what was once Gbvem- 
ment The Presidmit; after having organisedja band;of pic- 

po<Me^my Wespteradoes taken hrom the gaols), has gone into t>e pro- 
vmces,-fleclarmg that he has a toothache. % some, this dedaraHon 


is deemed a subterfuge, hy others, a statement savouring of levi^. 
The artillery are now reducing the entire town to atoms, under the 
personal supervision of the Minister of Pinanoe, who deprecates 
waste in ammunition, and ^ > — X 

declares that he is bound to ^ ^ 

the President hy the tie of \ / m x 

the battle-field. f 

2 p.M.— Have rejoined the 
Oniononi, coming hither hy ^ 

ricoohet on a spent shell. ^ 

The people are entirely with |j|y^ ^ _ 

I them, and cheer at every a / J}1 .Midiflillfflli 

fresh evidence of destruc- M/ JSf 

tion. Pound a well-known # % m 

shopkeeper in ecstasies over 

the ruins of his establish- I llf J 

ment. He said that, “ Al- \VU_ 

though the revolution might , 1 ? ^ 

be bad for trade, it wo^d 

do good, as things wanted 

watog up.’’ A slaughter of 

police and railway oflioials, 

which has just been carried ^ TOIlW ' 

out with infinite spirit, V^5 J y 

seems to be immenselv _ ^ 

popular. If you don’t get Correspondent in an Elevated Position, 
this, make immediate complaint. Don’t accept, as an excuse, that 
the wires have been cut, and the ofi&ce razed to the ground. They 
can get it through, if they like. 








Our Correspondent at^Breakfast. 

'who is of Irish extraction) thinks, that the long-expected revolu- 
tion must have commeneed ; “for,” ashe argues, “ when everything 
is down, something is sure to he up,” I think so too. I am how 
going p Government House. If i don’t get this through, make 
ooanplaint at the Post Office, for it will he their fault not mine. 

9 A^M.— Am now at Head Q,uarters. Hot much trouble getting here. 
Game by a bu^t, a local conveyance drawn by two horses, and much 
used by the humbler classes. On our road one of the steeds and the 
roof of the iusst were carried away hy a shell, but as I was inside 
this caused, me Htfcle annoyance, and I got comfortably to my 
destination with the remainder, tfuat seen the President, who says 

^ laughingly, that 

“there has been 


although I have my doubts upon the subject. * 

6 p.M.— It seems (as I imagined) that the report of my death and 
tu^al IS a canard. This shows how necessary it is to test the 
hnth OT every item of information before hurrying ofiE to the Tele- 
gxaph Office. Efforts are now being made to bring about a recon- 
ciliation between the contending parties. 

Sjp.M. ^The revolution is over. When both sides had exhausted 
their ammunition, peace natiirally became a necessity. The con- 
tending parties are now dining together, al fresco^ as the town is 
m rums. Hothmg more to add save, AH ’s weU that ends weU I 

ME. PDHCH’S DICTIOHAEY OF PHEASES. 

Wobimeh’s. 

Merry Christmas to you^ Sir^ and many on ue,, “Have 

you got that half-crown handy ? ’’ 

In’ the Smozing-Eoom. 

Quite so ; hut then^ you sec, that ’a not my point ; ” ♦,e., “ It loaSe 
ten minutes ago.” ^ 

** Paa, hut alloy) me one moment ^.c,, ** Kindly give me your 
close attention for twenty-five minutes.” * c 

SOCIAX. 

your faulty indeed! Mine for having so long a train 
t.A.. “ Awkward toad I ” 

‘ ^ Where did you get that lovely dresSy dear f ” i,a., “ That I may 
avoid that dress-maker.” 

Theatjbical. 

Whose talents have heen seen to better advantage /.a,, 
‘ A croe l had actor^ — ^but can’t say so.” 

nervousness of a first night has heen got over ; ” ».a., 

Hever saw a worse play-T?but it may catch on.” 

t! modesty prevented him from responding to loud 

calls ; i»e,y * Timid youth, probably. Foresaw brickbats.” 

^.*‘ Bbavo, Tobo ! ” — ^M. CoK’STAN’s will not aUow BuU-flghting in 
Paris, even for “ the benefit of the Martinique sufferers.” Guite 
light I But if he would only discourage ‘ ‘ Bull-fighting ” in Egypt— 
the- sort of “ BuU-fighting ” desir^ by ^Chauvinist M. Delontclb— 
he would do good service to the land of the Pyramids, to the poor 
feUah, and to civiHsation. - 

Note pbom Bbighton.— T he exterior of the recently-opened H6tel 
?l®^pole, is so effective, that the Arphit^ct, Mr- Watebhoxjsb, E.A., 
m .likely to receive many commissions for the erection of similar 
hostelries at bur principal mame resorts.* He wiU take out letters 
patent for change of name, and he kmown henceforward as Mr. Sba- 
Watb^^O’CSe, E.A. ,■ By the way, the Directors of the Gordon Hotels. 
- * te be generally known that they have not started a 

juvenile hotel for hfuf-price children, under the name of the Gordon 
Boys* Hotd. ' 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Who remembers a oertaia story called, if 1 remember arigbt, 
The Wheelbarrow of Bordea%tx^ that appeared ia a Christmas 
NTunber of the Illustrated Jjmdort, News some years bj^? If no 
one else does, I do, says .the Baron; and that sensatLonal story was 

a sensational seE, wherein 
the agony was piled up to 
the and just as the 

secret was abont to be dis- 
closed, the only person who 
knew it, and was on the 
point of reyealing it, died. 
This is the sort of thing 
that Mr. EnoTAjan Kxplino 
has jnst done in this month’s 
JL^>mneot^s Magazine, It 
is Md in a plain, rongh and 
ready, blnnt style, nut so 
blunt that there ’s no point in it. And the idea, — ^that is if the idea 
be that the likmiess of me assassin remains on the retina of the yicftim’s 
eye, and can be reproduced by photography,— is not a noyelty. 
Perhaps this story in LippincoU comes out oi one of Mr. EimTAHn 
Kipiiho’s pigeon-holes, and was just chucked in haphazard, because 
Editorial wanted something with the name of theEiPLoro, 

‘‘ bright and merry,” to it. It ’s not yery “ bright,” and it certainly 
isn’t “merry.” 

Bloch's Guide to Kent for 1890, uaefol in many respects, but 
not quite up to date. The Baron cannot find any information about 
the splendid Golf Grounds, nor the Golf Club at Sandwich; it 
speaks of Sir Moses Mohieefiohe’s place on the East CM of Eamsgate 
as if that beneyolent centenarian were still ahye ; and it retains an 
old-fashioned description of Eamsgate as “ The layourite r^rt of 
superior London tradesmen” — “ which,” says the Baron, “is, to my 
certain knowledge, yery far from being the case.” It talks of the 
“ humours of the sands,” and alludes to what is merely the cheap- 
trippers’ season, as if this could possibly be the best time for Eamsgate. 
The Guide knows nothing, or at least says nothing, of the Winter 
attractions ; of the excellent pack of harriers ; of the delightful climate 
from mid-^ptember to January ; of the southern aspect ; of the pure 
air: of the many excursions to Ash, Beal, Sandwich, Ickham, ^d 
so forth ; nor can the Baron discoyer any mention of the Granrille 
Hotel, nor of the Albion Club, nor of the sport for fishers and 
shooters; nor of the Eiyiera-like mornings in Hoyember and in the 
early Sjjring, which are the real attractions of Eamsgate, and make 
it one of the finest health-resorts in Winter for all “ who loye life, and 
would see good days.” It reminds m^” says the Baron, puffing off 
his smoke indignantly, “ of Mr. iBynroJand a certain youthful critic, 
who, in Ms presence at supper, had been running downMaebeth^ finding 
fault with the Lyceum production of it, and ridiculing Shaxspbahb 
for haying written it. When he had quite finished, HEsmT InyiHO, 
*iaymg low’ in Ms chair at the table, adjusted his pince-nez, and, 
looking straight at the cleyer young gentleman, asked, in the nuldest 
possible tone, ‘My dear Sir, haye you eyer read Macbeth So,” 
resumes the Baron, “ I am inclmea to ask Mr. BxACx’s young man, 
‘Bo you know Eamsgate?’ And of course I mean the Eamsgate 
of 1890.” 

From the specimens of Bondon City that haye been sent for inspec- 
tion by Messrs. Fteld &Tuee, of tiieLeadenh^ Press, who are bnng- 
ing it out, the Baronaugurs a grand result, artistically and financially. 
- .L -L .. subscribers wiE get 


Mstory of the Great City is to be told by 

J. Loftie, so that it starts with an eleyated tone and tne loftiest 
principles, and the illustrations will be by Mr. Wm. Loteh, a 
talented draughtsman who, as a Luker-on has seen most of the 
games in the City. In consequence of some piratical publisher 
haying attempted to bring out a work under the same title, intended 
to deceiye eyen the elect, Messrs. Fjceld & Tube haye_ secured 



TO PYERHA ON THE THAMES. 

OPyrbkaI say what youth in “blazer” 

dr^t, 

Woos you on pleasant Tham^ these 
summer eves; , 

' For whom do you put on that damty 
vest. 

That si^-blne ribbon .and those gigot 
sleeves. 

- “ Sinwlex munditiisy'* as Hoeacb wrote, _ 
And yet, poor lad, he ’ll find that he is 
rash ; 

I To-morrow you ’ll adorn some oth^ boat, 
And wrnilA as kindly on another “ mash. 

As for myself— I’m old, and look askance 
At fiaimels and fiirtation; not for me 
Youth’s idiotic rapture at a glance 
From maiden eyes : although it comes from thee. 



IN THE ENOW. 


{By Mr, Bmsh^s Ovon Prophet,) 

I AM a modest man, as weE as an honest one. Censure cannot 
move me by one hair’s breadth from the narrow path of rectitu^ ; 
praise cannot unduly pufi me up. Had I beeu o^er than I am, this 
last week would have gone famly near to ruining that toid and 
shrinking diffidence which (I say it without egotism) marks me off 
from the poisonous, pestilential, hydrooephalons, putiy-f aced, snet- 
brained reptiles who disgrace the profession to wMch I belong. ^ ^ 
I wish now to do is to point out tbit I am the only prophet who indi- 
cated, without any heating about the bu^, that Marvel would 
the .Stewards’ Cup at Goodwood. My admirers have recognised the 
fact, and my private residence has been choked by an ayalantme of 
congratulatory despatches, including two or three from some of the 
Mghest in the latin. H. S. H., the Grand Buke of Pfeifeotopf 
says “ You have me with your writings much refreshed. I have 
the whole revenues of the Grand Buchy against one thons^d 
Jlaschen of lager bier gebetted, and I have won Mm on your noble 
advice on Marvel, I make you Commander of^ the Honigthau 
Order.” I merely cite tMs to show that my appreciators are not to 
one country confined — 1 mean, confined to one country. 

What did I say last week, in speaking of the Stewards’ Cup 
horses? By theweU-knowngram- 
matical figure known as the hyste^ 
roproterony I mentioned Marvel 
last, intending, of cour^, as even 
a buffalo-headed Bedlamite might 
have seeu, that he should be first. 

And he was first. But to make 



pampMet bearmg „ - - , 

value of these eccentric farthing i«mpMets may one day be thou- 
sands of pounds. JfeTw,— Twopence would be weE invested in pur- 
chasing four of them. 

Salads and Sandwiches is an attractive title, specially at this 
season. The arrangement of the book is, like the salad, a li^e 
mixed. When, however, the knowing Baron finds that abomination 
known as salad dressing, or “ salad mixing,” wMch is sold at the 
grocer’s, recommended by a writer who professes to teach salad- 
making, then he closes the book, fmd reads no more that day. TMs 
author, who is in Ms salad days, muht bring out a book entitled Sow 
to Suck Eggs ; or^ Letters to my Grandmother, It is a suggestion 

worth oonffldering, says > ^ _ 

Thb Baeok he Booh-Wobms. 


ing of the winner, that he “ would 
certainly be a MarvelV I say no i 
more. • As the great Cardinal once 
observed to Ms cMef of police, “ 
te verrai souffle d^ahordy^ so I 
reply to those who wish me to re- 
v^ the secret of my snccess. Mr. 
j. knows it not, and no single 
member of tbe imbecile, anserous, 
asmine, cow-hocked, spavin-brained, 



venomous. 


^ ^ ^ -mugger 

purveyors of puddlMg iJalderdash who follow him has tiie le^t e^- 
eeptiou of my glorious system. But I am willing to teach, mough I 
have nothing to learn. For sir halfpenny stamps those who desire 
to knowy phfl.lL receive my pamphletlon “Book-making#’^ Every 
applicant must send Ms photograph with Ms i^plLcation, not 
necessarily for publication, but as a guarantee of good faith. 


“Sue lb Tapis.”— It was a carpet that ostensibly parted an 
eminent firm of composer, author, and theatrical manager. W. S. G.- 
didn’t want B’Cixy Caepei— no, beg pardon, riiouldimve ^mtoen 
B’Oylt Caete to have carte blanche* [J^retty name this, is there 
a Blahche Caete ? If not, “ make it so.”]— to do whatevp ^ Mod 
whenevffl: he liked with the decoratog andupholstoring of 
And recently another carpet, not in connection with the above 
created a difficulty. What ’s a thousand-guinea carpet to aman wm 
likes this sort of thix^ P Nothing. Yet as amici curiiSy womd 
haye thought that that Tottenham Eoad carpet might have bm kep t 
out of Court. Wam’t that a Blunder, Miput? 




MOM NILE TO NBYA. 

[« And Egyptians made the children of Israel 

“fo’ir. And they made their Uree 
batermth hard bondage.” — Escodta 

1 Gcremment, by the new edicts, 

l^aliaee peraeoution, and openly deolaies war 
against the Jews of the Empire**'— 

“BKwiml” ’Eg a. Toiee from the shades, 
from the dark of three thousand loS 
years^ ® 

like the red blade of Ra, and 

chariots compMsed about of the foe 
who were fierce for the fray, 

^Tietiess oppressor, of Ra- 
MEdBS, conquering king ; 

rack Toice hy the Neva to-day, 
^pi wnat now should he sing ? ^ 

old weapon 0 despot, slack hand 

from fte scourge and the ohrin : 

KSSSe™*”’ 


Alone through their numberless hosts. No. 
I the days of the Titans of Wrong 
I Are past, for the Truth is a torch, and the 
j voice of the peoples is strong. 

Even P^TAonn, the poet of Might, spake in 

' Of the life of *^the peasant that tills ” of his 
terrible toil and his tears ; 

Of the rata and the locusts that ravaged, and, 

‘ j® horde 

Whokthedall his pitiful tilth with the aid 
01 the stick and the cord ; 

And the sDleudour of Eameses pales in the 
text of the old Coptic Muse, 

*t“I*2* “»<! rush of the wheels 

that the nerce Red Sea billow pursues ! 

0 MusTOrite, blind in your wrath, with 
your heel on the Israelite’s neck, 

And your hand on that baleful old blade, 
-/©rseoution, ’twere wisdom to reck 
T warning. Beware I 

liO, the Pyramids pierce the grey gloom 

^ A? out a waste, by a river 

mat is but a tomb, 

Yet the Hebrew abides and is strong. 

Ameitemait is gone to the ghosts, 

Jle the prince of the Coptio police who so 
harried the Israelite hosts 

hard-bondage were 
bitter. And now hitter bondage you'd try. 
Pwscnptmn, and exile, and stern depriva- 
^uthy 

1 Mt blade in its blood-rusted scabbard. The 

I rriT C^SAES have found 

I That It wounds him who wields it; and yon, 

WMohsh^leadto a I Jsea of blood to i 
oerwhelmselfi^ ^ yatrain. . I 


ware I ” Tis the shade of Meneptha 
that whispers the warning from far. 
i Concerning sword there’s a lesson the 
Phabaoh may teach to the Tsar ! 

“Rewards eor Gaiiartet.”— Among the 
numerous rewards mentioned in the Times of 
last Thursday, the magniRcent gold watch, 
mth monogram in diamonds, presented by 
me Royal Italian Opera Company to Adousids 
Detimolaeds at the close of the present excep- 
tionally successful season, was not mentioned. 
Most appropriate present from the persons up 
to tune to one who is always up to time. The 
umhle individual who writes this paragraph 
only wishes some company— Italian, French, 
no matter which— would present Am with a 
golden and diamonded watch. “ 0 mv pro- 
phetic soul ! My Uncle IP’ 

The Price of It. 

Gmstoee’s latest Benedioite 
Is bestowed on “ free publicity.” 

Tis the thing that we' all strive at, 

^aise ih speech, and hate — in private ! 
Where are pride, reserve, simplioity ? 

Fled for ever— from Publicity ! 

/‘ Mobe Light I ’’-The B^ers Hotel Oo., 

! with Mr. George Adgdstus Sara as Chair- 
advertised as “ The 
Ur. A. S.-Bemers Hotel Co.,” and, of course, 
no electric lighting would be used. Mr. 
Sots Reeves is also a Director of this Hotel 
Company. So it starts with a tenner. 

Socialistic Military Novel. By James Odd 
^MM^. One Iron Soldier^ and the Led 
uaptam. 






Atocst 9 , 1890 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


MR. PUNCHES MORAL MUSIC-HALL DRAMAS. 

No. XII.— CONEAD ; OE, THE THUMBSUOKEE. 

{Adapted freely from a wdl~Tcnovm Poem in the Struwwelpeierf) 
Chasactsbs. 

Conrad {aged 6), Conrad^s Mother (47). The Somorman {age 
immaterial), 

jScoENE — An Apartment in the house of Conrad’s Mother^ toindow in 
centre at hao\ opening upon a quiet thoroughfare. It is dusk, 
and the room is lighted only hy the reflected gleam from the 
street lamps, Conrad discovered half^hidden hy left voindovo^ 
curtain, 

Conrad {watching stree^. Still there 1 For fnll an. hottr he has not 
ndged beyond the circle of yon lamp-post’s rays ! The gaslight 
faUs upon his crimson hose, and makes a steely glitter at hS thigh, 
while from the shadow peers a hatchet-face and fixes sinister 
malignant eyes— on whom? {Shuddering,) I dare not trust myself 
to guess ! And yet— ah, no— it cannot he myself I I am so young- 
one is still young at six !— "What man can say that I have injured 
him ? Since, in my Mother’s absence all the day engaged u]^n 
Municipal affairs, I peacefully begi^e the weary hours by suction 
of consolato^ thumbs. {Here he inserts his thumh in his mouth, 
htd almost instantly removes it with a start,) Again 1 meet Ihose 
eyes ! I ’ll look no more— but draw the blind and shut my terror 

out. {Draws blind and lights candle; Stage 

lightens,) Heigho, I wish my Mother were at i'‘ . " ’ li'*''' 

home I {Listening,) At last, 1 hear her latch- j ’ ,1‘'| , 

key in the door 1 f. ' ii * > i | ' 

JEnter Conrad’s Mother, a lady of strong- ^ i' 

minded appearance, rationally attired. She I! j|ii g Mg jw 
carries a large reticule full of documents, | ' 

Conrads M, Would, Conrad, that you were ||| l!j 1 1 ,ij 
of riper years, so you might share your jMlMln! 

Mother’s joy to-day, the day that crowns her 

long and arduous toil as one of London’s h 

County Couneillors ! 

Conrad, Nay, speak; for though my mind 
he immature, one topic still can charm my 
infant ear, that ever craves the oft-repeated 
tale. I love to hear of that august Assembly W ' ^ 

\jiis Mother lifts her bonnet solemnly) in S/ m SFoSH 
whiohmy Mother’s honoured voice is raisM I r K 

C’a. M, {gratified). Learn, Coisirad, then, S 

that, after many mouths of patient lobby- ^ 

ing” (you’ve heard the term?) the measure 
hy my foresight introduced has triumphed by 

Con, My^som thrills with dutiful delight — '. .I Z=^ 

— although I yet for information wait as to 
the scope and purpose of the statute. 

O’a. M, Ton show an interest so intelligent that well deserves it ; 
should be satisfied. Be seated, Conrad, at your Mother’s knee, and I 
you shall hear the full particulars. You know how zealously I 
advocate the sacred cause of Nursery Reform? How through my 

efforte every infant’s toys are carefully iuapected once a month f 

Con, {wearily). Nay, Mother, you forget— I have no toys, 

(Ps, M, Which brings you under the exemption clause. But— to 
resume ; how Nursery Songs and Tales must now he duly licensed 
hy our Censor, and any deviati<m from the text forbidden undmr 
heavy penalties ? All that you know, WeR : with concern of late, 
I have remarked among onr infancy the rapid increase of a baneful 
habit on which I scarce can bring my tongue to dwell, {The Stage 
darker ; blind at back lUuminated,) Oh, Conrad, there are children 
— think of itl — so lost to every sense of decency that, in mere 
wantonness or brainless sloth, they obstinately suck forbidden 
thumbs! (Conrad starts with irrepressible emotion,) Forgive me 
if I shock your innocence ! {Sadly,) So-ch things exist— hut soon 
i^U cease to he, thanks to the measure we have passed to-day I 
Con, {:wiih growing uneasiness). But how can statutes check such 
practices ? 

CisM, {paUing his heai). Right shrewdly questioned, hoy! I 
come to that. Some timid sentunentalists ^ advised compulsory 
restraint in wooRen gloves, or the deterrent aid of hitter aloes, I 
saw the evR had too deep a seat to. yield to such half-hearted 
remeies. No ; we must cut, ere we eould hope to cure ! Nay, 
interrupt me not ; my BRl api^ints a new official, by the style and 
titieof “London County Council Seissorman,” for tiie detection of 
youM “ suok-a-thumbs.” 

pTere the shadow of a huge hand brandishing a gigantic pa^ of 
shears appears upon the blind* 

Con, {hiding ms face tn his Mother* s lap). Ah, Mother, see I « • 
the scissors ! . . Chi the blind ! 

CPs, M, Whj, how jou tremble ! You’ve no oanse to fear. The 


shadow of his grim insignia should have no terror— save for thumb- 
suckers. 

Con, And what for thenif 

C*s, M, {complacently), A doom devised hy me— the confiscation 
of the culprit thumbs. Thus shall our statute cure while it corrects, 
for those who have no thumbs can err no more. 

\The Shadow slowly passes on the blind, CoNRi^ appearing 
relieved at its departure, loud knocking without, Both 
start to their feet, 

C?s M, Who knocks so loud at such an hour as this ? 

A Voice, Open, I charge ye. In the CouncR’s name ! 

C,h M, ’Tis the Official Red-legged Seissorman, who doubtless 
calls to thank me for the post. 

Con, {with a gloomy determination). More like his business, 
Madam, is with— Me ! 

(Ps, M, {suddenly enlightened), A Suck-a-thumb ? • • . you, 
Conrad? 

C, {desperately). Ay, — from birth! 

. {Profound^ silence, as Mother and Son face one another. The 
knocking is renewed, 

C*s, M, Oh, this is horrible— it must not he ! I ’R shoot the holt | 
and barricade the door. ^ i 

[Conrad places himself before it, and addresses his Mother in a \ 
tone of incisive irony* 

Con. Why, where is aR the zeal you showed of late ? is ’t thus 
that you the Roman Matron play ? Trick not a statute of your own 

, devising. Come, your official’s waiting— let 

’I f ! him m I (C’s. M, shrinks back appaUed,) So? 

, .-i i , ’ Y you refuse !—(^Arotoinflr open door ) — th«i — 

i • ' i enter, Seissorman! 

. ■ ^ ^ {Enter theSchM/OYmjxn^maekedandin red tights. 


'I i ‘ with his hand upon the hilt of his shears, 

- ‘ ‘'Nr YAsN. {in a passionless ton^, Thongh sorry 

^ ^ unpleasantness, I claim the thumbs 

t yoxmg gentieman, which my own eyes 

I /j’l have marked between his lips. 

| . rilli {frantically)* Thou minion of a 

M meddling tyranny, .go exercise tiiy loathsome 
y ji ! 1 trade elsewhere ! 

II {civilly), I’ve duties here that must 

m ^ performed. 

HM (toildly). Take my thumbs for his I 

The S, ’Tis not the law— which is a modd 

{calmly). Sir, you speak wdL My 
jllI thumbs are forfeited, and^they alone must pay 

2^ S.^with approval). Right 1 St^ with 
me into the outmr hall, and haje the business 
done without dday, 

— C*s, M, {throwing herself between them), 
~ Stay! I’m a Coun(fflor— tms law was wme/ 

Hereby I do suspend the clause I drew. 

The 8, You should have drawn it milder. 

Con, Must I teach a parent laws were meant to be obeyed? 
[To Lead on, Sir. ( To his Mother with cold courtesy,) Madam,— 

may I trouble you ? , 

[Se thrusts her gently aside and passes out w%th the S. ; the 
door is shut and fastened from without, C’s, M. rushes to 
door which site attempts to force without success, 

(Ps, M, In vain I hatter at a senseless door, I ’ll to the keyhole 
train my tortured ear, {Listening) Le^ sRence ! • • « is it over— 
or, to come ? Hark ! was not that the cRck of meeting shears ? • . . 
Again I and foRowed hy the suRen thud of thumbs tiiat drop upon 
linoleum! • • • 

[The door is. opened and Conrad appears, pah hut erec^.— W.N. 
The whole of this scene has Seen compared to one in “ Jkt 
Tosca ” — which, however, it exceeds in horror and intensUy* 
(Ps, M, They send him back to me, bereft of both I My Conrad ! 
What ?— repnlse a Mother’s Arms I 
Con, {with chilling (wmposure). Yes, Madam, for between iw 
ever more, a harrier invisible is raised, and should I strive to reach 
those arms again, two spectral thumbs would press me coldly back— 
the thumbs I sucked in hlissfnl ignorance, the thumbs that solaced 
me in soRtude, the thumbs your County CouncR took from me, and 
your endearmeutit scarcely will replace ! W^here^ Madam, lay the 
narm in sucking ^em? fee dog mRlh^ his foot the cat her claw, 
Lig paws sustain tiie hibernating h^x-f-and you decree no law to 
p n-maTi them / Yet, in yonr rage for in&Etine reform, you rudied 
this most lifficulous enactment— ifes earRestviotim your neglected sonl 
C’*. M. {falling at his feet). Say, CoinUK, you Trill some day 
pardon me ? ^ .a 

Con* {bitterly, as he regards his maimed hands) I will,— the day ; 
these pollards send forth Bhoots ! ^ r \ 

[Hu Moth^^ms aside with a heairwroken wad; CoNBAD smtO^ i 
ing apart in gloomy estrangement os the (hrtaiiCdeseends, 
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“RUKNINC HfS EYE OVER 
THEM. ’ 

Geaudolph muses 

Mx Kingdom for a horse ! ” 
Ah, well I 

The question is,— which is my 
Kingdom ? 

I ^m hotind to own there is a spell 

In TuTfdom, Stabledom, and 
Kingdom, 

The spell that Lord Gxoeoe 
Beittincx knew, 

As Bizzr tells, I feel it too. 

He won brief leadership, who 
might 

Have won the Derby I Which 
was better ? 

There ’s rapture in a racer’s flight. 

There’s rust on -^e official 
fetter. 

Of me the Press tells taradiddles ! 

Well, I do set the fools strange 
riddles I 

** Fourth Party!” He was no 
bad start 

For a new stable, but he ’s done 
with. 

Tory Democracy ! ” Ko heart I 

But ’tis a mount I Ve had good 
fun with. 

“Leader!” “Economy!” “So- 
briety I ” 

My Stable has not lacked variety. 

What does Kouth say? A ragged 
lot? 

Try a new string? And you, 
Dtjneavex? 

Humph! Fancy does blow cold 
and hot. 

Audacious now, and now half 
craven. 

Well, freak an unexhausted 
fount. i 

Mentor, can t/ou guess my next 
mount ? i 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVARI. 



CAREFUL MAN. 


Host, “Hullo! wateeinu my ChampaonbI Afeaid of its 

GETTING INTO VOUE EXAJ >, I SUPPOSE ? " 

GhieiL “ Ko I It ’s not mx Ejsad I 'ar afeaid of with tour 
Champagne ! ” 


MY PITHT JATNl. 

[Dr. Jayne, Bishop Chester, at 
a Conferenoe of the GirPs Friendly 
Society, at Chester, said that until 
they were prepared to introduce haritet- 
makiog into London Society as a sub- 
I siitute for quadrilles and waltzes, he 
[ was^ not disposed to accept it as an. 
equivalent for halls and dances among 
girls of other classes.] 

Aie. — “ ify Pretty Jane,** 

My pithy Jaxne, my plucky 
Jaxne, 

Punch fancies you looked sly 
When you met them, met them 
down at Chester, 

And gave them “one in the 
eye.” 

Bigotry 's waning fast, my boy, 
But Cant we sometimes hear, 
And Chester cant is pestilent cant. 
My Lord, that ’s pretty clear. 
Then pithy Jaxne, my plucky 
Jaxnb, 

Of smiting don’t be shy ; 

But meet them, meet the moou- 
stiuck Puritans 
And tell them it ’s aU my eye. 

’Tis only play, and harmless play. 
Like kissing in the ring. 

When lads and lasses of spirits 
gay 

Dance like yonng lambs in 
Spring. 

That Spring will wane too fast, 
^as! 

But while it yet is here, 

Let youth enjoy, or girl or boy, 
The dance to youth so dear. 
Then pithy Jaine, my plucky 
Jaxnb, 

Dou’t heed the bigot’s ory. 

But meet them, meet them down 
at Chester 

And teach thmi Oharify I j 


ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTEACTED FEOH THE DIABT OF TOBY, M.P. 

JETouse of Commons^ Monday^ July 28 .— Steatheden and Camp- 
bell are amongst the most regular visitors to our lobby from House 
of Lords. Ravenswoeth and TJmbkbela run 
them pretty close, but come iuonly a good second. 

Moreover, whilst Ravenswobth and T Tmrbvxla 

rarely go beyond the lobby, Steatheden and 

Campb e ll press forward into Gallery reserved . 

for Peers, and there sweetly go to sleep, “ Like 

Babes in the Wood,” says Colonel Malcolm, 

turning over leaves of Orders as if he would like 

to complete the simile by acting the part of the 

birds. To-night Steathbdbn and Campbell 

leavens forloru. They have business in their 

own House ; been long ooncemed for interests 

of State anected by the Maekiss’s persistence iHr imSKU 

in combining office of Premier with that of 

Foreign Secretary. 

“It would too much even for us,” said vgjB®/ 

Steatheden, in conversation we had before jgmMmi 

House met; “and,” he continned, “though 1 
say it what shouldn’t, 1 don’t know any arrange- 
ment that would be happier or more complete 
than if we undertook the job. What do you 
say, Campbell? Would you be Premier, or 
would you take the Foreign Seals ? ” ci:p| 

“The Premier place is yours,” said Camp- 
BELL, gallantly ; “at least, it is now. When 
we first started in life we used to call ourselves 
Campbell and Steatheden. You’ll find it so . 
in the Peerages of earlier date; now it’s the 
other way about, and Steatheden takes the 


‘That was mfirdy your doing, Campbell, 


Tumlng over fresh Leaves. 


said Steatheden; “so modest, so retiring, so thoughtful! After 
we*d been known as Campbell and Steatheden for go<^ many 
years, you came to me and said it was my turn now. I objected; 
you insisted ; and here we are, a power in the State, an o^eot of 
interest in the Commons, Steatheden and Campbell in the Lords.^’ 
“ A little awkward, don’t you think,” I ven- 
tured to say, edging in a word, “ for you two 
fellows to take this strong stand against 
duality ? ” 

L V “Hot at all,” said Steatheden and Camp- 

BELL, both together ; “ we are authorities <m | 
the subject, and we say that the Mabeiss cannot 
in his single person adequately perform the 
duties pertaining to his high offices ; there- 
fore we shall go and move our resolution pr<H 
MiPiiMP testing against arrangement.” < 

Pretty to see them marching ofi. Always 
walk on tip-toe ; Kosebeet says it is a practice 
adopted so as not to disturb each other wneiL en- 
gaged in thinking out deep problems ; two of 
the best and the, happiest old fellows in 
mmL^ yC world; their only tronble is that on divisions 
their vote should count as only one. CampbeiIh 
Y \ in whom hot Cupar blood flows, once proposS 
to raise question of privilege, but soothd by 
Steatheden, who has in Qm a strong strain 
of the diplomatio.eharaoter of his grana&lhor« 
mM Abingeb. 

Business done.— In the Lords, Steatheden 
and Campbell raised question of Mabhlss as 
Premier and Foreign Seoretary. In OommoxiSi 
Anglo-German Agreement sanctioned. 

, Tuesday * — Sootm Memhera had thmr 

CJ^ to-night ; played a pretty stifi game till, attuMv# 

o’clock, stumps drawn. All about what used to 
Eresh Leaves. he called the Compensation BilL Got st nesw 
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Tumteft iKjffBr; Cbmpeiisation Clauses dropped ; but Joko£ finds it.dreary 
weak draggmg th« meek . 

** Beams to me, Toby,” lie said, 'with a sob m his voice, that 
wfiatever 1 do is wrougm Bill has gone through vaiious trans- 
mo^rifieatiQns sinoe, with a light heart, I brought it in as part of 
JBaSget aobeme. But it ’s all the same. Hit high or hit low, I can’t 
pl^use ^em., Begin to if there were any other business ox>en 
lor me, should chuck this up.” 

been in the (gurnet-cleaning line ? ” said J w a plb -Blujn^ijeeIi, 
in harsh voice, and with oniionsly soured face. Generally beams 
I through as^ it were 

♦ seems to have fallen over 

able t^spMe*to Totte^^am 

i® finished and it is sent 
Floored by the Carpet. ^ 


five bob. Your keen insight into figures, JoKne, will convince 
you that the coin colloquially known as five bob won^t go far 
to enable you to out a figure m Society, drive four-in-band, give 
pio-nics in your park to the Primrose ^League, and subscribe to 
3ie Carlton Fund. However, there it is ; carpet comes ; you send 
it out in usual way, and what happens ? Why it blows itself up, 
killg two boys, lames a man, and then yon discover that you’ve been 
entertaining unawares a carpet worth £1000 which yon have to pay. 
Bid that ever happen to you at the Treasury ? ” Maple- Blundell 
fiercely demanded. Joeha forced to admit that, his infinite sorrows 
had never taken that particnlar turn. 

**Tery wdl, then,^’ snapped Maple-Blundell, “ don’t talk to me 
about your troubles. As far as I know this is the only carpet in the 
World valued at £1000 ; it is certainly the only one that ever wentofi 
by i^ntaneous oombumon ; and J had this particular carpet in 
ehsarge, at the very moment when it ^ 

was ready to combust qyontaneously.” ^ 

> *‘Tes,’’ said Joxnr, softly, as 
Maple-Blundell went on, vieionsly 
stanming on the carpet that covers 
^e library fioor, “ we all have our 
troubles, and when I think ef Maple- 
: Blundell and his combustible carpet 
1 ^ able tbe better to bear the woes 

. done . — In Committee on 

Local Taxation Bill. 

■ True, Tody,” Old 

Moealepy ‘said, in reply to an obser- 
: ylttion, ** I am a little tired, and m 

; mituTaaly failings haven’t been going 
woljffefi.asttef did; but I could get My 

along weE encugh if it wasn’t for 
Summers. Conybearb ’s cantan- ^ 
kerons ; Story is strenuous ; Tanner 
tedious; and Billon denunciatory, 

But there’s something about Sum- 

E^BRS tiiat is peculiarly aggravating. -- 

In the first place, he is, as far as o o o 

aJ?pfea^aiioOTgo,suehaqdiet, audabl^^ r r r 

mnSPeBriavvA xrnmnim vwwrt''< T n4> ama «»>A.r,U 4.1...^. 


the Pope; Customs’ Duty in Algeria; International Arbitration; 
Walfish Bay, and Bamara Land, together ■with the view the Cape 
Colonies may take of the Anglo-German Agreement. That pretty 
well for one night ; but he ’s gone ofi now, to look up a fresh batch, 
which he ’ll unfold to-morrow. How is the winter of our discontent, 
which is chiUy enough ; but, for my part, I often think that life 
would be endurable only for its Summers.” 

Haven’t often heard Old Morality speak so bitterly ; generally, 
even at worst time, overflowing with geniality; ready to take 
kindest view of circumstances, and hope for the best. But Summers, 
surveying mankind from China to Pern in search of material for 
fresh conundrum, too much for mildest-mannered man. Old | 
Morality, goaded to verge of madness, jumps up ; hotly declines to ' 
reply to Summers ; begs him to address nis questions to Ministers to 
whose Department, 'they belonged. 

Business done. — ^Looal Taxation BiU through Committee. 

Friday. — Still in our ashes live our wonted fires. Dwelling just 
now amid ashes of expiring Session ; everything dull and deadly ; 
pounding away at Local Taxation BiU ; Scotch Members to the fore, 
for the fortieth time urging that the £40,000 allotted them in relief 
of school fees shaU be made £90,000. House divides, and also for 
fortieth time says “Ho ; ” expect to go on with next Amendment ; 
when suddenly Harcourt springs on Old Morality’s back, digs his 
knuckles into his eyes, bites his ear, and observes that be “ has never 
seen a piece of more unexampled insolence.” Old Morality, when 
he recovers breath, goes and teUs the Master— I mean the Speaker, 
Speaker says Harcourt shouldn’t use language like that ; so Har- 
couRT-suhsides, and incident closes as rapidly and suddenly as it opened . 

A little later Compton goes for Raikes ; hints that he snb-edited 
for Hansard portions of a speech delivered in House on Post OflS.ee 
affairs. Raikes says “ Hoble Lord charged me with having deliber- 
ately r falsified my speech.” Compton says he didn’t. “Then,” 
said Raikes, with pleading voice that went to every heart, “ I wish 
the Hoble Lord had the manliness to charge me with deliberate falsi- 
fication.” Compton refused to oblige ; Raikes reaUy depressed, 

“Don’t know what we’re coming to, Toby,” he said, “when one 
almost goes on his knees to ask a man to charge him with deliberate 
Msification, and he won’t do it. Thought better of Compton ; see 
him in his tine light now.” Business done. — A good deal, 

A SPORTING STYLE. 

Our next example of a true sporting style will be constructed on 
the basis of Hos. 11, 12, and 13 of the Rules. These, it will be 
remembered, require the writer to refer to “ the good old days ; ” to 
be haughty and contemptuous, with a parade of rugged honesty ; to 
be vain and offensive, and to set himself up as an infallible judge of 
every branch of sport and athletics. This particular vistriety of style 
is always immensely effective. All the pot-boys of tbe Metropolis, 
most of the shady bookmakers, and a considerable proportion of the 
patrons of sport swear by it, and even the most thougntful who read it 
cannot fail to be impressed by its splendour. This style deals in para- 
graphs. Second Example. — Event to be commented on : A Regatta, 

I am led to believe by column upon column of wishy-washy 
twaddle in the morning papers, that Henley Regatta has actually 
taken place. The effete parasites of a decayed aristocracy who 
direct tiiis gathering endeavour year after year to make the world 
believe that theirs is the only meeting at which honour has the least 
oh wee of bursting into {flower, I nave my own opinions on this 
point. Really, these tenth transmitters of foolish faces become more 
and more brazen in their attempts to palm off their miserable two- 
penny-halifeenny,^tin-pot, one-horse Regatta as the combination of 
aU the cardinal virtues. 


young inaiC Looking at him, one would think that 
bi^t^^^oulin’tmelt in Ms niouth, much less that Mixed Marriages 
lEtMaltiL sh^Md-keep hidi awakb at night, and the question of Tnter- 
’ ArMtrati(m '^oMd* lower his appetite. Yet yon know how 
He keemS to navet some leisure on his hands ; uses it to formu- 
eeai1tn^bn[:i^J oiomes doWn here, and propounds them to me. 
Me nst mr to-night. Lintobn Simmonds’s to 


These gentry presume to dictate to rowing men what shall consti- 
tute the status of the Amateur. For my oWn part (and the world 
mU aclmowledge that I have done some rowing in my time) I prefer 
the straight-forward conduct of any passing rag-and-bone merchant 
to the tricks of thehi^h and mighty (Champions of the amateur quali- 
fication in whose nostrils the mere name of professional oarsman seems 
to stink. These pampered denizens of the amateur hothouse would, 
doubtless, wear a kid-glove before they ventured to shake h 9 .nds with 
one who, like myself, despises them and their absurd pretensions. 

As tor tbe rowing, it was fantastic. I wasn’t there. Indeed, those 
who toow me, would never think so meanly of me as to suppose that 
I would attend this Regatta pour tire. But I know enough to he 
sure that the Eights were slow, the Fours deficient in pace, the pairs 
on the nmns side of nothing, and the souUers preposterous. Rowing 
must be in a bad way when it can boast no better champions (save th,e 
maxk I ) than those who last week aired their incompetenoe, and 
impeded the traflSic of the people uptSn the Thames. Time was when 
an o^sman was an oarsman, but now he is a miserable cross between 
a Belgravian flunkey and a riverside tout. Which is all I care to 
say on an unsavoury matter. ! 


^ or Pioture. of any description, wUl 

accompaniod by a Stamped aad Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this mle 
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lyi^ PIPPIN TVDPQ ^ mud-stained coat for his rider. These little aoddents inU hj 

iviuucKn I Trc.». means dash his spirits, or impair his volubility in the smoking- 

{By Mr, PumsKs own Type Writer,) room^ where he may be heard conduct^ a dull diseusdon on 

No. XTIL-THE SPURIOUS SPORTSMAN. 

Theee is in swrt, as in Society, a class of men who aspire right stamp of horse for the oountiy. Havmg shot witti indifferent 
perpetually towards something as perpetually elusive, which ap- results on a very big day throimh coverts, he will afterwards av^ 
pears to them, rightly or wrongly, to be higher and nobler th^ that su^ eport is very poor fun, and that what he really cares 
their actual selves. But whereas a man may be of and in Society, about is a tramp over heather or turnips, and a small bag at the 
without effort, by the mere accident of birth or wealth, in sport, end of the day ; but if he should ever be found on a grouse moor, / 
properly understood, achievement of some Mnd is necessary before or a partridge shooting, he will sneer at the inferior qx^ty of a 
admission can be had to the sacred circle of the elect. What the sport which requires that a man should exhaust himsdf with useless 
snob is to Society, the Spurious Sportsman is to sport ; and thus walkmg exercise before he jfets near his birda “ Cove^shooting 
where the former seeks to persuade the world that he is familiar is the game, my hoy;” he wiH say, *^most difideult thing in the 
with the manners, and accustomed to the intimate Mendship of the world when the pheasants are and the fmest test of a real 
great and highly placed, the latter will hold himself out as one sportsman,” and with that he will miss 1 m twentieth grouse, and 
who, in every branch of sport has achieved many notable feats on call down imprecations on the dogs, the light, the keeper, and his 


innumerable occasions. 

Such a man, of course, is not without knowledge on the matters of 


own companions. 

The Spurious Sportsman is often an ofBLoer of the auxiHair forces. 


which he speaks. He has probably hunt^ several times without | He knows by heart every button of the Brirish Army, talks much 
pleasure, or fished or shot here and there upon questions of discipline, and has a more 


without success. But upon these slender 
foundations he could not rear the stupen- 
dous fabric of his deeds unless he had read 
much, and listened carefully to the narra- ' 

tions of others. By the aid of a lively 
and unscrupulous imagmation, he gr^ually ^ 
transmutes their experiences into his own. A 
What he has read becomes, in the end, 
what he has done, and thus, in time, Ihe ^ 
Spurious Sportsman is sent forth into the 
world equipped in a dazzling armour of '{;'W 
sporting . mendacity. And yet mendacity j 
IS, perhaps, too harsh a word ; for it is of K 
the essence of true falsehood that it should 
hope to be believed, in order that it may 
deceive. But, in the Spurion© Sportsman^s ^ 
ventures into the marveUons, there is 
generally something that gives ground for j | 

Bie exercise of charity, and the appalled .III 
listener may hope that even the narrator fl 
is not so thoroughly convinced of the reality I 

of his exploits as he would, apparently, 
aesire others to he. And there is tibis also | 

6) he said in excuse, Ithat sport, which calls 

for the exercise of some of the noblest ^ 

attributes of man’s nature, not infrequently 

leads him into mean traps and pitfai^. 

3For there are few men who can aver, with 


llnll j;lU i’ 


sharply defined and more permanent mark 
of sunburn across his forehead ihan any 
regular ofiLcer. He is also a great stickle? 


-fyfv 


: ""A 




for etiquette, and prefers to Tbe addressed 
as Major or Colonel, as the case may be. 
He bears his rank upon his visiting-x^Ss, 
and frequents a military dub. In the 
sodety of other Spurious Sportsmen he is 
at his best and noblest. They gather to-r 
g;ether at their resorts, each with the 
sincere conviction that every oth^ member 
of the little coterie is a oonfirmed hum- 
bug. Yet they never fail to teing their 
store of goods, their anecdotes, their expe- 
riences, fiieir adventures, and their feats, to 
a market where admiration and applause are 
paid down with a liberal hand; for though 
all Iknow their fellows to he impostors, 
they are content to sink this knowledre in 
the desire to gain acoeptanoe and oreaenoe 
for themselves, and thus there never comes 
a whisper of doubt, hesitariouj or disbelief 
to mar toe perfect harmony in which toe 
Spurious Sportsmen live amongst toem- 
sdves. Yet, when they have separated, toey 
never fail to hold one another up to ridicule 
and contempt. 

Ihe SpunoxLS Sportsman thus s^nds the 


perfect accuracy, that they have never added a foot or two to their greater part of Ms life in building up a reputation out of imtoing. 
longest shot, or to toe Mghest jump toeir favourite horse, and As rime go^ on, he becomes more aM more ane^oricaUy 
have never, in short, exaggerated a dffieulty in order to increase rienced, an(L if jKwstole, even l^s actual. He will Mve tost hn 


r But ‘ue^elof^rand a siirht which get. d^y wcakw wai.haye 

riien within reasonable limits of untruthfolness has no restrainmg caused him to abandon even toe pretence of handling hisgun, birt 


toe largest stock of credulity and tolerance. To walk with Mm in a man a man. 
toe streets, or to travel with him in a train, is to receive for nothing 
a liberal education in sport. Ho man has ever shot a greater numl^r 
of rocketing pheasants with a more .unerring aocura<^ toaa he 


a liberal education m sport. JNoman Has evOTsnonagreaw numwr PUN’CH’S DIGTIOHAKY OF PHRASES, 

of rocketing pheasants with a more unerring aocura<^ than ne 

has— in Pall Mali, St James’s Street, or Piccadilly. He will wmt .. . pABUArnKTAnx. * 

out to you the exaotspot where he post a .. ^ honouroMe and learned friend;” i.e., “A prolert^nal 

were h^g driven from Sfc James . Sguare poMo^devoid alike of principle and capacity.” .• , , 

Qnh. He wdl tiim “I pass from that matter;” ».e„“Pind it somewhat emharraMing.” 

Jmeof flight, and having tdon’t know where my honourable friend getehisjafsfrom;” 

hy way of m example, will knock off the hat rfto n^raave . inveterate habitof lying.” 

paswr-by. This ^ monument of antkuated Normm tyranny” or, “ A of 

^ <x»rly English fraud «nd ignorancs ; ” “ A statute whrdi I and 

Ht stiff at first, hut the best fellow going whm you w^y ^w • i/x » * 

coverta of « Thsmost pre(^u constitutional legacy of those who fowht and 

^ TV • 1_JL 1 ix. 1 A. V-. T — 


^dangers, and having taught you how it may h^ he cleared, will LEGAi. 

add, that it is notomg to one that he jumped last s^sou wito toe «« instructed, my Lord^ that this is, in fact, the ease; ^ 
ftuytoMey. ‘ My dear Sir, he say, a who ^ ndmg t* j ^ as usual, you have got upon a false scent ; but as this 
behind me was so astonnded that he meammed it then and to^mm .. client, the solicitor (whose nod^ at this-moment 

a tape he happen^ to hav^to ^ ; Six foot of p(»t and j^^aan anything, and, to^efore, why not approval ?), I en^Urage 

.stiff as an iron-clad, and twenty foot of gravel-pit beyond,” He 

will also speak with infinite contempt of toose who ‘ orane or * Lectubee at a Bathe PA^roEAMi. 


will have packed toe 


‘A lank ^hemiy clouds lowers in the horiso»;'^ iie,, 
nt has been laid on thick.” _ . - 

‘ The plain etreteheefar away ; ” “ About five yuda.- 


von. zdz. 



74 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVARL 


[August 16, 1890, 


^ARRY ON THE 'OLIDAY SEASON. 


Beae Chabijb,— ^Ow are yer, my pippin? 

’Ere’a ’oliday seaeon come round, 

And I ^m off on the galoot somewheres, and 
that poofy soon, yon be hound ; 

But afore I make tracks for deaj Parry, or 
slope for the Scheldt or the Ehine, 

My ’art turns to turmnts and yon, and I feel 
I must drop yer a line. 

You gaTe me a inyite this 
season, I know, my dear 
hoy. Well, yer see 
It’s iAwway. The ^een 
txxral-looral ’s all right, 
but it ’ardly suits Me 1 
When you’re well in the 
swim, my dear Ceaeue, 
along o’ the reglar 
You must do as they do, 
for a swell, like a Bobby, 
must stick to his beat. 

It ’s expected, old man, it ’s 
expected. J est fancy me 
slinging my ’ook 
Porold Tnrmntshire, going 
out nnttin’, or bobbing 
for fish in a brook I 
I^^ot der toriggle^ dear boy, 

I assure yon. Could stars 
of ‘Mayfair be content 
To round upon Rome or the 
Riggi, and smug uplin 
Surrey or Rent? 

Ro fear ! Cherry orchards 
isjpooty, and ’ops ’as ad- 
mirers, no doubt ; 

But it’s only when si)ort 
is afoot as the country ’s 
worth fnssin’ about. 

Your toff likes the tuimuts 
or stubbles when poultry 
is there to be shot. 

But corn-fields and cah- 
hage-beds, Chaelte ? 

Way oh ! that ’s all middle- 
class rot. 

There wos a time, Chaelte, 

I own it, when Richmond 
’nd do me to rights. 

And a fortnight at Margit 
meant yum-yum to look 
for and dream on o’ 
nights; 

I, was inneroent then, a 
youn^ geeser, too modest 
for this world, dear boy; 

Didn’t know you’d to do 
wot was proper, and not 
what you think you’d 
enjoy. 

Ah! Nolibhs olliges^ old 
pardner, and great is the 
power of form” ; 

Rads may ra£ at “the 
olarses” like ginger, hut 
aU on us likes to be 
“warm,” 

And rub shoulders with 


Nopdt SpEiGGi]s'S,‘'Ae spotted me, Chaeue,— 
him being left out in the cold, — 

And to see him sit down on his topper, and 
turn off as yaller as gold, 

Wos as good as a pantermime. Oh! if there ’s 
one tmng more nicer than pie, 

It’s to soar like a bird in the sight of the 
flats as can’t git on the fly. 


cherknow, 

Are to look up to sparklers 
aboye us, and down on 
poor duffers below. 




— T X4.J.UAJ.UOO uiwif lately with 

^■^eftLady Claee Pabamel. 

WMb. her simshade shone red on my face, 
through the crush, 
Wy I felt lue Mong Blong in the momin’, 
and looked like a bride, one big blush. 


’ARRY ON THE BOULEVARDS. 

But I ’m wandering, Chaelie, I ’m wandex- 
iug. ’OHday form is my text. 

Last ye^ it was Parry and Switzerland; 
ardly know where to go next. 

I should much like to try Monty Carlo, and 
’aye a fair flutter for once, 

But I fear it won’t run to it, pardner ; my 
boss is the dashdest old dunce* 


WonH raise me to three guid a week, the old 
skinfliut. Though travelling ’s cheap. 

It do scatter the stamps jest a few, if you 
don’t care to go on the creep. 

Roolette might jest set me up proper, hut 
then, doutcherknow, it might no^, 

And I fear I should come back cleared out, 
if my luck didn’t laud me a pot. 

Oh, dash them spondu- 
licks ! The pieces is aU. 
as I wants for my ’elth. 
And then them darned 
Sosherlist jugginses ’owl 
till all ’s blue agin 
Wealth. 

It giyes me the ditherums, 
Chabijdb ; it do, dear old 
man, and no kid. 

Wy, they ’d queer the best 
pitches in life, if they 
kiboshed the Power of 
the duid I 

There’s Venice again I I 
could start this next 
week with a couple o’ pals ; 
But yer gondoler’s ’ardly 
my form, and I neyer 
wos nuts on canals. 
Waggles says ’re not 
like the Orand Jmction, 
as creeps sewer - like 
through our parks ; 

Well, Waggles may aniff ; 
I’m not sure, up to now, 
mate, as Venice means 
larks. 

’Arf a mind to try Parry 
once more. It ’s a place 
as you soon git to love ; 
There is always some fun 
afoot there, as will keep 
a chap fair on the shove. 
Pooty scenery’s aR very 
proper, hut glaciers and 
snow-peaks do pall, 

And as to yer bloomin’ 
Black Forests, the Bor 
der Boolong beats ’em all. 

After all, there is something 
quite ’ome-like in Parry 
—so leastways I t hink ; 
It’s a place where you 
don’t seem afraid to larf 
’arty, ortip gals the wink; 
Sort o’ san janey feeling 
about it, my pippin’ — 
you know wot 1 mean. 
You don’t feel too fur from 
old Fleet Street, steaks, 
“hitter,” and “ God 
Save the Queen J ’* 

When your Britisher tra- 
vels, he travels, hut likes 
to be Britisher still • 

With his Times ana his 
“tub”heis’appy; with- 
out ’em he’s apt to feel ill. 
Wy, when I was last year 
in Parry, I went for a 
Bullyvard crawl 
One night arter supper, 
when who should I spot 
but my pal BoBBr Ball, 

He wos doin’ the gay at a Caffy, was Bob, 
petty vair^ and all that. 

Togged up to the nines with his claw-hammer, 
cuff-shooters, gloves, and crush-hat. 

“Wot cheer, Bobbt, oldbuster I ” I bellered; 

and up from his paper he looks. 

Ah I and didn’t we ’ave a rare night on it, 
CBCABLiBr We both know owr hooks. 
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But wot do you think Bob 
was reading? The Timet! 
I could twig it at once. 

He might 'ave ’ung on to GU 
Blarty or the jPi^yero,— B ob 
ain^t a dunce— 

But lor ! not a hit on it, 
Ckaeue ; the Britisher 
stuck out to rights ; 

’Twas JoHK Bull’s big, well- 
printed old broad - sheet ! 
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Tobtoni’s is all very spiffing, 
the Bullyvard life is A 1, 
And the smart little journals 
of Parry, though t^-paper 
rags, is good fmi ; 

But a Briton abroad is a 
Briton ; chic^ spice, azure 
pictures, rum crimes, 

Is all very good biz in their 
way, but they do not make 
up for our Times ! 

Well, I ’m not on for Turmut- 
shire,CHABLiE, notthis time ; 
and now you know why. 
Carn’t yer jest turn the tables, 
old hoyster, and come for a 
bit of a fly ? 

Cut the chawbacons, run up 
to London, jine me^ and 
we ’U pal ofl to Par^ ; 

And if yer don’t And it a ’Oli- 
day Skylark, wy, never 
trust ’Abby. 

Tice Yebsa.— The Prench 
Ministers are away from Paris 
for their vacation. M. De- 
TELLE, it is said, has gone to 
La Bourboule. This is better 
for the place than La Bour- 
boule going to the DeveUe. 



OUR BOOKING-OmCE. 


The paper ’on *‘01d Q,.,” in the GenUeman^s Magazine^ by 
Edwabd walfobd, M.A., is interesting up to a certdn point, but 
after that disappointing. “ Oliver says flie Baron, imj^ersonating 
Oliver for the time being, “ asks for more.” And 
much the same observauon have I to make on 
another paper about Irish Characters in English 
Dramatic lAt&rature^ by W. J. Lawbencb. 
Although the writer ranges from Shabspeabe to 
Boxtcicault, and mentions authors, plays, and 
actors, yet he has omitted Hudson who, after 
Power and, before Boucicault, was, in his own 
particular line, one of the best delineators of Irish 
character on the stage. He played chivalrous 
parts that Boucicault would not have attempted. 
There are historical Irish types still to be_ repre- 
I sented; and when Irish melodrama, with its 
secret plots, murders, wicked l^d-a^nts, jovial 
mu8cular-<diristian priests, comic msde peasants, 
and pretty and virtuous female ditto, shall have 
taken a rest for a while, Irish Comedy may yet 
_ _ ^ have its day. ’ . 

‘‘ Sdn ZcBcaJ^ The very best letter I have ever seen on this 
important subject appeared August 9th, written by that eminent 
author, who makes a vain attempt at concealing his identity under 
the signature of ** Archimillion,” and addressed to the Great 
Journalistic Twin Brethren, the Editorial Proprietors and Pro- 
prietorial Editors of The Whirlwind^ whose Court C^cute rei^rter 
(this by the way) might appropriately adopt the historic name of 
“Blastus, the King’s Chamberla^” The argument in Abchi- 
hillion’s remarkable letter is deddedly sound. But surely he is 
wrong in supposing that the astral rev&rheraiion of the jpodoMna 
(one in six) cotdd possibly^ he ratiocinated on the cole<^tic intensiiy / 
Perhaps he will deny that he ever said so. But dta he mean it f 
To me this has been the sweet familiar study of a lifetime, and, 
without boastful egoism, I may say I am considered, by all who 
know anything about tiie matter, a first-rate authority on this 
subject, or on any other, says Baron be Book-Worms. 


THE CERMAM HINTERLAND. 

{JSfm Song to an old Tune!) 

Where is the German 
terland f 

Wherever on a foreign strand 
There lies a handy s^ooast 
track, ^back, 

With fertile country at its 
On which to lay a Teuton 
hand; 

There is the German Sinter^ 
land! 

Where is the German Hinter^ 
landf 

Wherever commerce can ex- 
pand, [pcnse, 

Without much danger or ex- 
O’er someone’s “ sphere of 
influence,” — 

That “someone” failing to 
withstand— 

There is the German Hinier^ 
land I 

A Puzzle.— The Dunlo case 
came to an end. Miss Belle 
Bilton remains Lady Bunlo j 
— and quite right too. Yet, 
if she is still the wife of Lord 
Dunlo, how is it that she is 
engaged to Augustus Brubjc- 
OLANUS ? Yet such is the fact. 
Is she to he the Belle of the 
Beauty and the Beast (Panto- 
mime)? If so, her Ladyship 
will look splendid, as she is a 
Belle Built ’un. 


Proverbial Parliamen- 
tary Philoiwphy. — “ The 
course of business never did 
run smooth.” — W. H. Smith, 


TITEORTAT! I 

(Jfrom. a Ei^ory of England ^ to he written in the Tamtieth CerUwy!) 

The Intelligent Foreigner carefully picked his way amongst the 
ruins to Downing Street, and was soon in consultation with the 

“ This merely is a call of courtesy,” he observed; “ of course I 
am not in the least bound to give you 
notice, but thmk it civil to do so.” ^ ^ ^ 

The British Premier bowed, as if in- 
viting further particulars. I 

“Well, 0-Hang-Hit and I have settled ! 

everything,” continued the Yisitor; “he 

takes the Isle of Wight, while I assume HBUr ^{ll \PwL . 
the Protectorate of Scotland, India, and A 

the Channel Itiands.” , . 

“What I” exclaimed the British M 

Pi^mier, aghast at the information. 

I “ And what if we resist ? ” , ^ u 1 . 

“ Resist I ” laughed the Hew Zealander, “ Why that would cost 
a halfpenny in the pound more Inwme Tax, and your rate-payers 
would never submit to that! Besides, our disease- spreading tor- 
pedoes (to which our owu people are acclimatised) would soon suoioe 

returned the British Premier, sorrowfully, “very 
true, inde^. Well, and what next?” « -n t -l ^ 

“Then 0-H^g-Hit has a monopoly of English Beer, ana we 
consent to the^ cession of Gibraltar to Dunt-Kar-Acusser. The 
simplest thing in the world! ” 

“But where do I come in?” asked the Briton. 

“ Oh, you don’t come in at all. But don’t he alarmed, we are 
only contributing our quota to the glorious cause of Peace I ” And 
the Intelligent Foreigner showed the British Premier a report of a 
speech made by Lord Salisbury, at the Mansion House, on August 
6, 1890. — =============^^ ^ ' 

Transcendental Heophitb,— M r. John Burns has jcd&od the 
Kabbylists. 
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OUR YOTTINQ YORICK. 

Bbab j u afcetcli of anytliiiig I see,” when I 

ha.rm*t seen anythingfor &e last twenty-fonr hours. ImwssiDle I 
utterly impossible I You simply want me to do mpossihmties, ana 
lam onlymortaL VcildJ I don’t eomplain; I only say I cant 
draw ^t I don’t see ; and as to sending: funny sketoes when it s 
torrents, and he^. doing: so for the last forty-eight hours 
three minutes and twenty-one and a-half seconds, I m well, I c^ t 
^^wa^emefU. Torrents of rain. Anyone can draw water— hut 
draw rain I Yes, when on horseback, 1 can 
V draw rein. Good that, * * when you come to 
of it,”— considering that I’m 1900 



“0,” and it ’s 19, 000. It teems like it. Here 
we are in Petersburg. Mist’s cleared off. 
We ’re anchored dose to W^inter Palace, and 
I ’ye just seen a droschki-diiyer, whom I 
sketch. JS^ot unlike old toy IJ^oah’s-Ark 
TwgTi eh? Something humorous at last, 
f.Tmnic Heayen ! But did I come 1900 miles 
to see this ? Well, “Ifeva no more I ” 

Mister Skipper says I ought to go to the 
Fetershoff. All yery well to say so, but 
where is Feter^ and how far is he “hoff ” ? 
That’s humorous, I think, eh? Youjtold 
me to go and ** pict up bits of Russian Hfe,” 
and so I ’m going to do it at the risk of my 
own, I feel sure, for I neyer saw such chaps 
as these soldiers, six feet three at the least, 
every Tnau Jackski of ’em, and broad out of 


BroschM.Driyer. !?d try te get some ^ out ot tne itussiajw, 
if there’s any i« them. If I’m caught 
tffiftTfrng ftm of these soldiers, 1 tkoiudnH have a word to tat/ 
mt/teW! The SHpper says that he’s heard that the persecution of 
'&e Jews hniiL just begun again. Cruel shame, but I daren’t say thm 
alouA in cate anyone should understand just that amount of English, 
whooj^M t— the knout and Siberia ! So I ’H say *• nowtF 
Really humorous thid^ I’m sure, and 19,000 miles from England. 

" To-day — ^I don’t know what to-day is, haying lost all count of 
time — is a great day with the Russiws. I don’t xmderstand one 
Word they say. and as to reading their letters — ^I mean the letters 
of their alphabet— that is if they ’ye got one, which I very much 
doubt,— why I might as well be a blind man for all I can make out. 
Somehow I rather think that it ’s the Emperor’s birthday. Guns and 
belk all oyer the place. Guns going off, bells going on. Tremendous 
crowds cyerywhere. “lam never so lonely,” as somebody said, “ as 
when I’m m a crowd.” That’s just what I feel, especially when 
the crowd doesn’t talk a single word of English. ^ 

The Russians are not iU-fayoured but VX 

ffayoured. that is, iu a crowd. I cheered with 
them, “ Hip hiphurrahski ! Hipski! Hurrah- 
sM I ” What I was cheering at I don’t know, 
but I like to be in it, and when at Petersburg 
do as the Petersburgimis do. A A 

Haying strayed away from our yachting ir . i \ 

parfey^ or yMhtmg party haying strayed away X} ) 

from me,! found myself {fliey didn’t find me f^\ 

tiiough; they have been finding me in wittles ^ rv ? v 
and drink during the whole of the voyage, — / 

humorous again, eh P It ’s tn me, only there ’s / \ 

a d^ression in the Baltic. Why call it Baltic ? I m \ 

Hobody on board knows) outside the fortress k -*. # - •’ 

of St. Peter and St. Paul. I daresay there’s A j J 

some legend about their having built it, but, I 

: as I remarked before, my knowledge of the 
Russian tongue is limited to what I get dried 
^ hredkfatt^ and tixat doesn’t go far when ^^33 

there are many more than myself alongside the cfew 

lestiye board— and so I ^oouLdn’t get any ex- 
planation. But I managed to snea^ inside the 
fortress— and then ,— my way ! ! I Couldn’t 
get out. “if you ymit to know your way, roiiceman. 

Me a PbUc^nan” in London, and, in St. Petersburg, ask a 
lobbW. Hare’s one witii a sword— at least, I think he’s one. 
I saldi “Please, Sir, which way?” Then I tried him with 
Vrwibsr^* Ou says I, “fe ehemin pour cdler out of (I 

couldn’t remember the Erench for ‘out of’) cette confounded 
fortress?” He wo^dn’t raderstand me, I tipped biiw a wink— I 
il]|wed him a two-shillingpieoe. It wasn’t enough I suppose, as he 
daued another fellow. The other ohap came np,— what he was I 
; don’t know— bnt suddenly, from their awful manner, their fiowns, 


and violent expressions, it occurred to me, “ Hang it all ! they take 
me for a JewP’ ISTever was so alarmed. With great presence of 
mind I pointed to my nose— they saw the point at once. Then 

Rip Van Winkle. * — 

or the Prisoner of “Suddenly from their awful manner, their frowns, 
Chillon who duff and violent expressions, it occurred to me, * Hang it 
^ TheytakemeforaJew!’’’-J^:.^mi/r^^ 

Ms naih (when 

was a 1 ) 07 1 remember it, and tried to do it in tlie garden), and oame 
np with a long heard when everyone was dead and gone. I may return 
as a stowaway, hut anyhow expect me, and prepare the fatted 
cutlet. That ’s humorous, isn’t it, eh ? 

Yours. Jbtsak, the T. Y, 
19,000 miles away too I Just imagine I 

AUTOMATIC PROGEESS. 

The Proprietors of the “ Automatic Chair ” having had reason to 
think their invention such a success that they have turned it into a 
Company, a stimulus has been given to ingenuity in this direction, 
with the result that the following prospective advertisement, or soms- 
I thing very much like it, may shortly be expected to see the light 

T he automatic furniture supply association, 

started for tiie purpose of meeting the daily-increasing demand 
for self-acting and trouble-saving appliances in the domestic 
arrangements of the modem household, beg to inform their patrons 
that they are now .able to supply them with 

T he automatic four-poster. — TMs ingeniously cou- 
structed piece of furniture will tuck up the occupant, rock 
him to sleep, and pitch him out on to the floor at a given hour in the 
morning, tnoronghly waking him by the operation, when it will of 
its own accord fold itself up into a conveniently-shaped parcel, not 
bigger than an ordinary carriage umbrella. The Association fu^er 
desire to inform their patrons tiiat they have also invented a 

ATENT automatic SHOWER-BATH AND WASH- 
HAND-SIAND, that will forcibly seize the user, thoroughly 
souse him from head to foot, scrub, wash, and dry him. Finally 
folding itself up into a convenient lounge, on which he can complete 
his toilette at leisure. They also are prepared to supply their 

UTOMATIC DINNER-TABLE AND APPETITE COM- 
BINED, upon taking a seat at which, the diner will be 
immediately served with a course consisting of soup, fish, joint, and 
vegetables, choice of entries, sweets, cheese, and celery, with an 
appetite to enable him to relish the repast as it prooeeds. After- 
dumer imeeohes, phonograpMoally introduced, can he supplied at a 
slight additional charge. They, moreover, have in' hand an 

A utomatic butler -detecting sideboard, which, 

by an ingenious contrivance, on the Butler opening it for the 
puTOse of helping himself to a glass of wine, instantly blows up 
with a loud explosion, that obliges him to desist in his design. But 
their chief triumph is their 

UTOMATIC AND MECHANICAL SHAREHOLDER, who, 
immediately on being shown the Prospectus, puts his name 
down for the required number of Shares as indicated to him . This 
last the Association regard as a great success, but tiiey have several 
other startling novelties in active preparation. 
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STARS IN THE STRAND ; OR, THE HORSE AND THE! LADY. 

Mt Bear Ms. Punch, 

^ One of the greatest attractions in To\m to the Country 
Cousin I need scwcely say is the Theatre. SpeaMng for myself, it is 
the place I e^liest Tisit when I get to London, and consequently I 
was not supjrised to find myself the other evening in the Adelphi, on 
^e first night of a new play. As an Irishman might guess, from 
its name ( The English Rose) , the piece is ail about Ireland. Both State 
and Church are represented therein— the former by a comic sergeant of 


not qmte oou’racing. It wjw a rery good part. In the First Act she 
naa to omjc her papa, and flirt with her cousin: in the second, to 

reSUOTlll tn ft rtAAlfirafinTi e\4 -Hr;-*-!* « . 




Bising to thb Situation! 

{Scene from a well-mounted Rrcma^ 

the Eoy al Constabulary, and the latter by a priest, who wears a hat in 
the first Act that would haye entirely justified his being Boycotted. 
The plot is not very strong, and suggests recollections of the Flying 
8cud^ Arrah Na Fogue^ and The Silver King, The acting ii| 
fairly satisfactory, the cast including a star, supported by an 
efdcient company. The star is a horse that pianc^ ^ut the stage 
in the most natoal manner possible, carefnlly ayoidmg the orchestra. 
In spite, however, of his anxiety to keep out of the stalls, suggestive 
as they were (but only in name) of the stable, some little alarm was 
created in the neighbourhood of the Conductor, which did not entirely 
subside until the fall of the curtain. But the sagacious steed kaew 
its business thoroughly well, and was indeed an admirable histrion. 
Only once, at the initial penormanoe, did this intelligent creature 
remember its personali^, and drop the public actor in the private 
individual. The ocoadon was when it had to put its head out of a 
loose-box to listmi to the singing of a serio-comic song by a lady, 
dressed as a gossoon.” For a few minutes the talented brute made a 
pretence of eating some property foliage, and then, catching sight of 
the audience, it deliberately counted the hmtse I ^ I regret to add that, 
in spite of the valuable support afforded by this useful member of 
the Messrs. GtATti’s Company, its name did not appear in the playbill. 

A few evenings later I had a second time the advantage of being 
present at a first night’s performance. The occasm was, the ]^- 

A Breakdown AT THE Lvobum I toH) 

{Imported from the Gaietgi) her mark in 

Rosalind^ in As You Like Ity and Katharinay in the Taming of the 
Shrew. I can quite believe that Miss Behan is a great success in 
parts of the calibre of the Shakspearian heroines I Imve mentioned : 
nay, more, I fancy she would do something with Lady Mcultethy and 
be quite in her dement as Emilia^ in OtheUo. Buti as she had to 
play an inginusy aged eighteen, m The Great Unknown^ she wi^ 


Miss Ada Rtoan was charming,^ bnt looked, and I tenoy f dt, many 
years older tean her legal majority. I question whether she was an 
tngenm at but, of she were, she was an ingenue of great and 
ei^nenee. When Mrs. Bancroet appeared as the girl-pupil 
"oi ^Iwoiy she was the character to the life ; but whmi Miss Eescan 
calls hmself Etna^ throws herself on sofas, and hugs a man with 
inch^ than herself, we cannot but fed that it is very superior 
5 1 play-acting. Take it all round, I was 

ciehghted with the lady at the Lyceum, and the horse at the Adelphi, 
and nwly remt that, having to leave town, I diall not have the 
opportunity of seeing either of them again. 

Yours feithfully, A CRRcrc reom the Country. 

A HOLIDAY APPEAL. 

[I^t year Mrs, Jeunb’s “ Coimtiy HoHday Fund ’’ was the of 

sending 1,075 poor, sickly, London children for a few weeks into the country, 
ayerimg many illnesses saving many lives, and imparting inoalcuLable 
happiness, Ms. Jeunb makes apped for pecuniary assistance to enable her 
to continue this unquestionably excellent work.] 

It is Holiday Time, and all sudi as can pay. 

For the Summer-green coiintry are np and away ; 

But what of the poor pale-fac^ waifs of the dums ? 

Oh, the butterfly flits, and the honey-bee hums 
O’er the holt and the heather, the hill and the plain, 

Bnt they flit and they hum for Town’s children in vain ; 
irnle8s--di! wnfew— there is hope in that word! — 

Mrs. Jbune’s kindly plea by the Public is heard. 

Heard? Everyone feels ’tis a duty to listen# 

The eyes of the children will sparfle and glisten, 

In hope of the beauty, at thought of the fen, 

For they know thdr imid champion, and what she has done. 

And is ready to do for them all once again. 

If folks heed her appeal. Shall she make it in vain ? 

Three weeks in the country for poor Bob and Bess I 


Bnght-eyed and trim-vestured, well-fed and wdl-grown ? 

W“dl, Bobby ’s a cripple, and Bess has a cough, 

WTiich, ‘untended, next winter may “ carry her off,’’ 

As her folks in their unrefined diction declare ; 

They are drag, these childrenj for food and fresh air. 

And their fium is much more like a sewer than a street. 

Whilst their food is— not such as your servants would eat ; 

Were they housed like your horses, or fed like your dogs. 

They would think themselves luc ky : that how the 'wqrld jogs I 
But three weeks in the country ! Why, that would mean joy. 
And new life for the girl, and fresh strong^ for the bpy. 

The meadow would heal them, the mountain might sate, 

Won’t you give them a chance on the moor, by the wAve ? 

WTw, of course ! You'hare only to know, Punch to ask. 

And you ’ll jump at the job as a joy, not a task ! 

Come, delicate dbme, City Grcesits rotund, 

And assist Mrs. jBuirE*s Country Holiday Fund I ” , . 

Mr, Punch a8ks, /<?r Aer, your spare cash, and will trouble you 
To send it to Tkirty-seveny Wimpole Street, W.i i 


THE EMPIRE IS PIECE, OR, RATHER, BALLET. 

How that the weather is so uncertain, that one day it inay be as 
sultry as the trox>ics, and the need; 
suggestive of Siberia, it is as well to 
know where to go, eq>eoiaIly when cd 
entertaiiime^^ 

with good taste, sometiimg suitalSe to 
their requirements is sure to be found 

at the Einpire. At ^s moment (or, \ v 

rather, every evening at 10*30 and 9) \ 

there are two exceUkit ballets being 
played there, called respective Cecite 

and the Dream of Wealth, The first JWfr 

is dramatic in the extreme, and the last, jKySm 

with its predons metals and harmonious WjJW y 

setting. IS worth its weight m notes— i 

mnsicil notes. There is plenty of poetry ^ ^ 

in both spoctecles— the poetry of motion. Further, as oontaining 


— 

Further, as oontaining 


an excellent moraL it may be said that this pair of ^pect|dles is 
suitable to the sight of everyone, from Materfamilias up mim ihe ^ 
country to-Master JAcacr home for his Midsummar hplidayiL^ 
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,THE CLOSE Of THE INNINGS. 

Bowler, 0 mat last I 

Wicket-Jce^per, Htnnpli ! Tes, lut not “ all out ! 

Time ’s up ! All glad to leare the field, no donht ; 

But J’m not satisfied. 

Bowler, You never axe ! 

Wtcke^Jceever, Some thought yon, when yon joined the team, a star, 
Eqnal, at least, to Spoffoeth, Fjebeis, Tuehee, 

Yet sometimes yon have howled like a school-leame". 

Bowler, That’s most disoonraging ! Come now, I say, 

Ton know that every Cricketer has “his day,” 

"Whilst the hest hat or trnndler may he stuck. 

And, though he try his heat, he “ out of luck.” 

Ask W". Or, himself I Early this season 
He couldn’t score, for no apparent reason. 

How look at him I Almost as good as ever I 
WtcJceUkeep^, Well, ye-e-s ! But yon were thought so jolly clever. 
To me it seemSs ’tia your idea of Cricket 
I To smash the wicket-keeper— not the wicket. 

Lo^ at my hands I They ’re mostly good to cover me : 

■» 7 I need pads all over me I 

BowUr, Oh, well, yon know, fast howling, with a break, 

Hot every wicket-keeper’s game to take. 

Yon are not quite a SHEEWisr or a Wood, 

Or even a McQ-regob. Ton ’re no good 
At howling that real “ devil” in it. 
w icKt^^eper, The— dickens I am not I Just wait a minute ^ 

I ha-^stood up to Ceakdoiph at his wildest, 

Jon know his pitch and pace ; not quite the mildest. 

Scarce equal, eertainly, to “ demon^’ Dizzy, 

But when he ’s on the spot he keeps one hnsy. 

It ’s not your “ devil,” Jomr, that I dread : 

That s easy, wh^ you’re “ howling with your head,” 

Bnt when yon ^g them in, as you’ve done lately, 

^iit ml not straight, why, then yon vex me greatly. 

Toot pet fast humpy ones, wide of the wicket, 

7 Jli^y are not Cricket. 

Haw?fo^h,^therl You’re the crossest of old frumps. 

my, hless yon, Smith, I stood behind the stumps 
Trr* T o«fore you put gloves on ! 

Wichet^ke^er, I dare say 

But when we took you in our team to play’ 


’Twas for your howling. I don’t want to soofi 
At chance bad luck, but yon have not come off I 
How, Balfour doesn’t give “ no halls ” and “ wides,” 
Or make it hot for knuckles, shins, and sides, 

As yon ’ve been doing lately. ‘ ‘ Extras ” mount 
When yon are howling, and your blnnders count 
To our opponents, — not to mention me. 

Although two broken fingers, a bruised knee, 

A chin knocked out of shape, and one lost tooth 
Are trying little items, to tell truth. 

Bowler, Hang it ! If you ’re so sweet on Arthur B., 

Try him next Season, hut don’t chivey me ! 


Wicket-keeper f^o Umpire), I take them without^flinchi^,^Ummre, 
I ’U do my duty to my Team and County [don’t I ? 


I ’U do my duty to my Team and County 
As long as I ’ve a knuckle in its place ; 

I have not many— look I And see my face I 
Ho, when the ^me ’s renewed, Jorih must try 
To keep the wicket clearly in his eye, 

Hot the poor wicket-keeper, or you’ll see 
“ Retired, hurt ” will he the end of Me ! 


AH OLD RAILWAY AHD A HEW LIHE. 

At the last General Meeting of the L. 0. & D., their Chairman 
made one ojhis hest speeches. Prospects were bright, and hearts 
^re light, just to drop into poetry. Sir E. Watkih, alias 8 . Eastern 
had some time ago been assured judicially of the fact that i 
Folkestone meant Folkestone as clearly as Brighton means Brighton, 


afterwards. Among other plans for the future, the popular and astute 
onairman more than hinted that the day was not far distant when, 
m consequence of the increasing patronage bestowed on the im- 
proved third-class carriages, the trains of the L. C. & D. Company 
would he made up of first and third, and the middle class would 
he out of It altogether. This will he a blow to those whose travel- 
i?®' 5.^tto has hitherto been “in medio tutusimus ihis,^^ But, on 
the other hand, if the second-class he dropped, the L. C. & D. can 
adopt Ine proud motto, * Nulli Seeundus,^^ Mr, Bunch, Universal ' 
Managing Director, in charge of thousands of lines, wishes them the I 
benefit of the omen. 
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“LEBE WOHL! HELGOLAND I” 

(An of tht Cession — hUherto unr exported,) 

The Eepreseiitative of Beitannia’s Might had departed in appro- 
priate state, and the German Emperor h^ reached his destination. 

^ The new landlord was most anxions 
^ ^ possession. He was all im- 

patience to appear before his recently- 
acquired suDjects, to show to them 
the Military Uniform he had assumed 
fh after discarding that garb he loved 
- so well— the grande fenue of an 
— ' Honorary Admiral of the Fleet in the 
’ V ^ sendee of Yictokia, Queen, Empress, 

and Grandmother. There was a oon- 
[ saltation on board the JEohenzollem^ 

i ^ 2 l subdued German cheer. 

The Chief JSTaval Olhcer approached His Maj^y, cocked-hat in hand, 
“ Sire,” he said, falling on one knee ; “ all is now ready.” 

^*But why has there been tMs delay?” asked Wicxiam thbi 
Secjond, in a tone of imperial command. ^ I 

“Sire, we could not find the island. Unhappily we had mis- j 

laid and then the naval officer paused 

“ Tour charts and field-glasses ? ” queried BSs Majes*^. 

“Ho, Sire,” was the reply. Then, after some hesitation, the chief 
of the German sailors continued, “The fact is, Your Majesty, I 

had lost my microscope, and ” But farther explanation was 

drowned in the sound of saluting artillery. And the remainder of 
the day was devoted (by those who could find room on the island) in 
equal proportions to smoke and enthusiasm. 

IN THE KNOW. 

(By Mr, Pv/ncfCs Own PropTiet,) 

Last week I published a dispatch conveying to me the exalted 
approval of H.S.H. the Grand Duke of Pfeepbotope. The closing 
words of His Serene Highness’s gracious letter informed me that 1 
Wft/t been appointed a Enight of the Honigthau Order, one of the 
most ancient and splendid orders known to chivalry. 

When HuOTSVETma von Yogelano, of whom the ancient Minne- 
singers rdlate that in his anger he was wont to breathe forth fire 
from his mouth and smoke from his nostrils, when^ as I say^ the 
valiant and gigantic Hujtdsyettek, with his band of faithful retainers 
(amongst whom one of our own Cavendishes — der Zerschnittene as 
they called him, found a place), was assailed in his ancestral Castle 
of Meerschaum by the wild hordes of the Turkish Zig-’arets, it is 
said that, with one aged attendant, he mounted the topmost tower, 
prepared, if no sign of succour showed itself, to cast mmself to the 
ground or perish in the attempt. But just as he had hurled his 
seneschal over the battlements, in order, as he playfully observed, 
to make the falling softer, his eye was arrested by a wreath of smoke 
in the middle distoce. “ May I perish,” said the gallant but sorely- 


A NEW PLAQUE. 

Sra,— I understand that those who suffer expression are permitted 
to turn to you for relief, and I am told further, that there is no wrong 
which you are unable to remedy. Listen for a few moments to my 
tale of woe, and then say if yon can strike a blow mi my behalf. I 
am an author, that is to say, I have written a book, and l^ve lately 
published it at my own expense. I.waa told by a Mmid of mane, 


Royalty. I therefore gave orders that presentation copies, suitably 
bound, were to be forwarded to Her Gracious Majesty and the rest 


i of the Royal Family, induding, of course, the Duke^ of Clakence. 

I My puhUsher seemed surprised, but offered no objection, and I was 
; therefore able to oongratulate myself on having successfully smoothed 

JJJES *£: T 'a- T__1» Tr" ‘TOT.-. ^ 


sally, and, having taken the Zig-^ arete between two fires, utterly 
extinguished them. That night Hundsyetiek’s only daughter, the 
lovely and accomplished Bbeia, was solemnly married by the Arch- 
bishop of Tandshokok, assist^ by the Rev. "Wilhelm Schwanz- 
PHDEL and the Rev. Contlad Rattenzahn, consin of the bride, to the 
K. K. Obebpotztausendbe von Thutweh, the leader of Pfeifen- 
topf’s advance-guard. The bride’s going-away dress was composed 
of a simple bodice of best Sheffield steel, with a gown of Be^mer 
composite to mateh, and, in honour of the event, the Honigthau 
Order was ceremoniously founded. 

I have cited this tale at length, because some carping, malevolent 
scribes have dared to insinuate, actually to insinuate in print, that 
the Grand Duke and his Order have noeimtence. To jelly- 
faced purveyors of balderdash I only say this : — MbtOj if JEKs Serene 
Highness he a myt\ could I receive from him the letter I published 
last week f But, to make assurance doubly sure, 1 sent the following 
di^tch to the Grand Duke “ Mooncalves cast anserous doubts on 
your serene existence, and on that of Order. Kindly make me Grand 
Cross, and send decoration in diamonds.” To this I have received 
the following reply: — “You are Grand Cross made. Order mit 
diamenten undperlen now is being at post-office by my Grand 
Chamberlain for transmission abroad registered.” 

This should sti^e detxaciion dumb. I propose also to publish a 
selection of oongratulations from other Continental potentates, hut 
of as Shaespeaee says, Anon, anon I 

Permit me, in the meantime, to go half-way towards revealing my 
identHy hy adop&g a pseudonym drawn from an immortal work, 
and sufewaibing myself prophetically yours (and the public’s), 

Tippoo Tip. 


over a difficulty which, if I am to believe Mr. Walteb Besant, too 
often troubles the young anthor. TMs, however, is neither here 
nor there. I merdy mention the incident to show that I am not 
altogether lacking in savoir faire. 

As I said, I am an anthor. My book is a romance entitled. The 
Foundiinfs FarewelL Of course you have heard of it. It is biood- 
curd^g but sympathetic^ romantic but realistic, pathetic and 
sublime. The passage, for instance, in which the Duke of Babtlemy 

repels the advances of the orphan charwoman is but you have 

read it, and I need not therefore enlarge further upon it. After it 
had been published two days, I began to look eagerly into all the 
daily and weekly papers for critied notices of my magnum opus, 

I persisted for a fortidght, and failing to see any, wrote an angry 
letter to my publishers. On that ve:^ day the last post brought 
me three letters in unknown hands. I opened the first Hstiessly, I 
read what it contained, and (may an author confess his weakness ?} 

I gave a wild shout of triumph when I found that one of the enelosuxM 
i was a newfifpspDr extract referring to my work. Here it is, as it 
appeared on the form enclosed : — 

The United Association of Combined Faragraphists* 

MR. Y^ILblAM WHORBOYS. 

(From the Pimlico Potter er, July ^th,) 

“ Amongst the books of the month we may notice The Foundlings 
FarewelL by Me. William Whobboys, an author whose name we 
have not himerto met with. It is a romance of surpassing interest, 
the subject being treated with all the convincing’ power of a master- 
hand. We shall look forward eagerly to Mn. Whobboy’s next 
work.” 

With this there came a polite letter from the U. A. C. P., askmg 
me to allow them to supply me with all newspaper cuttings referring 
to me or te my hook from *‘the entire Engli^, American, and 
Continental Press.” Another leafiet stat^ the terms on which they 
were prepared to take this immense trouble on my behalf. 

Here, at last, thought I to myself,^ is Fame. The other two 
letters contained the same extract, and similar requests from “The , 
Universal Notice-Mongers,” and “The British Cutting Company I 
(limited).” I decided in favour of the U. A. C. P., sent them two i 
guineas, and waited. Three days afterwards there came a scmhhy 
nttle roll of paper, with a halfpenny stamp on it. I saw the magio 
letters U. A. C. P. upon it, and tore it open. It contained a news- 
paper cutting, which nothing but my desire to be truthful would 
force me to publish. But here it is “ The stuff that is palmed off 
upon a hapless public by aspiring idiots, who are vain enough to 
imagine that they are novelists, is astounding. The latest of ^ese 
is a oer<^ William: Whobboys, whose hook, The Foundling*s 
FareweU^ is remarkable only for its ungrammatical dulness, &c., &c.” ’ 
The next post brought me the same cutting, sent gratuitously, out ' 
of spite, I suppose, by the two Extract Companies to whom 1 had 
prefeiT^ the U. A. C. P., and from four others who desired my 
custom. During the following week not a day passed without the 
receipt of that accursed cutting from some new extract company. 
Since then I have waited some months, but nothing more has 
appeared. My subscription, I find, has only a year to run. The 
question is, what can I do ? My life has been blighted hy the 
tr, A. C. P., poisoned by “ The Universal Notice-Mongers,” and the 
cup of happmess has been dashed from my lips by “ The British 
Cutting Company (Limited)/’ „ ^ , tt- • 

I know I am not alone in this. My mend Haetyig, who is an 
actor, has been similarly treated. He gets all the insulting notices 
of his great performances with extraordinary regulmty, but never 
afavourable one. Buncombe, who is standing for Parliament, receives 
bushels of extracts from the local Radical paper, he being a Toy 
Democrat. We intend to combine and do something dex^i^te. Is 
there not some method of winding up Companies, or putting them 
into liquidation, or appointing receivers ? Pray let me know, ana 
oblige yours in misery, Whxiam Whobboys, 

Author of “ The Foundlings FaremUF 
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EUMOUES POE THE EECESS. ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

Monday.— We hear, from a source -which cannot possibly he EXXBACTED FEOM THE BIAET OE TOBT, M.P. 

•■?““»* of Commons, Monday, August 4 .-Geomb CiMPBBm been 
fks ^ niany Sessions ; heard and seen a pwd deal of him, bnt really 

^^7 ilow to be coming out, Has taken up the Police Bill* 
for Mr. G-sch-n som^here on t^ Gold Coast, and thus and I wish,” says He2TET Matthews, sottovoce, ^the Police void 

be made for Lord R-nd-tph Ch-bch-ll, whose popularity in m return take uicxuuuc wuuau. 

official Conservative circles is undiminished. liOrd H-bt-ngt-h will Geoege liWallv over ^ 

probably not become Prime Minister just^^^^^ - , ^^^Imstheplace^reaks 

Tt4escfhy.—Smce yesterday, some slight modmoauons in Ministerial out every wWe* be^au 
arrangements have been made. Mr. Smc-th, for example, does not at earHpsf 
eo to* the House of Lords, nor Mr. G-sce-k to the^oild CJoast. qneldon of nXdeT,^ ^ 

Moreover, no attempt has been made to induce Lord E-nd-uph to Cardinal Manning been )Ss\ it fmMlBli Wffr iB 

enter the Cabinet, and Mr. B-lp-b is not to be Leader of the House, granted nreoedence on f ilB WBMK 

Otherwise, the rumoured reeonstmcGon was quite correct. Lord certain Eoval Commis- A ] 

H-bt-ngt-n’s acceptance of the post of Prime Mmister is considered sions. 
to he merely a matter of time. Cardinal be^thns hon- 

TTednesday.^lSlo fresh reconstruction is annonnced to-day, as onred?” Geobge wants 
Ministers are mostly out of Town. Lord H-bt-kgt-h declines to toWw “ odpro iHiClHHK&v 

he interyiewed on the subject of the Premierdiip. tor of S^tKret 

Thursdat/.^Au entirely fresh readjustment of Ministerial forces Why shouldn’t he too have 
is on the tapis. Great excitement prevails at Westminster. ITobody princely rank ? ” * ’ « 

exactly knows why, but it is expected that snhstitn^ -wiU he Wd Lobd Abtocatk snubs Cajep- 

for Mr. G-son-isr, M^ Sk-th, Mr. Mr. M-tih-ws, Mr. bell, and he momentarily re- AWiW* 

E-tch-e, and Lord H-lsb-by. Lord H-bt-ngt-k is said to have snmes 1^ seat Ten minutes ll\V * 

referred all persons who questioned him about his acceptance of the later shrill crv of nihroch heard r 

I^r^iership^^ S-l-sb-by, « j xi, /a. v ^ Everyone knows that 

Friday,— m. M-tth-ws has been ofiered the Governor^p of Camjpbelx. is coming, and here 4 ^ [\ fM 

Madras, and has declined. He has been sounded as to whether he he is. tall o>«Ti-nf u — ^ p m 

wonM a<^pt the High Commissionership of the nnexpW parta of ehriU-Toiwd,*^!^!^ to kSw 
Central Africa, and has replied evasively. Two prominent Members at the top of it which of Hbe 

of the Cabinet are said not to he on speaking terms, and are Majesty’s Ministers advises J| ^ “ J 

practising the dumb alphabet in consequence. It is positively Hkb Majestt on qnestions of I # # 

asserted, that the Lord Advocate will be the next Leader of the precedence ? ^ 7 im M 

House of Commons. Lord H-bt-ngt-n’s chances of the Premier- There is” aaid Gobst re- t J Mm W 
ship have not improved. -11.1 v i v: js x-l fi®ctively gazing on his manly , ' 3-*^' jffSrJ f 'A 

Saturday— L total and absolutely fresh reeonstmcfaon of the form, ‘‘in| precedence -we would ^ ^ Jte? % W 

Calnnet,, giving everybody a new plaw, and every place a mw all concede to Campbell. We 
holder, is expected immediately. Details ^ follow shortly. For -would gladly write on the bench - 

the present Lord H-bt-ngt-h remains outside the Cabinet, and has where he nsriftlW • t. 

gonetoHe-wmarket. « ae nsuaUy sits- The CmpbsU is speakinj, oh dear, oh 

-1=,. "ot lost, but gone before.* ” v n • a -u 

^ , Tae CampbeU is speakmg, oh dear, oh 

WTHTTIT TCV WTT.fnT 'which is his seat? dear! 

VVJliiiili. JjL YYJjJjix. visually the lank form and the And nobody ever cries, ^‘Hear, hear, 

We have often been asked how we contrive to put together every shrill voice simnltaneonsly up- hear I ** 

week the delightf ol paragraphs which appear in this column. The from, the middle of the the Campbell is speaking ! Oh 

system is really wonderfully easy, and, with proper instruction, a second Bench behind Mr. G. ; • 

child could do it. The first point is to select an item of iutelligenee Geobge has a little way of pleasantly surprising the House, 
about which few people care to hear. This must he spun out very Members looking across see this Bench empty. “Ah I ah!” tidey 
thin and long, and adorned with easy extracts from Tuppee, the say to themselves, 

copy-books, or Mr. W._H. Smhh’s speeches. iThen wrap it up in a ^ \ ( “the CABiPBEiiS 

blanket of humour, sprinkle with fatuousness, and serve cold. ^ ^ are gone. Now 

For iastanee, yon hear that grey frock-coats are very much worn. minutes* pe^ 

On the system indicated above you proceed as follows : — ^It is cniions and get on with 

to observe how from year to year tiie customs and fashions of men business.” Sud- 

with regard to their wearing apparel change. Last year black frock ' ^'="7 denly, d propos 

coats were de rtgueur. This yeart we are formed by a Corre- of anything that 

spondent who has special opportunities of knowing what he is writing Boing on, 

about, various shales of grey have driven out the black. No doubt ^ v \ nothing at 

it is every man’s duty to himself ^d his neighbours to array himself A all, the unmis- 

bNeoomingly, according to the fashion of the horn:, bnt we are inclined takeable voice 

to doubt tiie wisdom of this latest move. It is often said, that the ^ brea^ on the ear 

grey mare is the better horse, hut when the horse itself Las a grey from under the 

coat, the proverb seems inapplicable. / shadow of the 


Monday,— We hear, from a source which cannot possibly he 
mistaken, that a thorough reconstruction of the Cabinet is imminent. 






WEEK BY WEEK. 


The rest of the space allotted can he filled with political gossip and 
personal items, with here and there some inspired twaddle about 
mreign personages, of whom no one has ever heard before or desires 
to hear again. 

We beg to state that we offer this information gratis to all intend- 
ing journalists. If they follow our system they must succeed. 

“ Say 1 Speaking of the relations between England and France 
in Africa, and of the proposed Bill for a Sahara railway, connect- 
ing Algeria with Lake Tchad, the Times^ Paris Coirespondeut says : — 




say to themselves, 
“the Campbells 
are gone. Now 
we’ll have a few 
minutes* pe^ 
and get on with 
business.” Sud- 
denly, d propos 
of anything that 
may he going on, 
or of nothing at 
all, the unmis- 
takeable voice 
breaks on the ear 
from under the 
shadow of the 
Gallery, from the 
corner of ^ the 
Bench, sometimes 
from below the 
Gangway, and a 
deep low groan 
makes answer. 
Again a little 
while andthis seat 
is vacated: the 
Minister in charge 
of Bill, looking 


lug^gena wibU juaae Acnaa, we x^ajos verxesiiuuucuusays : — "haRtilv round 

“England, it is explained, agrees not to go beyond Say, on the ^-^cyFobteaitop AigbunonChaulbsSwinbubne. Tiimgxjj 

Niger.” This soxmds ominous. It was Lord Gbanville’s indispo- reading the Parliamentary report in S;« i: *** n . 

sitianto go beyond “Say” (and to shrink when it oame to “Bo”) ^ We^esday’s 

which got us into hot water in Africa 'before, ilfr. Funch hopes, whJS?** xF* Smth, I asked 
de^ite tiiis disqmeting sentenoe, that Lord SAnaBUBi. aftet^ ** a 

sSfe'S.""” *• M Into ih. 


poet, “ 3 b fcioel” ' 


spot -tiie 
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cry ifl uplifted, and, witiioiit lookinsr up, men know Caickbell is At last Hauextkt’s opportxinity' comes I Rises slowly, solemnly, to 
making his fifteenth speech. foil height; in dee^ base tones, asks permission to make personal 

“ On the whole,’' says Plueteet, *‘I'm not sure that the habits statement. House inst^tly alert, ^d attentiw ; baulked of its 
: of Poe’s raven were not less irritating. It is true that on its first fan with Patbick, here is promise of ttesh larks. H^Buav, his pro- 
anival it hopped about the floor, wherein it resembles our honour- found base notes sometimes trembling with emotion, proceeds to 
able friend ; but afterwards, having once perched upon the pallid unfold his story ; reads long letter from Dartmouth ; Members, dis- 
bust of Pallas, it was good enough to remain there. Bad enough, covering that the portentous business relates to some trimpery 
I admit ; but surely that situation preferable to ours, not knowing correspondence in the newspapers, begin to cough, shuffle their feet, 

from moment to moment from even cry “Agreed I” 

what particular <uiarter Camp- ^ v \ Hanburt^ stops aghast. Can 

BEZX may next present him- f ^ - /'^ ^ possible I When he has 

self.” been vindicating privileges of 

Rtwmeaa done.— Police Bill ( \ Commons, cap Members thus 

obstructed. n ^ ; lightly treat incident? But 

Tuesday . — HAEBimT came \ 'w?!! read them another 

; down to-day full of virtuous J letter, one he wrote to Lord 

resolution and stem resolve. Dartmouth. Anguished roar 

Privileges of House of Com- ^ burst forth from House; louder 

mons have been struck at, and ^ ^ “Agreed! Agreed! " 

: through him ; Daetmouts, clf ^ ^ Haotbuet, gasping for breath, 

XiOrd-Lieutenant of Stafford- I ^ ^ looks round from side to side. 

shire,, has been writing things r' " They cannot understand ; will 

in the papers ; rebukes Hait- read them another letter ; 

BTTRT, “as a Magistrate for f begins; storm increases ; Hak- 

Staffordshire,” for having /^' bury persists. Surely House 

made certain speech in Com- delighted to hear his 

mens about Grenadier Gnards. A S/X flnal rejoinder to Dartmouth? 

Hanbury hitherto said no- On the contrary, House will 

thing in public on the matter ; . have no more ; and Hahbury, 

has been in commuoioation ^ ^ pained and panting, resumes 

with Dartmouth by post and yT/ jB F his seat, and business goes 

telegram ; has boldly vindi- / forward as if he had not in- 

cat^ privileges of Commons ; * i \ terposed. 

hasbronght the insolent Lord- / / / I / I) ^mineis done . — A sudden 

Lieutenant to bis knees ; but / ^ // / f/ rush. All contentious Bills 

till this moment has made no through flnal stage, 

public reference to the part he Saturday. — Session suddenly 

played. Has home, unsoothed Iw collapsed. “ Like over - ripe 

by companionship, the sorrow tree,” says Prince Arthur, 

of the House of Commons. / 4\ # dropping into poetry, “the 

How hour has struck; he \\\\/ !1\\ U / ^ B^B fruit has fallen in a night.” 

may come to the front, imd, Benches nearly empty ; Yotes 

I with habitualmodesty of mien, passing in basketsftu ; pro- 

indioate rather than descri^ -= — rogue next week ; to-day, 

the imi>erishahle service he ~^=d J3iy ' practically, last working time. 

has done the Commons. House, JSS^^ — ^ Morality just come in, 
all unconscious of what is in in serge suit ; left his straw 

store for it, wantons at play. bat in his room ; off shortly 

Innumerable questions on ^ "mjHlgBfc - on cruise io Pandora ; already 

^per. ^ Summers coming up shipped store of nautical 

fresh with hatch of new con- cLC>^ phrases. Putting his open 

undrums. Patrick O’Bbieh hand to the side of his month, 

“ha^g had his attention W. H. SMITH AS “THE ROYER OF THE SEAS.” he (when George Campbell 

called” to some verses hy was making one of bia last 

Stotootitb, proposes to read Once moeb oif boaed the Logoee, aijd I a m Fees ! ” speeches), shouted out, “Belay 

them. House wickedly delighted at prospect of Swtnbubhe being there ! ” Speaker pointed out that this was not Parliamentary 
halfcgly declaimed with North Tipperary accent localised hy com- phrase. If Right Hon. Gentleman wanted to move the Closure, 
pajuonship with the Town Commissioners of Nenagh ; Speaker thinks he should do so in the form provided. Old Morality, standing 
it might be funny^ hut wouldn’t be business ; so Patrick having up, hitching his trowsers at the belt, scraping his right foot behind 
be«un, “Night brings but one red star — Tyrannicide,” is ste^y him, and pulling his forelock, retorted 

pulled up. Old Mo rali ty says he’s never seen “the pnblioa- “I ask your honour’s pardon; but these lubbers are so long- 
tion ; ” has asked friends near him, and everyone says he has neither winded.” “Order I Order I ” said Speaker. 
seen, heard, nor read of it. “The House,” says the Speaker, byway Said good-bye, wishing hiTn Inok on the voyage; at parting 
of crushing imomiay, “ has no control over the poet Swibbubjo;.” pressed on my aeceptanoe a little hook: found it a copy of the 
So House deprived of its anticipated lark ; all the while EUbbury, Golden Treasury Edition of Sir Thomas Brown’s Religio Medici; 
with hands in pockets, sits staring gloomily forth, rather pitying than page 167 turned down ; passage marked ; read these words 
r^ent^ House of course does not know what is in store for it ; “Though vicious times invert the opinions of things and set up a 
this trifling at the very moment when, though all unconsciously, new ethics against virtue, yet hold thou fast to Old Morality.” 
the Commons have been saved from contumelious outrage, racks the “ I will,” I said ; and pressing his hand sheered off. 
soul that carries with it the momentous secret. Business done. — All. 


ATCTcsTw Li-pcf iTifk pnppT 7 Sipn'Nrm 7 T 0 'Tf 5 i glasses, aud, if requested, remove their eye-balls, seems to offer a 

AJNbW:^8 TO CORRESPONDENTS. . prospect of many, an evening’s startling and even boisterous amnse- 

iKVALED .loiTRiNG OPPORTUNITY.— Tout idea of personally con- ment; and if the Pig should have been palmed off on you by fraud, 
duetmjf a party o^paralvtics, cripples, ^d other helpless invalids yon not having found it able to “ calculate” at all, or even select 

^ which yon propose including with its snout a number not previously fastened to a piece of onion^ 
vifflts to aU the recognised “Cures,” either hy baths or drinking though assisted in its selection, according to the directions, “with a 
TOterSi, m Europe, strikes us as quite admirable, and the further smart prod with a carving-fork,” there still, as you truly say, 
M^tages you off^ iu.the shape of your being accompanied by six remains the alternative of disposing of it advantageously to some 
Bath-chairs, a donkey, a massage doctor, a galvanising machine, German sausage-maker. As to the Ethiopian Pashas, if their feats, 
aw la hearse, ueem to meet the demands [of the most as is just possible, shook and horrify, rather than divert and amuse 
P^^^^S^^tog ml^cntsmoretiian half way. Your provision, your invalid audience, youcfan, as you suggest, easily leave them 
r^eatipnpi yomr pa^— sndh ^ important consideration behind on your way, in settlement .of one of your largest hotel biUs. 
wn^reit^ neamsMye^^^i^atter^ ^d the health feeble — ^hy the Let us know when yon start. Tour “ half-dozen paralytics ”*heiilg ‘ 

Calou^ting Pig, and a couple let downtn a horse-box by a crane on to the boat, Ou^t to create ’ 
w^iitBiuopaa yaanas, wnocan munch and swallow nalf-a-dozen wine- quite a sensation, and we shall oertaioly he on the look-out foy it. 


Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wiU 
' , ’ m no case be returned, not even whes accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To thi$ i^e 

there will bf ao exception. ? i ' ^ ^ ^ 


J^^eati^ pfg^^a^^ud^^imgoH^t coMid wl^n 


stim neams have pattered and the health feeble — ^by the 
^ent^of SL Learned MuMoal and Caloulatiug Pig, and a couple 
mmfKB Pashds, who con munch and swallow nalf-a-dozen wine- 


W. H. SMITH AS “THE 
“ Once more on board the 


ROYER OF THE SEAS.” 
Lugger, and I a m Free ! ” 
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NOVELTY UP TO DATE. 

The orig;mali1y of tlie plot of The English Rose (the new play at 
Ihe Adelpm) having been questioned, the following Scotch Drama is 
published with a view of ascertaining if it has been done before. 
Those of our readers who think they recognise either the situations 



or any ^art of the dialogue, will kindly remember that treatment is 
everytmng, and the imputation of plagiamm is the feeblest of all 
charges. The piece is called Telmah^ and is written m Three Acts, 
sufficiently concise to be given in full : — 

Act L 

The JTorse Guards Parade^ Elsinore^ near EdinhurgK 

Enter MacClaudius, MacG^erteude, Brilliant Staff, and Scotch 
Guards, The Colours are trooped. 

Then enter Telmah, who returns salute of Sentries, 

Mac Claudius, I am just glad you have joined us, Telmah, 

Telmah, Eeally ! I fancied some function was going on, ^.but 
thought it was a parade, in honour of my father’s funeral. 

Mac Gertrude {with a forced laugh). Don’t be so absurd I Tour 
poor father— the very best of men— died months ago. 

Telmah {bitterly). So long I 

Mae Claudius {aside), Ma ’'gracious ! He’s in one of his nasty 
tem^rsj MacHeetstthe. Come away! {Aloud,) Believe me, I 
shall drink your health to-night in Perrier Jouet of ’74. Come I 

^xeunt with Q,ueen and Guards. 

Telmah, Oh ! that this too solid flesh would melt I {Enter Ghost.) 
Hallo ! Who are you ? 

Ghost {impressively), I am thy father’s spirit! List, Telmah, 
oh, list I 

Telmah, Would, with pleasure, were I not already a Major in 
the Army, and an Hon. Colonel in the Militia. 

Ghost {severely), Hone of your nonsense 1 {More mildly,) Don’t 
be frivolous! {Confidentially,) I was murdered by a serpent, who 
now wears my crown. 

Telmah {in a tone of surprise), 0 my prophetic soul ! Mine uncle ? 

Ghost, Right you are I Swear to avenge me ! 

Telmah iafter an internal struggle), I swear ! 

[j8o/o for the big drum. Re-enter troops^ spectral effect^ and 
tableau. 

Act II. — Interior of the Palace of Elsinore, near Edinburgh, 
arranged for Private Theatricals, MacClauhius, MacGee- 
tehde and Court seated^ with Telmah acting as Prompter, 

Mac Claudius {aside to MacPolohius). Lord Chamberlain, have 
you heard the argument ? Is there no offence in ’t ? 

MacPolonius, Well, Sire, as I understand it is not intended for 
public representation, I have not done more than glance at it. I am 
told it is very clever, and called “ The Mouse-trapP 

MacGertrude, Rather an idiotic title ! {Contemptuously,) The 
Mouse-trap /” 

[^Btmness, A King on the mimic stage goes to sleep, and a 
shrouded figure pours poisonZinto his ear, MacClatjdius 
rises abruptly, 

Telmah {excitedly). He poisons him for his estate. His name’s 
MacGoezago. The story is extant, and writ in choice Italian. Yon 
shall see anon how the murderer gets the love of MacGoezago’s 
wife! 

Mac Claudius {angrily to MacPolohxus). Chamherlain, we part this 
day month ! Ma gracious ! \_Exity followed by Queen and Court. 

Telmah (exuManUy), How could I drink hot hlood, and do such 
hitter husiness as the day would quake to look on I 


VOL. xcix. I 


Ghost {entering abruptly), WeU, do it! What’s the good of all 
this play-acting r Cut the ranting, and come to the slaughtering I 
{Seizes Telmah by the arm,) If you are an avenger, behave as such ! 
[Telmah greatly dkrmed^ sinks on his knees before Ghost, and 
the Curtain falls on the tableau. 

Act III. — The Military Tournament at the Agricultural Mall, 
Elsinore, near Edinburgh^ Telmah, and IiacLaertes, dis- 
covered fencing. 

Captain MaeOsric, R,A, {Superintendent of the Circus), A hit, 
a palpable hit I (Telmah and MacLaertes engage a second time^ 
and MacLaeetes wounds his opponent,) One to white ! {Points out 
MacLaeetes with a small flag. Another rounds when Telmah 
toowwds MacLaeetes.) One to black! 

\Touches Telmah with his flag, 
Mac Claudius {pouring out a glass of cheap champagne). Here, 
Telmah, you are heated, have a drink ! 

Telmah, I *11 play this bout first. Set it by awhile. {Aside to 
Mac-Horatio, who smiles,) I know his cellar I 
MacGertrude, I will take it for you, dear ! {Impatiently,) Give 
me the cup? {Seizes it,) The Queen carouses to thy fortunes, 
Telmah! [Erinks eagerly and with gusto, 

Mac Claudius {aside). The poisoned cup at eighteen shillings the 
dozen ! It is too late ! Ma gracious ! [Queen dies in agonies, 

MacLa&ries, Telmah, I am slain, and so are you— the foils are 
tipped with poison ! {Speaking with difficulty,) Prod the old ’un I 

[^Bies, 

Telmah, The point envenomed, too I Then venom do thy work I 

[i^^aSs King and dies. 

Ghost {entering in blue fire^ triumphantly to MacClauhius). 
How, you ’ll remember me ! ^ _ [MacClaudius dies, 

i,Soft music. Scene sinks^ discovering ma^flcent funeral cere- 
mony at the Abley^ Elsinore^ near Edinburgh, A solemn 
dirge {specially composed for this new and original piece) is 
sung. Slow Curtain, 


PROS AND CONS OP POEEIGN TRAVEL. 

{By a Kesitating Trippisf,) 

Antwerp, — ^Lots of Rubens, but the Harwich route is objection- 
able in “ dusty” weather. 

Boulogne, — Great attraction this year— Ex-Queen of Haples 
installed — hut the port, at low tide, 
requires all the perfumes of Araby, 
and more. 

Cologne, — Cathedral finished, but 
local scent is accurately expressed by 
“Oh!” 

Dieppe,— cheery, but the pas- 
sage ixom Hewhaven to French coast 
at times too terrible for words. 

Etretat, — ^Amusing society, hut the 
sanitary arrangements are rather 
shady. 

J’&renca.— The Capital of Art, but at its worst in the dog days. 

Within reach of Mont Blanc, hut hotels indifferent, even 
when under Royal Patronage.” 

Magnificent view from the Castle, but too many 
Cooks spoil the prospect. 

Jungfrau splendid, but not free from ’Aeeies and 

’Aeejdbtts. 

Interesting associations, but travelling on mule-habk 
is a trial to bom pedestrians. 

Kissingen, — Out of the beaten track, but query rather too much so. 

Lucerne, — ^Lovely ; but comfort takes a hack seat if the Schweitzer- 
hoff is fuR. 

Jlfadirief.— Plenty of pictures, but cholera iu the neighbourhood. 

Famous Bay never off, but scarcely the place to face an 

epidemic. 

Ducky, — ^Beau Rivage beyond all praise, but environs uninteresting. 

Pam.— Always pleasant— satJe in August. 

Qtw&ec.— Possibly attractive to the wildly adventurous, but 
scarcely worthy of a jaunt across the Atlantic. 

Po 7 »«.— The City of the Popes and the Csesars, but not to he 
thought of before ihe early winter. 

St, Jfa^o.— Quaint old Breton port, but journey from Southamp- 
ton frequently dangerous, and always disagreeable. 

Typical Italian town ; why go here when other places 
are equally accessible ? 

Suggestive of cheap velvet, but suggestive of nothing else. 

Vevey, — ^Pleasantly situated, but triste to the last degree. 

Wiesbaden,— Kept its popularity, in spite of its loss of roulette and 
trenie et quarante ; hut Baden-Baden is preferable. 

X les Pazws.— Beautiful scenery, hut population chiefiy invalids. 

-ZwmA— Might do worse than go there ; htt^ on the other hani^, 
why not stay at home ? ' " 





PUNCH, OP THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 


[August 23 , 1890 . 


VOCES POPTJLI. 

COCEXET COQUETfiT : A STUDY IN EEGENT’S PABK. 
Scene — I^ear the Band-Stand, Time — 7 p.m* on a Sunday in August, 


CHABACTEBS. 


Folly {about 22 ; a tall brunette, of the respectable lower middle-class, 
with a flow of light badinage, and a taste for tormenting), 

Fto (18 ; her friend; shorter, somewhat less pronounced in manner ; 


Fh, Yes, you ’d better. It would make you ^uite a man, wouldn’t 
it ? [^Both girls titter, 

Mr, H, [nettled), ’Ere, I say, I ’m off. Good-bye ! Come on, Axf I 

[Fattsse sortie, 

Polly, No, don’t go away yet. Shall you take ’^r out with you, 
Ebnie, eh ? 

Mr, H, What ’er ? I don’t know any ’er. 

Folly [archly). Oh, you think we ’aven’t ’eard. ’Er where you 
live now. We know all about it ! 

Mr, JS, Then you know more than what I do. There ’s nothing 


or whSe But I 


maher^s apprentice), 

Mr, Ernest Mawhins [otherwise known as “ Eenxe ’Opkins ” ; 19 or 
20; short, sallow, spectacled; draper^ s assistant; a respectable 


AKT , OIWI V, OUt'OVU/, O^Ct<lrU'C>»CUr , U,JJd O U>00«dbU'7*Cr i Ut 7 tSOJ/VUlfUUirtS J f 

and industrious young felhw, who chooses to pass in his hours of 


Ostralia, though. I ’ve saved up ’alf of what I want already. 

Folly {Jbanteringly), You are a good boy. Save up enough for me 


ease as a blase misogynist), 

Alfred [his friend; shorter and sallower ; a person with a talent for 
silence, which he cultivates assiduously). 


Mr, S, [surveying her with frank disparagement). You f Oh, 
lor ! Not if I know it ! 

Flo [with an exaggerated sigh). Oh dear, I wish I was over there. 


J J r • T A uT ^ T- 7 They say they’re advertismg for maidservants— fifteen shillings a 

PoLLT and Flo are seated upon chairs by path, watching the crowd ^eek, and the washing put out. I ’d marry a prince or a lord dnke, 


promenading around the enclosure where the Band is playing. 

Folly [toFm), There’s — 

Eenie ’Obeins ; — he ,r h » 

doesn’t see us yet. ’tJllo, t, ) ; j 

Ebnie, come ’ere and talk # , . ^ , 

to us, won’t you? I - ; .i ii 1? A I ' . .'i ' I 

Jti?. Don’t, Polly. I’m ■■ " .' ] ' ' ‘ I 

Folly. Now you know j ' " ! 

you fi?o, rLO,— more than , | AM DINNERLESS^ 

I do, if the truth was f w'lii 

known. It ’s all on vour / \1 i L 

accountlcalledouttohim. , HOMELES 

Mr. Mawhins {coming i| 

wp). ’Uilo! soyoz^’ie’ere, % ) 

areyou? i AND J 

[Stands in front of their 

chairs in an easy atii- P 1 I 1 p. I P ^ iH 

tude. Mis friend looks Vy L Vy LJ *- ^ 

on with an admiring ‘ fwl 

grin in the background, i ^ H crte st i n\j ^ 

uniniroduced, but quite !i[i, th am K fully 
happy and contented, J j ' ( '/ » ( ; — / (\\L 

Folly, Ah, we he ’ere LLi. . ■ V ^ 

all right enough. ’Ow 
did you get out ? ^ ^ 

Mr, M, [his dignity 
slightly ruflied), ’Ow did 
I get out? I’m not in 
the ’abit of working Sun- 

days if I know it. — >7 

Folly, Oh, I thought " 

p’raps she wouldn’t let :z5_^zz: — — 

you come out without ’er. — — ^ 

(Mr. H. disdains to notice — — - — 

this insinuation,) Why, 

tpwyouareblEshmgTip, .i^j oR IPrT 

I^Lo! She looks quite nice OBJECT 


1 perhaps, when I got there. 


CLU BUSi 

SHORTEST INNJITA'-^j 
,, THAMK FULLY RE^ 




r™l'Bhrii£"Si!?X *N OBJECT OF COMPASSION. 

sli6 blushes, don’t Pitt an IJNi'OK'nTNATB Man, betainbu in London bt unintebesting oibottmstances 

® M TT ! r ■ J> .1. S™* ■WHICH HE HAS NO CONTBOt, WHOSE FAMILY AEE ALL OUT OE ToWN, WHOSE Ought to 'be^^S Som- 

Mr. R. (wAo »a of the Establishment is bebbesentbd by a Oaeetakbe, and whose Club is closed body bvtMsS 
smw opimon, hut eon- eoe Alterations and Rbpaibs. ® 

sidfifst Jiiwi. ^ geixing on ror Xuirliy. 

f ^“"tt T ^ 5 I «* of don’t look it, does she: not with that lovely^’Sed^ir ^id coS 
blMhmg myself I >ve forgotten how it ’s done. plexion ? You knew sie painted, I dessay ? She don’t loS-wS 

P^y. Ah . I dessay you fouud it coujenient to forget. (A paute. not more than thirty-two, at the outside. She spends a lot on her 
H. smiles in well-pl^ed acknowledgment of this tribute to his ’air, I know. She sent our Geoeot one day to tlm ’air-dresser’s for 

ge^’‘Sw^OTerat^^°Tm^aWt^V^®TW*'^i^°l*f‘f^®*® sulject.) ’s”oMd a^ lot^o/dd^eudT^^^ 

Pfo. mt’U do him a lot of good, ’aying hmuame in the paper. Ke^« he &t>?^ 


Aethhe sent me a fashion-hook, 

Mr, M, So he sent me 

one, too. It was the 
I Autumn fashions. They 

I ^ get their Autumn in the 

j Spring out there, you 

I know, and their Christ- 

i mas Day comes in the 

III jf'i middle of July. Seems 

“ I, I rum, doesn’t it ? 

J| ; 1 1 Flo, He sent me his 

fj I 1 photo, too. He has im- 

j I fi ri proved. 

Jilll JPo%. You go out there, 

L \' ^ Ernie, and p’raps ’ll 

lliiii ssss 

2^7 [Fausse sortie No, 2. 

PoZZy [persuasively), 

! 1 stop! I want to 

iHr/lIiW ej^esik to yon. Is yonr 

minimi girl here? 

Mr, M, [glad of this 
opportunity). My girl? 
I ain’t got no girl. I 
befieve in ’em— a 

- Folly [interrupting), A 

lot of what? Go on— 
don’t mind us, 

Mr, M, It don’t matter. 
I know what they are. 

— - Folly, But yon like 

Miss Pinkney, though, 

— at the shop in Queen’s 

Road , — you know. 

Mr,M, [by way of pro- 
claiming his indifference), 
ROUMSTANOES MisS PiNKNEY ? She 


[Looks at Miss Flo, to see how she likes that . ' I tell you. 
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PoUy. "What, can’t you see one you like.— not out of 
all this lot? 

Mr. JS. ISfot one. Plenty of ’Areiets ! {Scornfully. 

Flo. Ah ! and ’Aretes too. There ’s a girl looking at 
you, Ernie ; do turn round. 

Mr. S. {loftily). I ’m sure I skan’t look at her, then. 
I expected a cousin of mine would ha’ turned up here by 
now. 

Polly, I wish he ’d come. P’raps I might fall in love 
with him,— who knows ?— or else Elo might. 

Mr. H. Ah! he’s a reg’lar devil, I can teU you, my 
cousin is. Why, I ’m a saint to Hm ! 

Polly. Oh, I daresay I “ Self-praise,” you know ! 

Mr. H, {with a feeling that he is doing himself an 
injustice). ITot hut what I taught him one or two things 
he didn’t know, when he was with me at Wandsworth. 
{Thinks he won^t go until he has dropped one more hint 
about Australia.) As to Ostralia, you know, 1 ’ve quite 
made up my mind to go out there as soon as I can. 
I ain’t said nothing, hut I ’ve been meaning it all along. 
They won’t mind my going at home, like they did 
Arthur ’s, eh ? 

Flo {in a tone of cordial assent). Oh no, of course not. 
It isn’t as ii you were ’im, is it ? 

Mr. M. {disappointed, hut stUl bent on asserting his 
own valud). You see, I’m independent. I eon always 
find a berth, I can. I don’t believe in keeping on any- 
where longer than I’m comfortable. Not but what I 
shall stick to where I am a bit longer, because I ’ve a 
chance of a rise soon. The GruVnor don’t like the man 
in the Manchester department, so I expect I shall get 
his berth. I get on well with the Guv’nor, you know, and 
he treats us very fair we ’ ve a setting-room to ourselves, 
and we can come and set in the droring-room of a Sunday 
afternoon, like the family ; and I often have to go into 
the City, and, when I get up there, I can tell yer, I 

Flo {suddenly). Oh! there’s Mother! I must go and 
^ak to her a minute. Come, Polly ! 

\Both^ girls rise, and rush after a stout lady who is 
disappearing in the crowd. 

Alfred {speaking for the first time). I say, we’ll ’ook it 
now, eh? ^ 

Mr. M. {gloomily accepting the situaUoii).Yos, we’d 
better ’ook it. 

[They ook accordingly, and Miss Elo and 
Miss Polly, returning later, find, rather to 
their surprise, that their victim has deparUd, 
and their chairs are filled by blandly ufwonsdous 
strangers. However, both young ladies declare 
that it is a good r%ddance,^^ and they thought 
^^that Ernie ’Orxins never meant to go ,” — 
which seems amply to console them for Mving 
slightly overrated their powers of fascination. 


THE GEO AN OE THE “GROWLER.” 

[The British Gabby,” hearing of the new Parisian plan of 
regulating Calf ares by distance, which is to be sTwwn by 
an automatic apparatus, v&nteth his feelings of dismay and 
disgust in anticipation of the application of the newfangled 
System nearer horrie.'] 

A Autumn-attic happaratus 
Eor measuring off onr blooming fares ! 

Oh. hang it all ! They slang and slate ns ; 

They say we crawls, and cheats, and swears. 

And we surwives the sneering slaters, 

Wot tries onr games to cirenmwent, 

But treating us like Try-yer-weighters, 

Or chockerlate, or stamps, or scent! 

H^n my soul the stingy dodgers 
JDid ought to he shut up. They ’re wuss 
Than Mrs. Jackermetty Peorgers, 

Who earned the ’onest Cabman’s cuss. 

It ’s sickening ! Ah, I tell yer wot, Sir, 

Next they ’ll stick hup— oh, you may smile — 

This Drop a shilling in the slot, Sir, 

And the Cab goes for just two mile 1 ” 

Beastly ! I ain’t no blessed babby, 

Thus to he measured off like ta^. 

Yah I Make a autumn-attic Caboy, 

With clock-work whip and a tin cape. 

May as well, while yon ^re on the job. Sir, 

And then— may rust npset yer works I 
The poor man of his beer they’d rob, Sir, 

Who’d roh poor Cabby of his perks I ” 



A CONTENTED MIND. 

Angelina. “Incomes under £150 a Year are exempt from Income-Tax. 
Isn’t it lucky, Darling ? We just miss it by Five Pounds ! ” 


TO A EEATHEE-HEADED POET. 


Oh, monntainoim mouther of molehills, weak wielder of terrors outworn, 
Discharger of snlphurous salvoes, effetely ferocious in scorn, 

Shrill shrieker and sesquipedalian, hefoamed and befumed and immense 
With the words that are wind on an ocean, whose depth is unfathomed of sense, 
Red fury that smitest at shadows, black shadows of blood that is red 
In the face of a soxdless putrescence, doomed, damned, deflowered and dead ; 

Oh, robed in the rags of thy raging, like tempests that thnnder afar. 

In a night that is fashioned of Chaos discerned in the light of a star, 

For the verse that is venom and vapour, discrowned and disowned of the free. 
Take thou from the shape that is Murder, none other wiR thank thee, thy fee. 
Tea, Freedom is throned on the Mountains ; the cry of her children seems vain 
When they fall and are ground into dust by the heel of the lords of the plaiu. 
Calm-hrowed from her crags she heholdeth the strife and the struggle beneath, 
And her hand cla^s the hflt, hut it draws not the sword of her might from its 
sheath. 

And we chide her aloud in our anguish, “ Cold mother, and careless of wrong, 
How long shaR the victims be torn unavenged, unavenging ? How long ? ” 

And the laugh of oppressors is scornful, they reck not of ruth as they urge 
The hosts that are tireless in torture, the fiends with the chain and the scourge. 
But at last— for she knoweth the season— serene she descends from the height, 

I And the tyrants who fiout her grow pale in her sunrise, and pray for the night. 
And they tremble and dwindle oefore her amazed, and, behold, with a breath, 
Unha^ting, unangexed advancing, she dooms them to terror and death. 

But she the great mother of heroes, the shield and the sword of the weak, 

What lot or what part has her glory in madmen who gibber and shriek ? 

Her eye is as death to assassins, the brood of miasma and gloom, ^ 

Foul shapes that grow sleek upon slaughter, as worms that are bid in a tomb. 

In the dawn she has marshalled her armies, the millions go marching as one, 
With a tramp that is fearless as joy. and a joy that is bright as the sun. 

But the minions of Murder move softly ; unseen they have crept from their lair. 
In a night that is darker than doom on the famishing face of despair. 

And they lurk and they tremble and cower, and stab as they lurk from behind, 
Like shapes from a pit Aeherontic hy hatred and horror made blind. 

These are not the soldiers of Freedom ; the hearts of her lovers grow faint 
When the name of assassin is clmnted as one with the name of a saint. 

And thou the pale poet of Passion, who art wanton to strike and to kill, [stul^ 
Lest her wrath and her splendour abash thee and scorch thee and cru^ thee, b4 
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A wcDv eunoT* um inAV either Ste.Adresse or Etretat or Havre for a prolonged stay. Taking 

A Vt K Y b H U K I n U LI \J/\j > granted the short-holiday-maker will visit all these places, let me 

(By One ixiho mj<^ea ^ hiTn a hint for one day^s enjoyment^ for which, I fancy, I shall 

It having occurred to me that within a few days I might get an earn his eternal gratitude. Order a carriage with two horses at 

" _ 1 XT 'Ll— xn -..t. " XT X _x X 


for granted the short-holiday-maier will visit aU these places, let me 
give hm a hint for one day^s enjoyment, for which, I fancy, I shall 


entire change by visiting some thoroughlv French seaside places on 
the coast of Hormandy, I started via Southampton for Havre, 

I started mysteriously at midnight. Lights down. We glided 
out, almost sneaked out, as i£ ashamed of ourselves. I had pictured 
to myself sitting out on deck, enjoying the lovely air and the pic- 
turesque view. L^Jiomme propose^ la mer dispose^ I retired early, 
and enjoyed neither the lovely air nor the picturesque view. “ The 

rest is shenoe,” or as much silence as possible, and as much rest 

as possible. 

8*30 A.ir. — Le Havre. Consul’s chief attendant, — lActor, I suppose, 
the master being a consul,— sees me and my baggage through the 
customs — “customs more honoured in the breach thau the observ- 
ance,”— and in five minutes I am— that is, we are, the pair of us— at 
the Hotel Frascati, which, whether it be the best or not I cannot say, 
is certainly the liveliest, and the only one with a covered terrace 
facing the sea where you can breakfast, dine, and generally enjoy a 
life which, for the time being, is worth Hving, Apropos of this ter- 
race, I merely give the proprietor of Frascati a hint,— the one drawback 
to Ihe comfort of dining or breakf asting in this upper terrace is the door 
^ which communicates with the lower terrace, and through which every- 
one is constantly passing. We know that II faut qySune ports soit 
ouverte oufermee. But this is opened and shut, or not shut, and, if 
shut, more or less banged, every three minutes. If it isn’t banged, it 
bursts open of its own accord, and whacks the nearest person violently 
on the back, or hits a table, and scatters the bottLes, or, if not mis- 

Z ZJ. li: • / •_ 1 *_ _X 


Mademoiselle qni sait attendre. 


Havre, start at nine or 9*30, and 
drive to Etretat by way of Mar- 
viliers. Stop at the H6tel de 
Yieux Plats at G-onneville for 
breakfast. Never will you have 
seen a house so full of curiosities 
of all sorts ; the walls are covered 
with clever sketches and paint- 
ings by more or less well-known 
artists, and the service of the 
house is carried on by M. and 
Mme. Aujboueg, their son and 
daughter, who, with the assist- 
ance of a few neat-handed Phyl- 
lises, do everything themselves 
for their customers, and are at 
once the best of cooks, somme^ 
Hers, and waiters. So cheery, so 
full of life and fun, so quick, so 
attentive, serving you as if you 
were the only visitor m the 
place, though the little inn is 
as full as it can be crammed, and 
there are fifty persons break- 


on tne OacJE, or Juts a table, and scatters tbe bottles, or, it not mis- ^ fasting there at the same moment, 

behaving itself in this way (which is only when rude Boreas m at his Every room being occupied, and every nook in the garden too, 
rudest), it a^ts such a draught as causes bald-headed men to rage, we are accommodated with a rustic table in the “Grand Salon,” 
^es to shiver, delicate persons to sneeze, and, finally, impels the part of which is screened oft as a kind of bar. The “ G-rand Salon ” 
dmers to raise such a clattering of knife-handles on the different is also full of quaint pictures and eccentric curiosities ; it is cool and 

I J jriHimj j airy, bright fiowers are in the 

j I ; I l|j|l I 1 windows, and the floor is sanded. 

^ ^ ^ " We had stopped here to refresh the 

horses, intending to breakfast at 
Etretat. But so delighted were we, 
a party of “ deux couverts,^^ with 
this good hotel, and still more with 
the familh Auhourg, that, though 
we had driven away, and were a 
mile further on our road to Etretat, 
we decided— andCounseUor Hunger 
was our adviser too— on returning 
to this house where we had noticea ^ 
a breakfast-table tastefully laid \ 
out for some expected visitors, and 
had been in the kitchen, and with 
our own eyes had seen, and with 
our own noses had smelt the appe- 

tm, uo o Y ^ preparation for the parties 

The Screen Scene, as played on a night on the covered terrace already in possession. So we drove dernier ! 

xxr ^rascati’s, Lo HaTO. ^ backagainrapidly,muchtothedelightofourcoachman,whohadbe- 

tables,M It they were applaudiim a speech or a comic song. Then come very melancholy, and was evidently forming a very poor opinion 
me nmttre~d hotel rushes at tlm door ^d closes it violently,— only for of persons who could lose the chance of a breakfast chez Auhourg. 
it to^ re-opened a mmute afterwards by a waiter or visitor enter- afiow pleased Mile AunoimG, the waitress, appeared to be when 








“Levrai dernier!” 


ing from the terrace below I A mechanical contrivance and a light 
^reen would do away with the nuisance, for a nuisance it most un- 
doubte^y is.^ The perpetual banging causes headache, irritation, 
^d indigestion, and those who have suffered n’y reviendront pas, 
like several Marlhroohs. Let the proprietor look to this, and, where 
most things are done so well, and not unreasonably, don’t let there 
be a Havre-and-Havre policy of hotel management. AUons J 

I am writing thm paper for the sake of those who have only a very 
fw days for a holiday, and like to make the most of it in the way 
^ thorough change. If you select Havre as your head-quarters for 
Tiuuville, Oabourg, and Dives, you must he a good sailor, as you can 
only reach these places by sea ; and three-quarters of an hour bad 
passage there, with, the prospect of three-quarters of an hour worse 
TOssage back at some inconvenient hour of the evening, destroys all 
Mance of enjoyment. If you’re not a good sailor, remain on the 
Havre side of the Seme, and there’s plenty to be seen there to 
^cupy you from Saturday afternoon till YTednesday evening, when 
Th^olf (what a name !) makes its return voyage to Southampten. 

If the sea at Dives, in 1066 a.d., had been anything like what it 
at Havre the other day, when I wanted to cross over to Dives, 
jYi LC i Ay THE CoNQUEROE would never have sailed from that place 
for me mvasion of England. Dull as he might have found iSves, 
yet I am sure me Conquermg Hero would have preferred returning 
te Fans, to risking the discomfort of the crossing. By the way, 
th^ppropriate station in Paris for Dives wbuld be Saint-Lazaire. 

Thjm there aro Hcnfleur, and^ Harfleur, and most people know 
If®* Awe^e ^d Etretat. The views and ihe drives are not equal to 
|hose about Ilfraepmbe and Lynton, and Etretat itself is only a rather 



M. Aubourg fils comes out for a 
blow. The Sou and Air. 


^kind of Ly,m.ouflu 'Thoai who-^T=^ wi-t = after the marmer of the 


IG, the waitress, appeared to be when 
we returned I All the family prepared 
to kill the fatted calf figuratively, as 
it took the shape of the sweetest and 
freshest shrimps as hors d^ oeuvre, and 
then it became an omelette au lard 
(“ 0 La I ”) absolutely unsurpassable, 
and a poulet sauti, which was about 
the best that ever we tasted. A good 
bottle of the ordinary generous, fruit, 
and then a cup of recently roasted and 
freshly ground coffee with a thimble- 
ful of some special Normandy cognac, 
— ^in which our cheery host joined us, 
and we all drank one another s healths, 
— completed as good, a dejeuner as any 
man or woman of simple tastes could 
possibly desire. 

Then the cheery son of the house, 
dressed iu a cook’s cap and apron, 
pauses in his work to join in our con- 
versation. He tells us how he has 
been iuLondon, and can speak English, 
and is enthusiastic about the satiric 
journal which Mr. lunch publishes 
weekty. M. AuBouEGj^fe who is a 
truthful likeness, on a large scale, 
of M, Daubeat, of the Palais Eoyal, 
informs me that he can play the horn 
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“ WMte Horse,” Piccadilly; and so, when we start for Etretat, he 
produces a big cor de chassej and, while he sounds the farewell upon 
it, a maid rumes out and rings the parting bell, and M. Attboubg 
pere waves his cap, and Madame her hand, and Mile, her serviette^ 
and we respond with hat and handkerchief until we turn the comer, 
and hear the last^ flourish of the French “ horn of the hunter,” and 
see the last flourish of pretty Mademoiselle’s snow-white serviette. 
Then we go on our way to Etretat, rejoicing. But, after this excite- 
ment, Etretat palls upon us. After a couple of hours of Etretat, we 
are glad to drive up, and up, and up, and get far away and above 
Etretat, where we can breathe ^:ain. 

Far better is Fecamp which we tried two days after, and Fecamp 
is just a trifle livelier than Westward Ho! Of course its Abbaye 
is an attraction in itself. It is a place whose inhabitants show 
considerable public spirit, as it is here that “ Benedictine ” is made. 
When at Le Havre drive over to St, Jouin, and breakfast chez 
Ernestine, Another day you can spend at Rouen, returning iu the 
evening to dinner. This is not intended as a chapter in a guide- 
book, but simply as a hint at any time to those who need a thorough 
change in a i&ort time, and who do not care to go too far ofl to get 
it. When they ’ve quite finished building and paving Havre, I ’ll 
return there and take a few walks. How Qie authorities responsible 
for the paving are simply the best friends of the boot-making inte- 
rest, just as in London the Hansoms coEeetively ought to receive a 
handsome Christmas hat-box from the hatters. But mind this, when 
at Havre drive to G-onneviUe, and breakfast chez M. Auboubg. 


m THE KNOW. 

{By Mr, FuncEs Ovm Prophet,) 

I HA.VE had a communication from Mr. Jmsiacr, written in the 
execrable English of which this calico-livered scoundrel is a con- 
summate master, and informing me that, if I care to join the staff 
of the journal which Mr. J. directs, a princely salary shall be at 
my disposal. Mr. J. inquires what special bi^ch of fiction it would 
suit me to undertake, as he proposes to publish a serial novel by an 
author of undoubted imaginative power. Here is my answer to 
Mr. J. I will do nothing for him. His oompliinents I d^ise. 
Flattery has never yet caused me to falter. And if he desires to 
prop the tottering fortunes of his chowder-headed rag, let him 
obtain support from the pasty-faced pack of cacklers who surround 
him. I would stretch no finger to help him, no, not if I saw him 
up to his chip, in the oleo-margarine of which his brains and those 
of Ms bottle-nosed, flounder-eared friends seem to be composed. 
So much then for Mr. J. JDu resfe^ as Talxtsybaio) once said, my 
important duties to the readers of this journal foUy absorb my 
time. 

Last week I offered to the public some interesting details of the 
f amil y history of an exalted German prince, whose friendsMp and 

§ ood-wili it has been my fortune to acquire by^ me^s of the 
azzling accuracy of my forecasts of racing events in this country, 
I may state at once that the Grand Cross of the Honigthau Order, 
*^mit Biamanten und Ferlen^^^ wMch Ms Serene Highness was good 
enough to confer upon me, has <^me to h^d, and even now sparkles 
on a breast as incapable of deceit as it is ardent in the pursuit of 
truth. Let this be an incitement to the deserving, and a vrpning M 
scoffers who presume to doubt me. Many other gratifying testi- 
monies of foreign approval have reached me. From the immense 
heap of them stored m my front drawing-room, I select the following 
specimens : — ‘ 

(l.) Buenos Ayres, Monday, 

Revolution crushed entirely by your aid. At the ciisisi 'General 
Pn -MV AV TUA read oM your published wriiangs aloud to insurgent 
cMefsw Effect was magicaL They thought your prophecies letter 
th^n ammunition, BLa, ha! Their widows have fled the country, 
A pension of a million pesetas awarded to you. Rumours alwut my 
resignation a mere blind. {Signed} President, 

’ (n.) Buenos Ayres, Monday, 

The traitor Oelman has been yanquishedji thanks to you. Wkm 
I ammunition failed, we loaded with sporting prc^hecies. Yerj 
deadly. Treasury cleared directly. One of your adjectives anmM- 
' lated a brigade of infantry. , 

{Here follow the signatures of the Leaders of the Umon Ctviea, to 
the number of ' 

- . r — (m.) Chwdemala, Sunday, 

. YidOBious army of Guatemala sendsrthanks to its'hravechamiion. 
Tour inspired writings have been set to musi^ and are sung as 
national hymns. Effect on San Sal^dqrians terrible. Only two 
deaf sergeants left alive. Ghierra, Vittoria Matador, Maniilla, 

' , ‘ ^ . {Signed) BabillajS, Preside$d^ 

‘ ™ ^ (i7.) San ' Salva^, Sunday, 

Land pirates from Guatemala foiled, owing to valiant Engl^ 
PtiWjA-Prophet, Army when reduced to last biscuit, fed on racing 


intelligence. Captain-General sustained nature on wMte native 
plant called Tehp, much used by Indian tribe of Estar-ting-prisahs, 
My body-guard performed prodigies on Thenod, the well-known 


My body-guard performed prodigies on Thenod, the well-known 
root of the Cuff plant. Have adopted you as my grandson. 

{Signed} Ezeta, President, 

That is sufficient for one week. Those who wdsh for more in the 
meantime, mnst call at my residence. 


THE REAL GRIEVANCE OFFICE. 

{Before Mr. Commissionbb Puncb.) 

An Engineer Officer, introduced. 

The Commissioner, Sorry to see you here, Sir, as your presence 
argnes that you have a right to demand redress. 

Engineer Officer, E,Jy, I think, ,Sir, that we have a genuine 
grievance is almost universally conceded. But, as our labours and 

responsibilities have increased 
enormously of late years, per- 
haps you wiU kindly allow me 
to describe our duties. 

The Com, By all means. 

En, Of,, -R.AT. As the matter 
is of the greatest importance 
to fourteen hundred officers, 
commanding ten thousand men, 

I hope you will not consider me 
tedious in making the follow- 
ing statement. (Eie success of 
every function of the modem 
battle-ship depends upon 
machinery for which the 
Engineer officers are directly 
- ' resj^nsible. By its means the 

an&or is boats are 

ill I raMlIilMlir hoisted, the sMp is steered, 
will r fJ'IjOT'' ‘ ventilated, and electrically 

•AifjJ ‘ p ' '' lighted. Pure drinking water 

I ' is supplied for its hundreds of 

inhabitants* The efficiency of all the elaborate arrangements of 
the hull for safety in collision, fire, or battle, depends upon the 
Engineers. Their machinery trains and elevates, loads and controls 
the heavy guns. The use of theWMtehead torpedo all its 
appliances would he an impossibility without the Engineers. lii 
adoition to this there is the propulsion of the sMp, and the control 
and supervision of a large st^ of ttrtificers and men. And yet the 
Engineer officers are the lowest paid class of commissioned officers i 
in the Royal Havy— tMs when, vrithout exaggeration, they may be 
described as the hard^t-workea. 

The Com, It certainly seems unfair that officers of your hnport- 
auce should not receive ampler remuneration. When was the rate 
established? 

En, Of,, R,N, It has seen little change since 1870 ; and you may 
judge of its justice when I tell you that a young Surgeon of twenty- 
thr^, appointed to Ms first sMp, receives more pay than many 
Engineer officers who have seen fourteen years’ service, and have 
reached the age of thirty-five. 

The Com, I am decidedly of opinion that your pay should he 
increased,^ a-nd I suppose (as evideufly there has been class feeling” 
in the matter) you have had to suffer annoyance anent relative 
rank? 

En, Of, E,N, {with a smde). Well, yes, we have. But if the 
Engineer-in-CMef at the Admiralty (who, by the way, receives 
£1(^ a-year, and yet is held responsible for the design and manu- 
facture of m^inery costin|r £12,000,000 per annum) is admitted to 
be superior to all other Engmeer officers, we shall be satisfied. StiR 
I cannot help saying that the CMef Engineer of a sMp is snubbe^ 
when all is right, and only has Ms importance and responsibility 
allowed (when indeed it is recognised and paraded) when anything 
is wrong I But let thattpass. 

The Com, I am afraid it is too late to do anything faxtherthis 
Sesfflon, as the House is ju^ up. However, if matters are not more 

satisfactory at the end of the recess, let me know, and ^but you 

see ! 

IThe. Witness, after suUdble aehnowUdgment, then withdrew. 


‘^A T.tptt.e Moeb than Gat but. Less than IGbave.”— H of 
very long ago, an act of sacrilege was committed at Canterbury by a 
man, whe robbed an alms-box in the Cathedral. However; ^®s- 
reg^iding the precedent set some time since hy the jOean and 
Chaptffl? (who ft will he remembered dug up and removed ^ 
bones of the honoured dead) the intruder abstained from toucMng 
the vaults of those hurled in consecrated ground. 
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„ dignity in di&tress. 

hmMlBo yB {to Volunteer Major in temporary command^. *» I «av airvVnTi--.iTT i Ttto^ t> 

— ^ ^ say, uirrNOR->>Hil Jttst wipe the Blood off that 'ere Sword 1 1 " 


MIGHT BE BETTEE ! 

aDd scant I The Season’s show 
wm L bunches big-, adjacent, 
take tT ohn’s eye, althouffh 
I he Fouiterer appears complacent, 

^eing:, greasy man, quite clearly 
xhat nval shops show yet more queerly. 

It can t be said the Birds look young. 

Or plump <>f breast, or fine of feather. 

A skinnier lot than Sol has hung 
Ife er sHmmed the moor or thronged the 
heather ; 

But for plumage, shrivelled crop, 

X^k at the Opposition shop I 

Amongst the blind the one-eyed kihg 
Is, not ^naturally, bumptious. 

Strides to Ms door, the stock looks 
“scrumptious” 

to ^ ©yes ; but thrasonio diction 
lo Bull ■will hardly bring conviction* 

“Himpli ! ” mutters John. “ Apoorishlot I 
Soaroe t^ptmg to the would-h'e Hina.- • 
j-to yeu, — or may I be shot !— 

XOOT foreign birds appear ttie finer. 

iHe tone moors baye not yielded? "Wen. 

olr, ’ 

stook, tbongb scant, may sdl, 

^? Wlmt? Do better later on ? 

November P 

orf |”Asr iaTiiSb.. 

My judgment heat or haste shan’t fetter, 

■But, up to now— tJiings jn^iilook betterl ” 


LITTERiB INHUMAIflOEES. 

^Selected from. tU I^ojeeMIrtterrtatwml School- 
hoy Correspondence,) 

From Tokmt, JEton, to Jurns, LucSe 
Menri IV. 

Moh CHim “ Chap,”— J e connais pas votre 
snmomet c estponrqnoije vonsappelle“chap/’ 
comprendre, je crois, qne c’est 
aimeile de commencer nn correspondence dans 
nne iangne qni n’est pas le votre, et snrtont 
avec nn chap que vons ne connais pas, mais il 
rant taire un commencement de quelque sorte, 
et malgre qu’on. m’a dit qne vons “feUows 
etes des duffers (expression Anglaise. Un 
est une personne qui n’est pas dans le 
swim ) , qm ne comprenderaient pas nn senl 
que je dirai sur le sqjet, jamais le plus 
petit, j essayerai a expliquer bref ment qu’est- 
c® qp p’est que Le “ Cricket.” ^ 

bien, le cricket est un “ stunning ” jeu. 

autre expression Anglaise 
qm vent dire qn’nne chose est regulaire- 
ment a, un, on de me servir d’argot, “ par- 
faitem^t de pr^^re cdtelette,” et qui 

cricket,^ faut onze. Je ne snis pas encore 
dans notre <mze, mais j’espire d’etre li un de 
ces jours. Mais pour^ continuer. II y a le 
'vneket, une chose fait de trois morceanx 
de bois, a qui le bowler ” jette la balle, dur 
oomme une pierre, et si 5a vous attrappe sur 

Milter. 

bt biOT, avant le wioket se place I’homme 
JTO dedans et qui tient dans ces mains le : 
bat aveo Imum il frappe la baUe et fait i 
-L’antre jour dans nn “allu- ■ 
mette entre deux “counties,” un pro- i 


fessional qm s’appelle MisH a fait plus qne 
deux cents des courses. 

. Mais pom continuer encore. Si Tbomme 
qm est dedans ne feappe pas la balle, et la 
balle an oontraire frappe les “wickets,” on 
1?^® . S' personage qui s’appelle le 
Umpire,” et .lui dit, “ Ccmmen< oa, 

. Monii^ P Umpire f" et il dit, “ Dehors ! ’^ 

^ ”~:®t fiHand tons les onze 
, sent dehors” le innings est fini, et I’antee 
cote commence. Et voild le cricket. N’est- 
ce pas qu’il est, comme j’ai dis, un stunning 

jeur ■bbbien.jecrouque.pourunepremiSre 

lettre, j_ai fait le chose en style. Eorivez 
vous maintenant en r^ponse, et donnez moi 
nne description d'un de votre jeux, pour me 
montrer que vous Frah9ais ne sont pas, 
comme nous pensons en Angleterre. tons des 
dnHers.” Le votre sincerement, Tomot, 

JProm Jules, Lycee Senri IV.. to Toaoir. 

JEton. * 

Mr Excellent Comeeade,— I have Inst 
been m receipt of your epistle, profound, 
mteresrang, but antagonistic concerning your 
John Bull’s prizefighting, high life, sports- 
•XcM de Cricquette, about 
which I will reply to you in my next. Accept 
the assurwce of my most distinguished 
consideration, Jules. 

I A Uangerotts Corner. — k. ring in Chemi- 
ms is proposed, which, if formed, will cost 
toe pabho about ten millions sterling. 
Whether the said public will see any return 
for its money is problematical. However, 
it may be hinted that the end of Chemicals is 
ireqnenpy smoke, and sometimes an explo- 
sion which blows up the company I 
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TO CANADA. 


We beseecli your Majesty to accept onr assur- 
ances of the contentment of your Majesty’s Cana- 
dian aubjecte with the political connection between 
Canada and the rest of the British Empire, and of 
tiieir fixed resolve to aid in maintaining the same.*’ 
— Loyal Address to the Qut^en from Canada, 

Accept them ? Punch believes you, boys, 
And store them ’midst our choicest trea- 
In these fierce days of factious noise [sures I 
The S^e experiences few pleasures 
So genuine as this outburst frank 
Of “ true Canadian opinion.” 

He hastens heartily to thank 
The loyal hearts of the Dominion ! 

Mother and daughter should be tied 
By trustful faith and free affection. 

If ours be mutual love and pride, 

Who ’s going to “ sever the connection ” ? 
Let plotters scheme, and pedants prate, 

They will not pick our true love’s true lock 
Whilst truth and justice arm the State 
I With friends like Amtot and Mtjloch 1 

i Mother and daughter ! Love-linked like 
i Persephone and fond Demeter, 
i Fleet to advance, and strong to strike, 

I And yearly growing stronger, fleeter, 

Miss Canada need not depend 
On Dame Bbitannia altogether, 

But she may trust her as a Mend, 

Faithful m fair or threatening weather. 

Tour hand. Miss, with your heart in it. 

You to lie Mother Country proffer. 
Beshrew the cynic would-be wi^ 

Who coldly chuckles at the offer ! 
Beitannta takes it, with a mp 
That on the sword, at need, can clench too, 
She will not that warm grasp let slip, [too ! 
Health, boys of British blood,— and French 


A NATIONAL APPEAL. 

Deab Me. Punch,— Cannot you do some- 
thing to help us, and save us from a permanent 
consignment to that wretched hole-in-a-comer 
back street site thrustupon us at the rear of the 
National G-allery ? We do not know how far 
matters may have gone, but somebody wrote 
the other day to The Ttwes to protest gainst 
the job, and we conclude, therefore, it may 
not yet, perhaps, be too late to agitate for a 
stay of execution. We are not difficult to 
please, and would be contented with a modest 
but suitable home in any convenient lo- 
cality. That such can be found when really 
sought for, witness the happy facility with 
which a fitting residence has been discovered 
in the east and west galleries surrounding the 
Imperial Institute for the promised new Na- 
tional Collection. At South Kensington we had 
a narrow escape of a conflagration, Mm too 
close a proximity to the kitchen of a shillingre- 
staurant. At Bethnal Green we have b^n 
having a prolonged merry time of it, with 
damp walls behind us and leaking roofs 
above our heads. At one time we were packed 
away in dusty obscurity, in the cupboards of a 
temporary Mvemment office ; and looking 
back on the past, fruitful as it is in recollec- 
tions of official slights and snubs, you may 

f ather that we can have no very ambitious 
esigns for fhLe Mture. We do, however, 
protest against being tacked on as a sori of 
outside back-stair appendage to the National 
Gallery, that will soon want the space we 
shall be forced to occupy for its own natural 
and legitimate expansion. Suggest a site 
for us — anywhere else. There is still room 
on the Embankment. Kensington Palace — 
is still in the market. Why not be welcome 
there? As representatives for all of 
I subscribe my name hereunder, and remain. 
Your obedient servanti 
Joshua Eeinoids (late P.RA) 



THE LESSON OE THE SEASON. 

The Season ^s over ; for relief 
You’re off to scale the Alps; 

Say, do you, 
Ih hfce some 
1' !v Indian 

Look back 
and count 
your 

Doessomeone 
rue your 
broken 


he has tof 


^ you ; 
Yet felt withal the week at Cowes 
Was quite a blank without you ? 

Are hearts still broken, as of old, 
Hi this prosaic time. 

When love is only given for gold, 
And poverty’s a crime. 

Say, are you conscious of a heart. 
And can you fed it beating ; 



And is it ever sad to part,^ 

And finds a joy in meeting F 

The Seasons come, the Seasons go. 
With store of good and ill ; 

Do all men find you cold as snow. 
And unresponsive still F 
0 beautiful enigma, say, 

Will love’s sublime persistence 
Solve for you, in the usual way. 

The riddle of existence F 

Alas I love is not love to-day. 

But just a bargain made, 

In cold and calculating way ; 

And if the price be paid, 

A mart may win the faired face, 

A maiden tail and queenly. 

The daughter of some ancient race, 
Who sells herself serenely. 

What wonder that the cynic sneers 
At such a rule of life ; 

That, after but a few short years, 
Dissension should be rife. 

Ah I Lady, you’ll avoid heart-ache^ 
And scorn of bard satiric, 

A iLson frpm our lyiSl 
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|o|n finirg 

Bobk, FjBBRr-AEY 21, 1801. Died August 11, 1S90. 

“ Lead, kindly Ligkt I ” From lips serene as strong, 
Chaste as melodious, on world-weary ears 
Fall, ’midst earth’s chaos wild of hopes and fears, 
The accents calm of spiritoal song, 

Striking across the tumult of the throng 
Like the still line of lustre, soft, severe, 

From the high-riding, ocean-swaying sphere, 
Athwart the wandering wilderness of waves. 

Is there not hnman som-light which so laves 
Earth’s lesser spirits witn its chastening beam, 

That passion’s bale-fire and the lurid gleam 
Of sordid selfishness know strange eclipse? 

Such purging lustre his, whose eloquent lips 
Lie silent now. Great sonl, great Englishman ! 
Whom narrowing hounds of creed, or caste, or clan, 
Exclude not from world-praise and all men’s love. 

Fine spirit, which the strain of ardent strife 
Warped not from its fibnn poise, or made to move 
From the pure pathways of the Saintly life ! 

FTewjsOlN, farewell ! Myriads whose spirits spurn 
The limitations then <fidst love so well, 

Who never knew the shades of Oriel, 

Or felt their quickened spirits pulse and hum 
Beneath that eye’s regard, that voice's spell, — 
Myriads, world^-seattered and creed-sundered, turn 
In thought to that hushed chamber’s chastened gloom. 
In all great hearts there is abundant room 
For memories of greatness, and high pride 
In what sects cannot kill nor seas divide. 

The Light hath led thee, on through honoured days ^ 
And lengthened, through wild gusts of blame and praise, 
Through doubt, and severing change, and poignant 

Waj^are that strains the breast and racks the brain, 
At last to haven I Now no English heart 
Will willingly forego unfeigned part 
In honouring thee, true master of our tongue, 

On whose word, writ or spoken, ever hung 
All English ears which knew that tongue’s best charm. 
Not as great Cardinal such hearts most warm 
To one above all ofS.ee and all state. 

Serenely wise, magnanimously great ; 

Not as tile pride of Oriel, or the ster 
Of this host or of that in creed’s hot war, 

But as the noble spirit, stately, sweet, 

Ardent for good without fanatic heat. 

Gentle of soul, though greatly militant. 

Saintly, yet with no touch of cloistral cant ; 

Him England honours, and so bends to-day 
In reverent grief o’er Newman’s glorious clay. 


PEE YERT SIMPLE. 

** la a recent case of brigandage, people of all sorts and 
classes were implicated, while one of the leadmg barristers was 
imprisoned on suspicion.” — JKeportoJ^ Consul StigctfiOy of 

Scene— CAamSerj of Mr. E. S. Topped, (i.C., in the 
Inner Temple, Mr. discovered in consultation 

with a Chancery Barrister, two Starving Juniors, and 
sixteen Mashed JRuffians armed to the teeth, 

Mr, Toppel, Now that we have the Lord Chancellor, 
the l4ord Gmef Justice, and tiie President of the Divorce 
Division, securely locked up together in the attic, and 
gaggedy we may, I thiTik , congratulate ourselves on the 
success of our proceedings so far! We are, I am sure, 
quite agreed as to there having been no other course open 
to ns than to imitate our Sicilian brethren of the robe, 
and take to a little mild brigandage, considering the awful 
decay of legal business ana our own destitute condition. 
[Sympathetic cries of Mear^ hearty from the Chancery 
Barrister, and the two Starving Jnmors.) I have no doubt 
that a few hours spent in our attic will induce the High 
Legal Dignitaries I have mentioned [laughter) to my up 
the modest ransom we demand, and to take the additional 
pledge of secresy. Meanwhile, I propose that these six- 
teen excellent gentlemen should re-enter the ravate 
Pirate Bus’ which is waiting down-stairs, and see Tme^er 
tile Master of the Rolls could not be— er— “ detained %n 




\ i' 











2 -'^. ^ .* 


A PLEASAHT PROSPECT! 

The Lords of the Admiralty proceed to Inspect the Fleet at the Close 

OF THE MANCEUVRES. (WHAT WE MAY EXPECT IF THE GaLES AND 
Casualties continue.) 

transitu^^ (more laughter) while proceeding to his Court. It wouM be 
perhaps, as Lord Esher belongs to the Equity side, for our fnend here of the 
Chancery Bar to accommodate him in his Chambers. 

Chancery Rarris^er (a^rmed). But I bave only a base^nt ! ^ , 

Mr, Toppel [calmly), A basement will do very well, ( To the ^teen M^ked 
Men), You probably find Lord Esher somewhere about Chancery Lane. 
Impress on him that our fee in his case is a thousand gxtmeas ; OT^-hom ears 
lop^d off I iBxeunt the Sixteen. 

Birst Junior. I went upstairs just now, in order to see how our ^tmguished 
prisoners were getting on. The Chancellor, I regret to my, seemed dissa^^ 
with the bread and water supplied to him, and asked for necessaries suitable to 
Ms status.” He appeared inclined to argue the point, so I bad to gag him again. 

Mr. Toppel, Unite right. You might have told him he is now govern^ | 
by the lex loci, and that we shall reluctantly have to send lime pie^s of him to 
his friends— Ibelievethatis the “commonform” in brigand CKcles—ri he persists 
in refusing the ransom. How does the Lord C hief J usticb hear it ? ^ . x 

Second Junior. Not well. The attic window is, forfnmately, barred, but I 
found Mm trying to— in fact, to disbar it— (/awyAtar)— and to attract the 
attention of a passer-by. He is now secured by a (fiia^ to a strong staple. 

Mr, Toppel. I suppose he is not disposed to make the assignment to us of 

half Ms yearly salary, wMch^ suggest^? x a x v • 

Second Junior. Not yet. He even threatens, when liberated, to brmg our 

conduct under the notice of the Benchers. , ^ x^.* a i. • 

Mr. Toppel [grimly). Then he must never be liberated I It ’s no good begin- 
ning this method of what I may call, in technical language, ‘ seisin,’ unless we 
go the whole hog. WeU, if you two Juniors will attend to our— em— 
upstairs -(/awyA^er)— I and our Chancery friend will superintend temwrary 
rmoval of Lord Esher from the Court that he so much adorns, he^) 

Ah, that sounds like Sir Jambs Hannen banging on the ceiling I He mustbse 
stopped, as it would be so very awkward if a Solicitor were to Not tot 
theie’s much diance of that nowadays. (To Chancery Bamster.) Com^ 
shall we try a “ set-off ” ? lExeunt. Curtam. 
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THE JACKDAW. 

(ItnOaiedfrom Mgar Poe, hy an Indignant » Obstructive.”) Startled at the silence broken by reply so patly spoken, 

“ That (the defeat of our measures) was all due to Obstruction. ... It Doubtless, mused I, what it utters is its only Terbal store, 
appears that Crown and Parliament are alike to be disestablished, and Leamt from some xmlncky master, whom well-merited disaster 
that in their stead we are to put the Obstmctiye and the Bore. ... I should Followed fast and followed faster, till his speech one burden bore- 
like to ask them what kind of Government they think best, a Bureaucracy or Till.his dirges of despair one melancholy burden bore, 
a Bore-ocracy ? ifr. Balfour ai Mancheiter. Parrot-like, * ‘ Obstructive Bore ! ” 

OncR upon a ^dnight dr^y, while I Pond<^, weak and weary, But the Jackdaw still beguiling my soothed fancy into smiling. 

dusty yolume of Blue-BooMsh lore, _ Straight I wheeled my easy-chair in front of bird," and bust, and door : 

While I nodded nearlv nao’Dine*. anddA-nlv there eame a vaTinmc’- nnv.«« t ’ 


Who is he who thinks to scare me with stale cant oft mouthed before ? 

Ouoth the bird, “ Obstructive Bore I 


OjEfCB upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak and weary. 
Over many a dry and dusty yolume of Blue-Bookish lore, — 

While I nodded nearly napping, suddenly there came a yapping, 



g, suddenly there c^e a yappmg, Then, upon the cushion sinking, I betook myself to linking 
As 01 some toy-temer snapping, snap- Memory unto memory, thinking what tbi« slave of parrot-lore — 
u study dcwr. What this lank, ungainly, yet complacent thrall of parrot-lore 

l^'STmy^y Obstmctiye Boie.” 

Only that, — ^bnt it ’s a bore.” This I sat engaged in gnessing, strange similitude confessing, 

Ah! distinctly I remember, it was whose goggle-eyes gW on me from aboye my dw^^ 

y . y ' ATICI a CJiaTl Xint.n innop Iaosq Twrmno TD’hATVi I rw+T/an ammn ■i*ia<yli'ny'nn> 


for stubble, copse, and moor ; 
Eagerly they wished the morrow ; 


This same chap with long legs twining Irish anguish chuckling o’er, 
Tories christened, “Brave BAXPOtna,” 


methought the air grew denser. I remembered stout Earl 
Jbrom tuieir onxiJ£ surcease oi sorrow, Spencer 

the silly pseudo-Seraph who “.'obstructed ’’ him of yore ; 

From me ^d I remembered Maamtrasma, faction, partisan miasma, 

^ dubbed Brave CBXR^m^CHURcaaoxL and his henchman, lank and languorous 

ameless else for evermore. « What,” I cried, “ was Arthur, then, or Randolph, in those days 

imhre as nio^ht sahla nurtfliTi. ^ ’’ Cluoth the bird, “ Obstructive Bore.” 


PK^spects'dark, uncertain, sombre as night ’s sable curtain, 

TPCIlyvJ *1,— . XI. •m_JxT !x 1 _ J* X , r <1 • yy <« y j y /? 


Balpour,” 

Fameless else for evermore. 


duoth the bird, “ Obstructive Bore.’= 


uore. As sought Tmth, and uothjng.more. When you weie-abl weU, what wem yon? TeU me feankly, I 

Presently my yciath waned stron ger; hesitating then no longer, implore 1” Q^uoth the bird, “ Obstructive Bore.” 

mongrer, truly ofl your precious hide, I’U “Prophet,” saidi, “of slleyni that we ’re going to the deyil 

Darkness there, and nothmg more I BAXTOim,’”- ftnoth the hirlr- ffi^otiye stre ! ” 


Back into n^ study turning, with some natural anger burning, 
^n again I heard a sound more like mianli-ng than before. 
Surely,” md I, “ surely that is a grimalkin at my lattice, 
me see if it stray oat is, and this mystery explore : 
Whereas that stick? Ah! wait a moment: J’lL this my 
explore ; It shall worry me no more I ” 


this mystery 


Op^ here I flung the^utter, when, with many a smirk and flutter, 
in there pop]^a a perky Jaekda^ yapping, miauling as before 
^ueer mimetic noises made he), for no introduotion stayed he, 

1 plum^e sleet yet shady, parched above my study door, — 

Perched upon a bust of Gladstone placed above my study door,-- 
Perched, and croaked “ Obstructive Bore f ” 


i Thm this mookinj 
By the lank lopsic 


►ird beguiling my tried temper into smiling 

iJy me lanfc lopsided languor of the countenance it wore * uesignea oecj-sinmng ana rropeUxng iSubmarine JElectrie Gun Brig. 

“Thonghyonlookstorm-tost, unshaven, you,” I said, “have found 7°^^ ^®s8el, owmgj as you say, “ to some trifling, though quite 

ahav^, ’ naveiouna foreseen, hitch m the machinery,” should h^^e immediately 

Raw as icoupy as a raven I Was it you yapped at my door ? t^ed oyer on its side, upsetting a quantity of red-hot coal from the 

Tdl me your confounded name, 0 bird in beak so like Balfour » ” stoke-hole, ^d projecting a stifling rush of steam among the four 
QfUoth the bird, “ Obstructive Bore ^ captains, and the two scientific experts whom yon had 

T • 1 j! Tx T , ' mdnoed to accompany you lu your projected descent under the 

speak up so^plainly, bottoms of the three fost-class ironclads at present moored in the 
relevancy bore; alternative ideas of either cutting your vessel in 

; Fof vre cannot help agreeing that no sober human being and turning it into a couple of diving-bells for the purpose of 

' his study door— seeking for hidden treasure on the Goodwm Sands, or of ?^dng it 

I Bi;pi or be^ upon tii^rand Old bust above his study door, ^der water, forthe benefit of those travellers who wish toroid 

^ With the name, Obstrnetive Bore.” 5;^ fl^anoes of sea-sickness, between Folkestone and Boulogne, seem 

: But^fi^daw, laatting lonely on that placid bust spake onlv whole, however, we should 


floor I ” Q,uoth the bird, “ Obstructive Bore ! ” 

Aud the Jackdaw, fowl provoking, stDl is croaking, still is croaking. 
On the pallid bust of Gladstone just above my study door, 

Anfl lus eyes have all the seeming of a small attorney scheming ; 

And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws hia shadow on the 
floor; 

Aud the shape cut hy that shadow which lies floatiuf on the floor. 
Looks (to me) OBSTRUCTIVE BORE I 

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

SrajiAB^ Ent^bisb.— I t is a pity, perhaps, that on the very 
Mst (^oasion which enabled you to submit, for an experimental 
toi^, to toe Dockyard Authorities at Portsmouth, your n&wlj- 
desigRed Self-sinkxng and Bropelling Submarine Blectric Gun Brig, 

VOUr veflSftL nwmo*. fla vnn co-w **+/% xt.* 


HXMITC®. — Rejected Communications or Contributions wketiiAT twr nr xx . ... 

m no case be returned, not even when acc^paiurd bv I D^r^ings, or Pictures of any description, will 

will be no exception. paniea by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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“WHY NOT LIVE OUT OF LONDON 

Sir,— C apital subject recently started in Daily Tele-- 
graphs witn the above title. Just wbat I ’ve been saying ! 
to my wife for years past. “Why don’t y<^u and the 
family live out of London,” I 
have asked. And she has in- 
variably replied, “ Oh, yes, and 
what would you be doing in 
London ?” I impress u^n her 
4 that being the ** bread-winner” 

A (beautiful word, Ihis!) my duty 
" is to be on the spot where the i 
bread is won. I prove to her, in I 
figures, that it is much cheaper 
for her and the family to five 
out of town, and for me to come 
down and see them, occa- 
sionally. Isn’t it cheaper for 
one to go to a theatre than four? Well, this appHes 
everywhere aU round. With my Club and a good room 
I could get on very well and very reasonably in London, 
and in the country my wife and family would positively 
save enormously by mj absence, as only the necessaries 
of life would he required^ Dressing would be next to 
notmng, so to speak, and they’d be out of reach of the 
temptations which London offers to those who love 
theatre entertainments, lunches at pastrycooks’, shows, 
and shoppmg. Yes, emphatically, I repeat, Why 
not live out of London ? ” But she wonH, 

Yours, One in a Thousand. 

Sra,-;;-** Why not live out of London?” Of course 
I do live “out of London,” and make a precious good 
living too out of London. My friends the Butcher, the 
Baker, the Oreengrocer (not a very green grocer either), 
the Tailor, the*Shoemaker, &c., &c., all say the same as 
Yours cheerily, 

Charles Cheddar [Cheesemonger)* 

Sir,— I only wish everybody I don’t want to see in 
London would live out of it. What a thrice blessed time 
August would be then! Though indeed I infinitely 
appreciate small mercies now. At all events, most 
people are away, my Club is not closed, and I can enjoy 
myself pretty thoroughly. Yours, 

JElhow Boom Club. Beau Winder. * 

Sir, — “Why not live out of London?” Because one 
canH* Out of London there is only “ existence.” Is life 
worth living anywhere except in London— and Paris^ if 
you happen to be there ? ISfo, no ; those who like living 
“ out of London,” had better not live at all. 

Yours, Hippz Cure. 


MB. POTCH’S DICTIOITABY OP PHEASES. 

Privatb Theatricals. 

“ TisnH a part that Jfeel, and I fear I shall make a 
failure;^'* i.e.* “Easy as be blowed,- but J’m thrown 
away upon it.” 

Trade E'lvrRET.TJsu'MnR-N 'TS. 

“YAe Ching-Twangs Central China Tea Company* s 
selected growth of JEarly Green Leaf Spring Pickings ; ” 
i.e.y “ A damaged cargo and last year’s rotten sweepings, 
mingled with chipped broom, dried cabbage, and other 
equally suitable and inviting ingredients.” 

At Luncheon. 

more^ indeed^ really;** i.e.^ “Had nothing to 
eat— but more of that stuff ? No, thank you.” 

Electioneebinc. 

* ‘ The Leaders to whom the Nation owes its recent period 
of prosperity ” ; t.e., “ GeuUemeu who have unavoidably 
remained in Office during the revival of Trade.” 

^^JTaving every personal respect for my opponent;** 
».e., “ I now proceed to blacken his political character.” 

In the SMOHiNa-EooM. 

“ Pbtt know I always hate long arguments;** t.s., 
“ Don’t deprive me of my pet diversion.” 

No ; I don*t exactly see what you mean;** i.e., 
“ Thu don’t; hut the admission on my part looks 
candid,” 

** My dear felhw* etsk anyone who really knows any- 
thing ;** i.e. to Uyq 


set-bflocal faddists.” 


i among ahalf-educafed 


’AEEY ON 'AEEISON AND THE GLOEIOHS TWELFTH. 

Dear Chabi.ie,— No Parry for me, mate, not this season leastways— wus luck ! 
At the frhop I 'm employed an at present, the bands has all bloomin’ well struck. 
It’s hupset all our ’olidays, CaaARiJE, and as to any chance of a rise 
Wot do you thi n k , old pal? I’m fair flummoxed, and singing, OA, what a 
surprise ! 

These Strikes is becoming rare noosances, dashed if they ain’t, dear old boy. 
They ’re all over the shop, like Miss Z-aeo, wot street-kids seems so to enjoy. 
Mngs’ game! They’ll soon find as the Marsters ain’t goin’ to be worried and 
welched, 

And when they rob coves of their ’olidays, ’ang it, they ought to he squelched. 

’Owsomever, I ’m mucked, that *s a moral. This doosid dead-set against Wealth 
Is a sign o’ the tmes as looks orknd, and had for the national ’ealth. 

There ain’t nothink the nobs is fair nuts on but wot these ’ere hellerers ban. 

Wy, they’re down upon Sport, now^ a pelter. Perposterous, ain’t it, old man? 

Bin a reading Fred ’Areison’s kibosh along o’ “ The Feast of St. Grouse,” 

On the “ Glorious Twelfth,” as he calls it ; wen swells is fair shnt of the 
’Ouse^ 

Its Obstruction, and similar ’errors, in course they hikes off to the Moors. 

Small blame to ’em, Charlie, small blame to ’em, spite of the prigs and the 
boors! 

Yet this ’ Arbison he sets' his back up- Dry’'smug as can’t ’audle a gun, 

I ’ll bet Marlboro* ’Ouse to a broomstick, and ain’t got no notion of Fun. 

“ Loves the Moors much too well for to carry one ; ” that ’s wot he says, sour 
old sap 

Bet my hoots as he can’t ’it a ’aystack at twenty yards rise— eh, old chap ? 

Kim sweet on the heather, my pippin, or partial to feather and fur, 

So long as yer never kills nothink ? Sech tommy-rot gives me the spur. 

Yah ! Scenery ’s all very proper, hut where is the genuine pot 

Who ’d pad the ’oof over the Moors, if it weren't for the things to he shot ? 

“ This swagger about killing birds is mere cant,” sez this wobbling old wag. 
From Arran he ’d tramp to Dunrobin without the least chance of a hag ! 
“Peaceful hills,” that’s his patter, my pippin; no gillies, no luncheons, no 
game! 

Wy, he ought to be' tossed in a blanket ; it fills a true Briton with shame. 

No Moors for yours truly, wus luck 1 It won’t run to it, Charlie, this round ; 
But give me my gun, and a chance, and I ’ll be in the swim, I ’ll be bound. 

I did ’ave a turn some years back, thongh I only went out with ’em once, 

And I shot a hit wild, as was likely, fust off, though yer wia^u ’t be a dunce. 

My rig out was a picter they told me— deer-stalker and knickers O.K. — 

“ Briggs, Junior,” a lohscuUer called me ; I wasn’t quite fly to his lay ; 

But Briggs or no Briggs I shaped spiffin, iu mustard- and-mud-colour checks. 
Ah ! them Moors is the spots for cold Irish, and gives yer the primest of pecks. 

Talk of sandwiges, Charlie, oh scissors, I’d soon ha’ cleaned out Charing 
Cross, 

With St. Paueiust and Ludgit chucked in ; fairly hopened the eye of the boss ; 
Him as rented the shootings, yer know, big diry-^ter in Thames Street, bit 
warm 

In his langwige occasional, Charlie, hut ’arty and reglar good form. 

Swells will pal in most anywhere now on the chance of a gratis Big Shoot, 

And there wos some Swells with bus, I tell yer, I felt on the good gay galoot, 

But I fancy I got jest a morsel screwdnoodleous late in the day, 

For I peppered a bloke in the hreeks ; he swore had, but ’twas only bis play. 

Bagged a brace and a arf, I did, Charlie ; not bad for a novice like me. 

Jest a bit blown about the fust two ; wanted gathering up like, yer see. 

A bird do look best with his ’ed ou, dear hoy, as a matter of taste ; 

Aud the gillies got jest a mite scofiy along of my natural ’aste. 

Never arsked me no more, for some reason. But wot I would say is this here, 
’Abry’s hiu in this boat in his time, as in every prime lark pooty near, 

Aud when ’Arrison talks blooming bunkum, with hadjectives spicy and strong. 
About Sport beiug stupid, and noisy, and vulgar ; wy, ’Arrison ’b wrong I 

Ke would rather shoot hToken-down cab-horses, — so the mug tells us— than 
birds. 

WeE, they ’re more in his line very likely ; that means, in his own chosen words, 
He ’s more fit for a hammy toor knacker than for that great boast of our land, 

A true Bntish Sportsman ! Great Scott ! It ’s a taste as I carnt understand. 

Fact is tins here Fred is a Demmycrat, Positivist, and all that. 

There ’s the nick o’ the matter, the reason of all this un-English wild chat. 

He is down on the Aristos, Charlie, this ’Arrison is. It ’s the Court 
And the pick o’ the Peerage Sport nobble, and that’s wy he sputters at Sport. 

All a part of the game, dear old pal, the dead-set at the noble and rich. 

“Smart ^ple” are “Sports,” mostly always, and ’Arrison slates them as sich, 
* Atea killiTi g of “ beautiful creatures,” aud spiling ‘ ‘ the Tummel in spate ” 
With “drives,” champagne luncheons, and gillies? That*^ not wot sich 
slab— dabbers ’ate. 

It’s “ Privileged Classes,” my pippin, they loathes. Yer can’t own a big Moor, 
Or even rent one like my dry-salter friend, if yer ’umhle and poor. 

Don’t ’Arrison never eat grouse ? Ah, you bet, much as eVer he ’ll car^i 
There ’s “ poz ” for a Posit’vist, mate, there ’s ’Arrison kiboshed by ’Arrt. 




VOL. xeax. 








h^mnie RTSsr . 


V v'^.A 


Oh dear! oh dear I What perils I have been through ! You’ll 
see me again shortly ; but there have been momentums in my career 
when I said to myself, “ Shall I ever aller out of this alive I ” I 
escaped the Petersburg police ; they punched out your Cartoon, and 
all the lines about the Czar and the Jews ; that ’s why I was so 
persecuted, and why I was watched. I wish to Heaven you wouldn’t 
have Cartoons about Czars and Jewsiust when I ’m at Peterborough, 
I mean Petersburg ; same name, dinerent place. But there, that’s 
aj over now, jamais will I go and put myself within the clutches 
the Russian Bear again. The midnight sun must do without me in 
future. I send you a sketch I made of a gargle— I thiTik that ’s the 
name— on a church-door in Lapland. Isn’t it really droll P You ’re 
always bothering me for something droll, and now you ^ve aot it. Then, 








YOTTING JOTTINGS. 


X Lapps of Luxury ” ! You know that “ Lap of Luxury ” is a pro- 

^ verbial phrase ; and, as you told me to make some comic sketches 
of me m^ners.and customs of the country, why, I ’ve done so : and, 
^ wiey ain’t funny, I don’t know what humour is, Vbild I 
— really must not expect me to grimace and bufEoon. 
You must take me seriatim or not at all, I can’t stand on my 

* head to sketch. I can’t do it. I nearly did do it, though, 
for when I had my sketching-book in my hand on board, the 
spaMer-boom, or some such thing, came over suddenly and hit me 
such a whack (m the head, that for two minutes I lay insensible, and 
thought I should never become sensible again. Rightly is it called 
spankCT-boom,” — ^that is if it is called so, or some name very like 
y^for I never got such a whack on the head in all my life before. 
I hear the Booming still in my ears. 

expect a feUow to be funny, however funny he may/^e? 
0 Y . (and l aid feel uncommonly funny, you may take your oath ! ), under 
such circumstances. However, as the song says, ‘^Home once more,” 
many a yarn shall I have to tell when I gather myself round the 
hresme, pipe all hands for grog, and sing you an old hTorse song with 
rem humour m it — ^though! dare say youHl say you don’t see it — 
and so no more d wisent from yours seasiokly (I am quite well, but I 
mean I ’m sick of the sea), ' Flotsah, Y, A. 
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JOURNAL OP A ROLLING STONE. 

Fifth Eimtx. 

CuHioxrs tbing that to-day— after disappointment of failure for the 
Bar-^letter comes from President of my old Ck>}iege, asking me “if 
I would accept a nice Tutorship for a time ? ” If so, “ I had better 
come down and talk to him about it.’^ 

Decided a little time ago not to try “Scholastic Profession” — 
thought it would try me too much. tempted now. am 

I losing my old pluck ? In consequence of my new “ pluek,’^— in the 
Bar Exam.? 

Dm ! ’’ remarks the President fl have run down got a vacant 
bed-room in College). “ Glad to see you. Oh, yes, about that tutor- 
ship. Dm, uml The family live in Somerset.” He mentions the 
county apologetically, as if he expected me to reply — “ Oh, Somerset 1 
Couldn’t dream of going there, Hot very imrtioular, but must have 
a place within ten miles of Charing Cross.” As I don’t object to 
Somerset, at least audibly, he goes on more cheerfully — 

“ Boy doesn’t want to be taught much, so perhaps, it would suit 
you.” — {Query — ^is this insulting ? ) — “ He wants a companion more 
— somebody to keep him steady, have a good induence and all that, 
and give him a little classics and so on for about an hour a day.” 

It did not sound as bad as I expected. 

“Rich people — ^um— merchants at Bristol, I think. Hot very 
cultivated, though.” Here President pauses again, and looks as u 
he would not be at all astonished if I rose from my chair, put on my 
hat, and said, “Hot very cultivated! That won’t suit me! You 
see how tremendously cultivated I am.” But I don’t, and he 
proceeds calmly to another head of his discourse. 

‘‘They haven’t mentioned terms, but I’m sure they will be 
satisfactory— give you what you ask, in fact.” (Rather a nice trait in 
their character, this.)— “ How, wiR you— urn- take it ? They want 
somebody at once.” 

“Yes,” I reply; “I’ll go and see how I fancy it. PCave they 
got a billiard-table, do you happen to know ?” 

The President says, “ he doesn’t know anything about and 
looks a Kttle surprised, as if I had proposed a game of skittles. 

On way down (next day) I feel rather like a Governess going to 
her first situation. Get to house late. Too dark to see what it ’s like. 
Have to drive up in a village flly. Qwery— Oughtn’t they to have 
sent their carriage for me ? 

My reception is peculiar. A stout, masculine-looking female with 
a strident voice, is presumably Mrs. BKiSTon Merghaot. 

Sends me up to my bed-room as if I were my own luggage. 
Evidently very “ uncultivated.” 



SARTORIAL EUPHUISMS. 

“Mbastjeements about the same as they used to be, Snippb?” 
” Yes, Sib. Chest a trifle lowmr nowy, Sib, that all 1 ” 


In my bed-room. Above are the sounds of a small pandemonium, 
apparently. Stamping, falling, shouting, bnmping, crying. "What 
alot of them there must be I 

There are ! At supper—they appear to have early dinners, which 
I detest— three boys and one gm present, as a sample. Mdest a 
youth about ten, who puts out his tongue at me, when ne thinks I ’m 
not looking, and kicks his brothers beneath the table to make them 
cry, which they do. I begin to wonder when my real pn^n wOl appear. 

Governess talks to me as if I were a brother professional. Query 
— if^ra dig, again ? 

Children, bemg forbidden to talk in anything but French at mea^, 
say nothing at all; at the end I am astounded at Materfamilias 
catching hold of the boy of ten, and bnnging him round to me, with 
the remark, — 

“ Perhaps yon ’d like to talk to Eskie about lessons.” 

Heavens! This nursery dedgling to be my pupil! And I am to 
be his “companion”! Fledglmg, while standing in front of me 
for inspection, has the audacity to stretch out his leg, and trip np a 
little sister who is passing. Howls ensue. 

A nicely-mannered youth ! 

^ ‘ ‘ You will have to behave yourself with me, young man I ” I warn 
him, in a tone which ought to abash him, but doesn’t in the least. 

“Ah, but perhaps yon won’t stay here long,” is his rather able 
rejoinder. “ Our Governesses never 

“ Eeihe I ” shrieks his mother, threaten^ly. Ebiode stops ; and 
I have time to regret my folly in not inquiring of the President the 
precise age of my promising disciple. Yery likely President didn’t 
know himself. 

^e other boys who were at supper are now presented to me. One 
is about eight, the other not more than six. 

“ These are Hekbie and Jacob:,” says their mother, who ought to 
know. Thank Heaven, they are not my pupils ! 

Mrs. Bristol Merchant horrifies me hy saying— 

“ I thought it would be so nice, when you were teaching Ernie. 
tf Herbie and Jack could he tauaht too I And after lessons you will 
be able to take them such nice long walks in the neighbourhood I 
It ’s really very pretty country, Mr.— I forget your name.” 

Oh, ceriainlv, the President was mute right. She u very 
uncultivated, lhat ever I was horn to cultivate her— or her precious 
ofi^pring! ButwasIf Time must riiow. 


AN ARGUMENTUM AD POCKETUM. 

[The Bev. B. Msrbdytr-Kitson called the attentiozi of the London 
School Board to the action of Mr. Montagu who, beiag appeal^ 

to by “ a respectable-looking woman ’’ for the remission of a fine of five shil- 
lings imposed upon her husband for neglecting to send their children to 
school, gave her five shillings out of the poor-box to pay it, on finding that 
she had nine children, the ridest fifteen years, the youngest five months;, 
a husband out of work, and ** no boots for her children to go to school in.’^ 
The Rev. Stbwart Headlam said that in East London they suffered a 
good deal through the decisions of Mr. Montagu Williams, who constantly 
paid the fines from the poor-box, or out of his own pocket !] 

Oh, Montagu, this conduct is nefarious ! 

You are, indeed, a pretty Magistrate ! 

Better the judgments, generous, if precarious, 

Of the old Cadi at an Eastern gate. 

Ho wonder tlmt you madden Meredyth-Bjtsok, 

And stir the bitter bile of Stewart Headlam. 

When Justice, School-Board ruling simply “sits on,” 
School-Bwurds become a mere annexe of— Bedlam I 
Hine children ! Husband out of work ! Ho boots I 
And do you really tbi-nk that these are reasons 
For fine-remission r This strikes at the roots 
Of Law, which ought to rule us at all seasons. 

Oh, how snail Kitson educate the “ Mds,” 

()r how shall TTbaut.a-m- disomline "^e mothers, 

If you, instead of doing what Law bids, 
ray the poor creatures’ fines and raise up bothers ? 

Law, Sir, is Law, even to Magistrates, ^ ^ 

Hot a mere obopping-block for maudlin chanty. 

Fining the impecunious doubtLess grates 
On feelings such as yours; there ’s seme disparity 
^Twixt ^hool-Board Draconism, and regard 
For parents penniless, and children bootless ; 

But pedi^gues— ask Headlam— must be hard, 

Or pedagogy’s purposes are fruitless. . , « 

Poor creatures ? Humph! Compassmn’smighty^fine; f 
A gentle feeling, who would mah to shook it ? ^ 

' But husbands out of work with children nine. 

Should pay lixeir fines themselves— not from yo&r pocketiir ^ 
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B3!PT m TOWir.-A Lament 

Thb Season ended ; in the Park the vehicles are far and few, 

And down the latelf-crowded Row one horseman canters on a screw 

By stacks of nnperoeptiTe chairs ; the turf ^ 

is bnmt, the leaves axe hrown, / 7 

A st^ant sultriness prevails— the very / / 

air ^s gone ont of town I 

Belgravia’s drawn her blinds, and let her 
window-boxes nm to seed ; 

Street-urchins play in porticoes — no pow- \ 

dered menial thei^ to heed ; | W 

lirow fainter grows the lumbering roll of f | 


Bayswater s children all axe off upon their 
annual exodus. 

On every hoarding posters flannt the charms 


of peak, and loch, and sea, , 

To madden those unfortunates who have to stay in town— like me I 
Gone are the in<K)nsiderate friends who tell one airily, * ‘ They ’re off ! ” 
And ask ** what you propose to do— yacht, shoot, or fish, or walk, or 
golf?” 

On many a door which opened wide in welcome hnt the other day, 
The knocker basks in calm repose— conscious “ the family ’s away.” 
I scan the windows — ^half in hope I may some friendly face detect — 
To meet their blank brown-papered stare, depressing as the cut direct I 

I pass the house where She is not, to feel an unfamiliar chill \ 

Tnat door is disenchanted now, that number powerless to thrill ! 
’Twas there, in yonder balcony, that last July she used to stand ; 
Upon some balcony, more blest, she ’s leaning now, in Switzerland, 

Her eyes upon rose-tinted peaks— hnt no, of sense I ’m quite bereft I 
The hour is full early yet, and tdhh d Mte she ’ll scarce have left. 
Some^b^py neighbour’s luuxding her the salad But I’ll move, I 

1 see a grim caretaker’s eye regard me through the shutter’s chink. 

Tes, I’ll away,— no longer he the ^rt of sentiment forlorn, 

But scale the heights of Primrose Hill, pretending it ’s the Matterhorn ; 
Or hie me through the dusk to sit beside the shimmering Serpentine, 
And, with a little make-believe, imagine 1 am up the Rhine. 

Alas I the poor device, I know, my restlessness will ne’er assuage : 
StOl Pancy beats, with pinions clipped, the wires of its Cockney cage ! 
Ho inch of tnrf to prisoned larks can represent the boundless moor ; 
And neither Hyde nor Regent’s Park suggests a Continental Tour I 


VOCES POPULI. 

IN AN OMNIBUS. - 

Tht majority of the inside passengety^ as usual, sit in solemn silence, 
and gaze past their opposite neighbours into vacancy^ A. couple 
of Matrons converse in wheezy whispers, 

JPirst Matron, Well, I must say a bus is pleasanter riding than 
what they used to be’ not many years back, and. then so much 
cheaper, too. Why, you can go all the way right from here to Mile 
End Road for threepence I 

Second Matron, What, aU that way for threepence— an 
imwj^e of vague humanity,) The jpoor ’orses ! 

Mrst Matron, Ah, well, my dear, it ’s Competition, you know, — 
it don’t do to think too much of it. 

Conductor {stepping the huij. Orchard Street, Lady ! 

[ To Second Matron, who had desired to be put down there. 

Second Matron {fo Conductor). Just move on a few doors further, 
opposite the hoot-shop. ( To First Matron,) It will save ns walking. 

Conductor, Cert’ihly, Mum, we’ll drive in and wait while you’re I 
tryin’ ’em on, if yon like— ain’t in no ’nrry I 

[TAa Matrons get out, and their places are taken by two young 
girls, who are in the middle of a conversation of thrilling 
invest, 

Mrst Girl, I never liked her myself — ever since the way she 
behaved at his Mother’s that Sunday. 

Second Girl, How did she behave ? 

\A faint curiosity is discermhle amongst the other passengers to 
leap^ how she^ — whoever she is^— behaved that Sunday, 

Why, it was yon told me! You remember. That 
night Joe let out about her and the automatic scent fountain. 

Second Girl. Oh, yes, I remember now. (General disappointment^ 
I coi^n’t Mp laughing^ myself. Joe didn’t ought to have told— 
but ime neeun^t nave got into such a state over it, need she P 

Girl, ^atwas Euza all over. K Geoeoe had been sensible, 
he d have broken it off then and there — hut no, hie wouldn’t hear a 


word against her, not at that time— it was the button-hook opened 
Am eyes ! 

[TAe other passengers strive to dissemble a frantic desire to know 
how and why this delicate operation was performed. 

Second Girl (mysteriously). And enough too! But what put 
Oeoegb off most was her keeping that hag so qmet. 

\The general imagination is once more stirred to its depths by 
this mysterious allusion. 

First Girl, Yes, he did feel that, I know, he used to come and go 
on about it to me by the hour together. “ 1 shouldn’t have minded 
so much,” he told me over and over again, with the tears standing in 
his eyes,— “ if it hadn’t been that the bottles was all silver-mounted I ” 

Second Girl, Silver-mounted ? I never heard of that before- no 
wonder he felt hurt I 

First Girl impressively). Silver tops to everyone of them— and 
that girl to turn round as she did, and her with an Uncle in the oil 
and colour line, too— it nearly broke Geoege’s ’art ! 

Second Girl, He ’s such a one to take on about things— hut, as I 
said to him, “ Gboegb,” I says, “You must remember it might have 
been worse. Suppose you’d been married to that girl, and then 
found ont about Ale and the Jnhilee sixpence— how would that 
have been ? ” 

First Girl (unconsciously acting as the mouth-piece of the other 
passengers). And what did he say to that f 

Second Girl, Oh, nothing — ^there was nothing he could say, hut I 
could see he was struck. She behaved very mean to the last— she 
wouldn’t send back the German concertina. 

First Girl, You don’t say so I Well, I wouldn’t have thought 
that of her, bad as she is. 

Second Girl, No, she stuck to it that it wasn’t like a regular 
present, being got through a grocer, and as she couldn’t send him 
hack the tea, being drunk, — ^but did you hear how she treated Emma. 
over the crinoline ’at she got for her ? 

First Girl (to the immense relief of the res^. No, what was that ? 

Second Girl, Well, I had it from Emma her own self. Euza. 
wrote up to her and says, in a postscript like,— Why, this is Tottenham 
Conrt Road, I get ont here. Good-bye, dear, I must tell you the rest 
another day. 

\Gets out, leaving the tantalised audience inconsolable, and long- 
ing for courage to question her companion as to the precise 
details of EmA.’s heartless behaviour to Geoege. The com- 
panion, however, relapses into a stony reserve, Fnter a 
Chatty Old Gentleman who has no secrets from anybody, 
and of course selects as the first recipient of his confidence 
the one person who hates to be talked to in an omnibus. 

The Chatty 0, G, I’ve just been having a talk with the police- 
man at the corner there — ^what do you think I said to hinn ? 

His Opposite Neig hbour, I — I really don’t know. 

The G, 0, G, Well, I told him he was a rich man compared to 
me. He said, “ I only get thirty shillings a week, Sir.” “ Ah,” I 
said, but look at your expenses, compared to mine. What would 
you do if you had to spend eight hundred a-year on your children’s 
education ? ’ I spend that— every penny of it, Sir. 

His Opp, N, (utterly uninter estedi). Do you indeed? — dear me I 

C, 0,, Q, Not that I grudge it— a good education is a fortune in 
itself, and as I ’ve always told my boys, they must make the best 
of it, for it’s all they ’ll get. They ’re good enough lads, hut I ’ve 
had a . deal of trouble with them one way and another— a deal of 
trouble. (Pauses for some expression of sympathy — which does not 
come~-and he continues :) There are my two eldest sons— what must 
they do hnt fall in love with the same lady— the same lady, Sir! 
(iVb one seems to care much for these domestic revelations — possibly 
because they are too obviously addressed to the general ear,) And, 
to make matters worse, she was a married woman — (Ms principal 
hearer looks another way uneasily) — the wife of a godson of mine, 
which made it aU the more awkward, y’know. (His Opposite 
Neighbonr giving no sign, the C. 0, G. tries one Passenger after 
another,) Well, I went to him— (Aer^ he fixes an old Lady, who 
immediately^ passes up coppers out of her glove to the Conductor) — 

! I went to him, and said— a smartly dressed young Lady 
with a parcel, who giggles)—! said, “You’re a man of the world — 

' so am 1. Don’t you take any notice,” I told him— (^Aw to a callow 
' young man, who blushed) — “they’re a couple of young fools,” I 
said, “ hnt you tell your dear wife from me not to mind those hoys 
\ of mine— they ’ll soon get tired of it if tiiey ’re only let alone.” 
And so they would have, long ago, it ’s my belief, if they ’d met 
with no encouragement— hnt what can I do— it ’s a neavy tidal to a 
> father, yon know.. Then there’s my third son— he must needs ga 
and mairy — (to a Lady at his side with a reticule, who gasps faintly) — ! 
i some young woman who dances at a Music-hall— nice daughtei>in-l 
law that for a man in mypiosition, eh? I’ve forbidden him.thcf 
I house of course, and told his mother not to have any commnnioa^eii| 

- with Mm— hut I know, Sir, — {violently, to a Man on Ms other ,s^l 
who coughs m endtarrassment) — know she meets him onee ci 

, weekender therea^ein Orme Square, and J can’t stop her! Theu« 
i I’m worried about 'my daughters— one of ’em gave me no peace till 
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I let Iier liave some painting lessons— of course, I natarally thonglit 
the drawing-master would he an elderly man— whereas, as tMngs 
tnmed ont, 

A Quiet Man in a Corner* I ’ope yon told all this to the Police- 
Sir? 

e C. 0. G* {flaming unexpectedly)* Ho, Sir, I did not* I am 
not in the habit — whatever you may be — of discnssing my private 
affairs with strangers. I consider yonr remark highly impertinmit. 
Sir. [Fumes in silence for the rest of the journey* 

The Young Lady with the Parcel ifxi her friend— for the sake of 
vindicating her gentility)* Oh, my dear, I do feel so funny, carrying 
a great brown-paper parcel, in a bus, too ! Anyone would take me 
for a shop-girl ! 

A Grim Old Lady opposite* And I only hope, my dear, you’ll 
never be taken for anyone less respectable. 

[Collapse of Genteel Y. L. 

The Conductor* Benk, benk! {he means Bank^^) ’Obom, behk! 
’Igher up there, Bm, can’t you ? 

A Dingy Man smokingy %n a Van* Want to block up the ole o’ 
the road, en ? That ’s Tight I 

The Conductor {roused to personality)* Go ’ome, Dirty Dick! 
syme old soign, I see^— “Monkey an’ Pipe!” {To Coachman of \ 
smart ^hr'ougMrd 'iflKim'tS pressing rather closely behind.) I say, ‘ 
old man, don’t you race after my bus like this— you ’E only tire 
your ’orse. [The Coachman affects not to have heard* 

The Conductor {addressing the brougham horsey whose head is 
almost through the door of the omnibus)* ’Ere, ^ang it all! — step 
insoide, if yer want to ! 

[Brougham falls to rear — triumph 0 / Conductor as Scene closes* 


IN THE KNOW. 

{By Mr* FmclCs Ovm Prophet*) 

RuADKas of this journal will be surprised to learn that I am 
penning these hnes from Blancheville, which as everybody, except 
the chief of the chowder-heads, knows is 
the most important town of one of ^e 
principal departments of France. Hothing 
but an overwhelming sense of what is due 
to myself, to my readers, and to my coun- 
try, would have dragged me from the 
Metropolis at this season of the year. But 
a distmciion was offered to me, a distinc- 
tion so unique and so dazzling that 1 felt 
that it would not be fair to my f eEow 
^ eeuntrymen, of all ages, and of every 
party, if I failed to take advantage of it, 
and thus to present to the envious world the proud spectacle of an 
Englishman honoured by the great French nation. I will narrate the 
matter as briefly as is consistent with my respect for accuracy, and 
with my contempt for the tapioca-brained nincompoops who snarl, 
and chatter, and cackle at me in the organ of Mr. J. Last Friday 1 
received tide telegram BlanohevUle, Friday. 

The inhabitants of Blancbeville, in pnbHc meeting assembled, 
felicitate yon on stupendons success of all your prophecies. Desiring 
to honour you in the name of France, the mother of glorious heroes, 
and the eldest daughter of Liberty, they have awarded to you the 
Montyon prize for virtue, and have selected you as Hosier en 
perpetuifS de Blancheville, a new post never before held by a man. 
Presentation on Sunday. Come at once. 

{Signed) Carahel, Maire de Blancheville* 

I started that evening In the course of the following day I 
reached Blancheville. The people, in their holiday attire, were 
gathered in thousands at the railway station. M. Caramei, accom- 
panied by the Prifet and the Sous-Prefet, aU in their tricolor 
sashes, was the first to greet me. Saluting me on both cheeks, he 
called upon tiie world to witness that this was indeed a great day for 
Blancheville. My escort, under the command of General Count 
Croutahpot, then formed up. I mounted the gflded Car of Yictory, 
specially provided for the celebration, and, amidst the plaudits of 
the assembled milliona, I was drawn by a sj^ially-selectid band of 
Enfants de la Pairie (a sort of body-guard, composed entirely of the 
French aristocracy) to the palace, which had been prepared for my 
reception. At the banquet, in the Town Hall, the healths of the 
Queen and of M. Carnot were followed by a lengthy speech, in 
English, from my brother Caramel (we have sworn frotemi^), m 
which he declared that the centuries looked down and redazed in this 
joice, and that it was a delight for him to carry a toast to the iEns- 
trious visitor who had deigned to come* to Blancheville. On the 
following day the ceremony took place, I transcribe and trandate 
from Le Petit Colporteur de Blancheville, the chief local journal, an 
account of what took place. 

** On this day, so great and glorious for our France, it is not 
possible to refrain from tears of joy and satisfaction. We have made 


him Hosier en perpHuUe de BlancheviUe, him the proudest and 
most sympathetic writer who has dazzled Europe since the great 
and illustrious Plumbau” (a local author of repute) “ departed from 
us. The history of this day must be written. L^ us essay to do 
it as it should he done. In the early morning twelve selected 
maidens, robed in muslin and lilies, sang the Tocsin de la Patrie 
ontaide the Palace where our guest reposed. Soon afterwards he 
himself appeared in flowing white garments, and showered blessings 
upon their heads. He descended. He entered the four-iu-hand- 
teams which the Maire had^ as a compliment to England, made up 
with a char-d-banc of the neighbourhood. Thus he was drawn to 
the Market Place, where some of onr bravest veterans fired in his 
honour a thundering salute. The beautiful and admirable Madame 
Caramel then advanced to him with a wreath of roses in her hand. 
She crowned him with it, saymg, ‘Wear this for Blancherille. 
Hobly hast thou earned it.’ with difficulty the illustiious author 
preserved his calm. A tear ^arkled in his eye. He bent low, and 
m a voice choked with emotion, thanked, the citizens of our town. 
Then mounting on a milk-white steed, and surrounded by the 
young men of the district, he received from the Prifet the Prix 
Montyon for virtue.” 

The rest is^ too flattering. I am hastening home. The Queen 
has been graciously pleased to pennit me to wear the Prix Montyon 
at Court. Can a man want more ? , Yours, in alllhumility, 

XiE RiOSIER de Bl an C H E V IXiLE. 


A PUEP AT WHITEHALL. 

{A piece of extravagance faintly suggestive of a Scene from ** The Critic**' 

Lord George Pure and Sir John Bull discovered attending a 
rehearsal of the Naval Estimates* 

Lord George* And now I pray your particuLar attention. Sir John, 

I as this is the best thing in my play— it is a spectacular effect called 
; the Summer Manoeuvres. 

Sir John* And no doubt costly, Lord George ? 

Lord George* Yon are right, Sir John, as yon will have an 
opportunity of finding ont— hereafter. But to the argument. It is 
supposed that the British Fleet is at war with, indeed, the British 
Fleet. 

Sir John* A very clever idea. 

Lord George* I flatter myself it is, and novel too. It is trae that 
occasionally me ships comprising the British Fleet have run into one 
another in the i>ast just as if they had been at war, but then they 
were avowedly at peace, and now they are undoubtedly the reverse. 
Do you take my meaning ? 

Sir John* Well, not clearly. How do yon show that the British 
Fleet is at war with the British Fleet ? 

Lord George* Ah, there comes in my art, and I think you will 
confess I have a very pretty wit. You see I divide the British Fleet 
into two parts— one part represents the enemy and the other part 
represents itself like the House of Commons, a most representative 
body. That is clear, I hope ? 

Sir John* Certainly— one is the British Fleet, and the other is not 
the British Fleet But is there no bond of union ? 

Lord George* Most assuredly there is— you pay for both. But, 
paxdou me, I beg you will not farther interrupt me. So, now that 
we have the two Fleets face to face, or, I should say, how to stam, we 
proceed exactly as if there were a real quarrel between them. We 
spend money on coal, we spend money on pay, we spend money on 
ammunition. Hay, by my life, we spend money on every thiug— just 
as we should do if war were really declared! That’s simple 
enough. 

Sir John* I confess your' plan does seem simple. 

Jjord George, And there is more behind. We are not satisfied 
with merely spending money— we learn a lesson as well. Come, yon 
must confess that surprises you ? 

Sir John* Well, I admit that generally, where there is any 
spending of money, it is J who learn the lesson. 

Lord George* Good — distinctly good I But let ns he serious. 
Well, when we are carrying on a war by every means in our power, 
we fancy that one Fleet is chasing the other. They both have equal 
speed, and we give one Fleet twenty-four hours’ start of the other, 
and will you believe me that, although the first follows the second 
as fast as may he from the beginning to the end of the manceuvring, 
they never see one another! On my life— never I They never see 
the Britirii Fleet, because it ’s not in sight ! 

Sir John* But could you not have learned all this without so great 
an expenditure of money ? r 

Lord George* Well, no, Sir John— not at the Admiralty! 

Sir John* And how do you end the farce P » ; ' 

Lord George* In the usual fashion, Sir John {ignites blue fire)— m 
tancke I ^ s 

[The characters are lost in the fog customary to ike occasion* 
Curtain* . . , . 
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SHADOWED I” 

Shauowib ! Ay, eTen m the holiday season, 
!Ok6 l^lesman, in his hard-eamed hour of 
ease. 

Is haunted hy forehodings, and with reason. 

is &at spectre the tired slmnberer 
sees? 

The loni familiar lineaments al^ri^ht him : 

Its pm of menaoe and its pointing hand 

To eatekm to pioTidenoe inyite him, 

To MI this soonrge of the Distressful Land. 

Who does moI fear to q)eak of Forty-Seven, 
When that same Shadow darkened all the 
isle? 

Is U alnroad once mm ? A^rt it, Heaven I 
On Order’s lips it chills the dawning smile ; 

Awakener of himed fears and hatreds dying, 
Bhg^iter of more than Nature’s genial 
mwth, 

HeraM hnngeiinj^ lips, of childrmi crying, 
To kM thee imminent aE hearts are loth. 

Tain l^iiday nepenthe, sport’s unbending, 
The Statesman’s burdened brain may not 


Before, the vision of the helpless peasant I 
Behind, the famine phantom black and 
glim I [sant, 

How should the holiday-hour, to all so plea- 
Bring gladness true or genuine rest to him ? 

Wakel There is need for provident pre- 
vision, 

For watchful eye, and for most waxy hand. 
In mellow Antumn’s interlude Elysian 
The old grim Shadow strikes across the 
land. [terror, 

May Heaven arrest its course, avert its 

And keep the Statesman who this foe must 
fight [error, 

From careless blindness and fromhlxmdering 

Such as of old lent aid to the Black Blight. 


Hk cares are eeasdeas and hk toils unmiding, 
Mamodes mhbarrass and forebodings fret. 
Tlw Em TOlf-dub, and the rod avail not 

InTik Mred Mart to make full holiday ; 
E’en amidst pastime he must watch, and fail 
not, 

Apfroamiing Ok, the shadows on the way. 

SkadewedI And ncd hy ocmimon gloom, poor 
Mhslderl [course, 

passing shades that dmquer every 
Tils specksl presence k as stem and sinkM 
A» m ridmk liorse. 


‘‘Jack Sheppard Reversed.” 

This k the tiEe of an amusing article in 
last week’s S^urday Itevieto, It k not the 
story of Jack SmppABi) once more done into 
rhyme. The title so happily selected is 
thoroughly justified by the doings of an 
eccentric and oridnal burglar, who, broke 
into a prison! xhk certainly was Jack 
Sheppaht) reversed with a vengeance I The 
hero of the escapade k said to he a tinted 
native of Barhadoes— his portrait should he 
publkhed as a companion to the “penny 
plain” of hk prototype as “twopence 
colonred.” 

Cardinal Manning's Precedence, 

It does not need heraldic lore 
The Cardinal’s place to find. 

Of course he ’ll always come before 
The ones who are behind. 


THE PHAGOCYTE. 

{The Story of a Blood Feud.) 

[A. microscopist has found an organism called 
the Phagocyte in the blood, which pursaes and 
deyouiB the Bacilli.] 

Stba23’ge the tale that Science tells. 
Here are some devouring cells : 

Ever watchful ni^ht and day,i 
They the vile Bacillus slay ; 

W"ot we well he fears the bite 
Of the guardian Phagocyte, 

Hour hy hour the fight goes on, 

Till the silent battle ’s won ; 

Vainly do Bacilli shirk 
When their deadly foe ’s at work ; 
Every microbe faints with fright 
At the fearsome Phagocyte. 

Should the Phagocyte not keep 
Faithful ward, hut go to sleep ; 

Then Bacillns, in high glee, 

Works his will on you and me ; , 
Danger would he ours to-night, 

But :or that same Phagocyte. 

Such a tale of Science seems 
Like the offspring of wild dreams ; 
Fiction surely, m good sooth. 

Can invent no tale like truth. 

Stranger story none could write 
Than thk of the Phagocyte. 

The Astronomer descries 
Worlds on worlds beyond our eyes ; 
’Heath the microscope weird things 
Erst unseen whirl round in rings ; 
Hence it is that we indite 
Stanzas to the Phagocyte. 
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MR. PUNCH’S SWIM ROUND THE WORLD. 

{From his <yw7i Frqphetic Log-hook,) 

jSerm Bay,—Th& weatlier being extremely favourable, I jumped 
ofE the end of the new pier, and, getting the benefit of the fiood tide, 
passed the IS’ore and inspected Southend. Swimming quite easily, 
assisted by one or two short rests. 

Margate * — Eeached this popular seaside place a few hours later. 
Swam out of sight of the sands to rid myself of a view of the excur- 
sion rifE-rafi thereon congregated. Sea completely smooth, but cold. 
Took a nip of 's English Cognac. 

Ramsgate , — Yeiy pleased to find myself abreast of the Eoyalj 
Crescent, which seemed delightful. Cape Grisnez still bearing N.E. i 
by E. Munched one of ’s excellent Birchrod Biscuits. 

jDo«?er.— Just had a good long rest in front of Clarence Lawn, 

I which gHstened in the sunlight. Greatly refreshed after a drink of 
’s Essence of Gravy beef. 

Calais,-- A. shower oi rain came on at this point. However, one of 

's excellent umbrellas kept my head dry, and, being easy to hold, 

did not prevent me from swimming and writing up my log. 

Gibraltar , — I felt very fatigued going through the Bay of Biscay, 
but recovered much of my strength off the fortress by sucking one of 
^s capital Elll-cough Lozenges. 

Malta , — have now been in the water six days and three nights 
continuously, and yet am nearly as fresh as when I started. I 

attribute this marvellous fact to my practice of sipping ^s Essence 

of Coffeetine. 

Aden * — ^Water extremely hot, but am still confident of success. 
Went to sleep for an hour in the Bed Sea, smoking one of — ^’s 
Anti-£ffigator cigarettes, which are a real preventive against 
crocodile annoyance; 

Madras, — Am continuing my side-stroke but somewhat lanradly, 
I half regretted that I was unable to go on shore to see the Indian 
curiosities. Much refreshed after partaking of the contents 
of ^^s Patent Luncheon Basket. 

Singapore , — Have now been continually in the water for six 
weeks. Regret that my log should be so “ scrappyj^’ but my time 
just now is very much occupied by other things. Tired, but cratfi- 
dent of success. During the last fortnight have fed with great relish 
upon ^^s JPurie de foies gras* It is not only che$p, 3 tei$,ex.C|e|lgnt, 


jSfm Hebrides , — Am now within measurable distance of the end of 
my journey. Quite accustomed to the water. However, greatly 
fatigued, and very pleased to eat some of Alimentary Con- 

diment. 

Pitcairn Island,— (BsA to be again in these latitudes. My strokes 

are now very feeble. I should have to give in were it not for 's 

Medicated Mutton Broth, which seems to be most nourishing. 

Cape Town , — In a fainting condition. Scarcely able to hold^ this 

pen. Became better after eating ’s Digestible Plum Puddings, 

sold in tin canisters at Is. 10c?. per pound. 

Rio Janeiro , — Terribly hot and exhausted. I have now been 
three months continuously in the water, which is certainly a^ long 
time. Much amused with a toy called 's Mechanical Rabbit. 

Cape Fercfe J«?aw&.—Almo8t unconsciousfromfatigue. However, 

I can swim more easily after I have drunk a glass or two of ’s 

Cabbage Rose Temperance Hon-Intoxicating Sherry. It is a most 
admirable bevei^ige. 

Madeira,—! move with the greatest difficultv, ^d fear I must be 

sinking. I obtain great strength from an occasional sip of ’s 

“Beef-fibre” (title registered) which seems to me worth twice its 
weight in gold. , 

i)a5?m.-~Have now been in the water contmuously for nearly 
half a year. Too feeble to look at Dublin. I am evidently sinking, 

and can oily keep off a relapse by eating ^s Patent Yegetable 

Substitute for Roast Pork. , ^ 

Herne JBcfy.—Retomed dead— quite deadi Restored to life by 
inhalhig ’s Titality Producer. 

H.B. — ^The above blanks will be filled ug with real names. Por 
particulars apply at 85, Pleet Street Advertisement Departnient. 

A Black Business. 

As stated in the Daily Telegraph of Thursday last, the Rusman' 
Censor stamped out Mr, PuncKs Cartoon, “From Hue to Heva,”; 
and obliterated the verses. The St, Jamers Gkizette suggested tiiatf 
the Cartoon was thus reproduced in Whistlerian fashion. It cer-l 
tainly is a study in black, without any relief whatever. A Bladcr 
business indeed I Who shall correct the Censor Incensed F Evenf 
Afr. Punch himsdf would be chary about viaii^ Peterslmig, kst^ 
he^^c^ild ‘‘hound in Russia,” — and sent to Siberia. 
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WHAT THE TAME RABBIT 
SAID TO THE GRAND OLD 
GARDENER. 

(Some way after ‘ * Alice i% 
Wond&rland”) 

“The work of Major Mobant 
is headed Froftahle Italhit Farm-^ 
vng^ (Laughter*) Yes, that is a 
subject for merriment, probably, 
on account of its comparative 
novelty, but it is also a subject of 
satisfaction, which is akin to 
merriment, because this rabbit- 
farming appears to be a very good 
and. promising description of pur- 
suit. . . . That is the raising 
of tame rabbits,” — Mr. Gladstone 
at the Kawardm Floral and 
JSortieultural Society's Show, 

These were the verses fhe Tame 
Mablit recited : — 

The Grand Old Man was on 
the stir ; 

Mobant named me to Mm ; 
He gave me a good character ; 

I thonght his meaning dim. 

He held me up ; they thonght 
it fun I 

And laughed ; he chid their 

f lee. [on, 

ould pnsh tMs matter 
What will become of Me ? 
He said I was a paying game, 
Commending me as snch. 
That’s the resnlt of being 
tame, 

And living in a hntch. 

My notion is that it is vain 
Eor yon, yon Grand Old 
Fella, 

To rave of rabbits in the rain, 
Beneath a big umbrella. 

Don’t let them know fatten 
best. 

For tMs shonld ever be 
A secret kept from all the rest. 
Between yonrself and me I 





AMONG THE BUNNIES. 


LITERATURE AND LOTTERY. 

(By a Patron of the Popular 
Press,) 

Yes, I ’ve “ a literary taste,” 

And patronise a weetly 
journal; 

’Tis what is called Scissors 
and Paste, 

The papr ’s poor, the print ’s 
infernal. 

But what of that, when, week 
by week, 

High at the sight of it hope 
rises? 

What in my Magazine I seek 

Is just — a medium for 
Prizes! 

I can’t be bothered to read 
much, 

I like my literature in 
snippets. 

My hope is, with good luck, 
to clutch 

Yillas, gold watches, sable 
tippets. 

A coupon and some weekly 
pence 

Give me a chance of an an- 
nnity. 

Oh, the excitement is intense I 

I read with ardent assidui^, 

Mot what the poor ink-spu- 
lers say 

In sparkling “ par,” or essay 
solemn; 

Ho, what I read, with triumph 
gray 

Or hope deferred, is— the 
Prize Column ! 

On prose my time I seldom 
waste, 

And poetry is poor and pot- 
tery. 

But oh I I have an [ardent 
taste 

For literature when linked 
with Lottery I 


EOBEET^S LITTLE HOLLEEDAY. 

My hoUerday, or sum of it, was spent in Hopen Spaces. Hif any- 
body as has got two eyes in nis bed, and a hart in his huzzom, wants 
for to see what can he done with about 40 bakers of land — ^witeh the 
most respecfool Gardiner told me was about the size of the Queen’s 
Park at Elbum— let him go there on a fine Summer’s Arteruoou, 
and see jest about five thowsen children a playmg about there, all 
free, and Mndependent, and apny, with two fountings to drink 
when they’re ot and thirsty, and a nice littel lim Hasyumto climb 
np and down. They ain’t allowed to play at Cricket eoz there ain’t 
not room enuf, hut I did see two bold littel chaps, about six a peace, 
a breaking of the Law, and a playing at the forbidden game, with 
a jacket for the wicket and a stick for a Bat, and the kind-arted 
Gardiner hadn’t got hart enuff to stop ’em. 

He told me as how, when the Copperashun fust took possesshun of 
it, it was uothink but a Baron Swomp, but that, what with the 
spending of lots of money, and the souperintending genus of Major 
Mabenzie, in two years it was maid to blossom like a rose. I spent 
a werry plessant artemoon there, and drove home in, style on the 
Box S^t of a reel Company’s Bus. The nex day I went to Higate 
Wood, another of the grate works of the good old Copperashun. 
And lawks, what a difference ! Ho swarms of children a playing 
about on the grass, but lots and lots on ’em a racing about among 
the hundreds of trees, and their warious fathers and mothers a 
lookmg on with smiling faces and prowd looks. There is one 
place in the werry middle of the Wood where no less than sewen 
parths meets, and there the Copperashim Committee has hilt up 
a bewtifool Founting, and a long hinskripshun in praise of Water, 
tho I jfiiood dout if they speaks from werry much pussonal xperi- 
ence. I was told as how, when they fust hopened the Fouutiug, 
the Chairman made a bewtifool speech, and ended by saying, ” Water, 
hrite Water for me, and Wine for the trembling Debborshee,” and 
then they all went off to a jolly good dinner. 


I With that artistick taste as so distinguishes ’em. they have 
crissened the place where the seven roads meets, ‘‘The Seven 
Dials.” There was crowds of peeple there, all enjoying of themselves 
in a nice quiet way, and altogether it was a werry wea^ nice site. 

The werry next day I started in the warm sunshine for pretty 
West Ham Park, and had a leetle adwenture as ushal, for jest as 
I got there who shond I meet but the rayther sillybrat^ Parson of 
the Parish — ^tho’ judgin by aperiences I shoud have took him for the 
Bishop of Essex— and seeing me in my new Hat and my best black 
Coat, he werry naterally took me for a inquiring Wisitor, and told 
me all about the good deed of the Copperashun in saving the 
Park for the good of the Peeple. There was some werry little 
chaps a playing Cricket as before despite of the Law, and they had 
a red bat too, and one on ’em, seeing me a looking on apruvingly, 
gave the hall such a tremenjus blow that he got a tooer, so I caEed 
out braywol 

There seemed a lot of washing going on jest ontside the Park, the 
wMte diirts and settera, flustering gaily in ihe breeze. But, as the 
Poet says, “they’re alius Washing somewheres in the World I” 
The common peeple was orderd to walk on the footpaths, but a 
gardiner told me as them orders was not ment for sudi as me. 1 
had a most copious Lunch for tuppense in the helegant Pawillion, 
and being in a j owial and ginems mood, I treated six of the jewwenile 
natives to a simmeler Bankwet. Then there is the sillibrated Band 
as the Copperashun perwides twice a week, on which occasions 
reserwed seats is charged a penny each. The we^ adwanced state 
of the musical taste of the nayherhood may he judged by the fact, 
that at a Concert close by, a “Ode to a Butterfly ” was to be played 
on a base Trombone I 

The Gardiner told me as there was such a crowd of oMldxen on 
larst Bank HoUerday ih&t there was hardly room to move about, 
tho’ the Park is 80 h^ers big; but as I am told that such a space 
wood hold about 80 ^ousand, quite oumf eral, I thinks as he mimt 
have slitdy xadgeiated. Robes®; ^ 
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A STEffilNG KURSEET EHYMB. 

( With a Moral) 

Tilbury Book I Tilbxiry, TUbury scare ! ^ 

Tlie mm struck — on a rook ; TMs “ Striking seems in 

For their B-ni-on air. 

Said, “ Wrong yon haye Conciliation 

done ! ” Should free the nation 

TOhniy, Tilbury Boek ! From Tilbury, Tilbury scare ! 


shared Frogmore’s roof with ns) had begun to sing, and had oon- 
RSERY RHYME. tinned her performances till midnight ; but I found my commisera- 

Moral) tion wasted, for she said that it had soothed her, which was con- 

fr-ir f siderabiy more than it had done me. After breakfast — which was 

iate, on account of Aunt’s health— I proposed a stroll on the Prome- 
This btnking seems in the ^ inspection of the tennis courts. “ Bless my soul!” cried 

* Auntie, “ a person in my state of health does not go to places all over 

Concuia^on promenades and tennis courts. You won’t find any such things at a 

T? T quiet resort like Flatsands.” I felt a little dashed, but replied 

From Tilbury, Tilbury scare . “that perhaps she was right, and that it was a nice change to be 

============ without tennis ; and that, as to promenades, they were <juite super- 

fiuons where there was a pier, and a good band. ‘‘ A pier,^ child ! ” 

A t ICTOnr ciVtA cAVAOTv, ** V An TTr/YT* Vh -fin/l OTiTT QTioVi o'Krtrni'nQ'f.iftn o oa. v\'iai.c, Via-hm 


fiuons where there was a pier, and a good band. “ A pier, child ! ” 
THE PROFESSIONAL QUEST. she screamed. “ Yon womt find any such abominations as piers here, 

rntn? ot?i ottm? or Glermaii bands either. Bo yon think that J should come any where 

AT T±LK where there was a pier ? ” I felt the smile on my face becoming fixAd, 

Dmb Mr. Pnrcu,— When I last wrote to you I was antieipatorily hut I mastered my feelings sufficiently to murmur something about 
I revdiing in the sea^lrntbing, tennis tournaments, pier band, and even- bathing before lunch. 

i promenades of Flatsands. Alas! that I must confess it, but, after a “Yon can’t bathe here,” snapped Aunt— “they don’t allow it. 

^ fortnight’s visit to The shore is too dangerous. But you can come out with me, if you 

w ^ ** salubrious like, to the tradespeople— I see my bath-chair coming along the road.” 

' ^ spot” [vide highly- And that, Mr» Punchy is how I spent my fortnight at Flatsands. 

c. coloured advertise- Walking by the side of my Aunt’s chair, and giving orders to the 

^ ments), Igiveit as tradespeople in the morning; walking beside the same chair and 

// ^7 opinion that blowing up the tradespeople for not having carried out the orders, 

^ Flatsands is a in the afternoon; sitting in a hot room from five to nine o’clock, 

- - " « " ' failure : and I then lying awake till midnight, listening to the drawing-room 

k » ^ ' ^ think that, when yoimg lady singing Italian and Berman songs out of tune, and with 

: you have listened an English accent. 

■ 'i rather pe- Three things only occurred to in any way vary the monotony of 

irt r' * 'i rused, my tale of my existence. The first was the arrival of the singing young lady’s 












I ' — ~ ■ ' lay Tiaie oi my exisiience. xne nrsT; was tne arrival oi tne singing young lady's 

/” H J ■ woe, yon will agree brother. He was seventeen, and his lungs were as thick as his 

ip ‘ / jl — r -- — ^ with me that it is a boots. He tobogganed down-stairs on a tea-tray the first day he 

^ place to he avoided arrived; the second day he passed me in the hall and asked, with 

at aR costs. a grin, “if I was one of the mummies in this old mausoleum?” 

y diffieul- the third day he left, saying that the place was “too jolly beastly 

' “ and length of slow” for him. The second event was the sudden extraordinary 

my jo^ney thither mania that Aunt (did I tell you she was rich ?) took for the singing 
changed five lady. discovered, much to my chagrin, I must say, that often, 
U XrSiBS UmKBM ■' times, and spent instead of going to bed at nine, as I believed she did, she used to 

nmehoursm doing ensconce herself in the drawing-room, and there sit and listen to 
^)> I will not indifferent music till ^1 hours. It was this second event which 

dwell, neither will brought about the third excitement. For haying been a little 

| lay stress on the imprudent one night, in the matter of “ night-caps,” or careless as 

x 1 ’ J ^ draughts, my Aunt was taken seriously ill. At least she chose 

did at last _ reach to think herself so, though I now have vague suspicions that the 

™ A A A ^ destmatKm, a singing lady knew more about it all than she oared to teU. All I 

prospect of eitiier Aunt, or conveyance of any kind, met my know is that the doctor was sent for, and that, afteif a long confab 

TOW, or that a heavy sea-mist had gathered, and was falling in in the sick room, he came to me and ordered my immediate return 

^ guise of p^etrating, if fine, rain. ^ After parleying with the home. “ Your poor Aunt requires perfect quiet,’’ he said, 
station-m^ter for some time, I asoer^ned ^at the station ’bus Having no choice in the matter, I packed my boxes : not exactly 
^wputmanappearanceiu wet wither, and that I could not get with reluctance, but still with an uncomfortable feelmg of being 

oonveyanoes were all pony- wanted out of .the way. Aunt’s last words to me rather confirmed 
ore hoodless. He, however, directed me towards my suspicions. “Ah! you are off, are you? WeU, I mav null 
Aunt’s f^dress, and told me^that ten thiongh^ ^s time^I thik I feel better Xady/’ ^enT^H 
take me, and that my luggage should be sent pecking kiss, and an inaudible remark aneut the ingratitude of 
^ XI .- 1 Ti:i- ^ relations, she dismissed me. As I left the house I distinctly heard 

t If discovered that singmg creature run np-stairs and into Aunt’s room. 

i„ o» o». 

MM to, he either would not or could not tell me. “ Yon ’d best 

^ akM -^a row/’ he said, and then slammed the door in my Champion (Cricket) County. 

better to do, I foUoiKred his advice, aiffi“ Med “ Skilful Surrey's sage commands^ 

^ /XV S^dringham, and Windsor. ’ There is a cue from Walter Scott I 

I^mook^ at ^aremonf (title l^li was broken there}, and walked (iVb^ Surrey’s “Walter.”) PwwcA claps hands 

Doidlymto Marlborough House, for that roval rRsirlATmA ito Tknrt.TATilflT* ein.*a rvn+ ** t • 


The Odd Biel Out. 


To the Champion (Cricket) County. 

** Skilful Surrey's sage commands^ 

There is a cue from Walter Scott I 
[Not Surrey’s “Walter.”) Punch claps hands, 
AUd sings out, “ Bravo, Shuter’s Lot I ” 

THEATRICAL PROBABILITIES. 


nw fahi^ Wvily, I spied a smaU stucco yffia standing THEATRICAL PROBABILITIES. 

I , whi^, in spite of their Hew' pieces by Henrt Author Joistes author of Judah The 

, fo> ■■—The Arehbishvvi The S<flpa&mef, 

I smownat ^gge^ye name of Frogmore was inscnbed for Pver J The Itural Bean (a pastoral plavV • Tlie « 

^ 1 rMB^beued that I quite shrveied as I stimiig ^ajna, showing how a Chorister ^hraeeled with iia oon 

Ofoo^eS^Reri&. vSDS^^eTtop^^ai- 

Tten there wiU Tb^-^toW nighte^foT^ 
“ 1 bsteipg ter Muusters of aU denominations. There will be a Matinee of P»^ 

liiiawisaiiliiliiiiil l~i you she was ^dence, to whioh. Cardinal MAinrnrG and aU his elei«y will he 

I Mt tiia* reaUy and at last I was m f or a in:nted. Mter the play is oyer, the Eight %erend 


denominations. There be a Matinee of Pre- 


a inyited. 


**w*ng i»BWBd"a 'ah«rfe one, for Axmt retired at nine, for 
^ Tr J^_fP^»y ^ time the atmoei*«rB of the sitting- 


puiiwi M nin^ lor ns J-ong as only tue orthodox witness these performances ail will 
of the sitting- goweljL But what a first night that wiU be when the Eight Eeyerend 
r the fames of me Dr. "Wiiiinn and the l^yerend HmmT- Authos Jowxs that 


Wm.1^ Md the Eeyerend Hembt- Authoe Joi^s find that 
EmipnsdfeedTrithW^nae^rt^tmS?^ii^i.«^Sf 5 some play hem modueel in the pres|Bnce of an.andienbe-oom- 

Aleitomen.! This may ne^e/ happen 

” J”«PS y arawmg-room floor (for two oflim fanuhes if only senons persona i n orders, or rather with ordersf'aie admiti^ 

thew wiU fie ne aecompanied i>y a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rale 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON GHARIVARL 


iui/%rheaKf -r\/Qce saidty is to be found only on the maternal side of iiie family, lays 

mUUEKN TYPES. tke pecnliarities of her daughter to the charge of some abnormal 

{By Mr, FuncTCs ovm. Type Writer,) paternal ancestor. Having thus, by implication, cleared herself 

VTTTTT rnm:. TTxrrsr^^rn^amrn from all responsibility, shc fcels that shc is better able to take a 

No. XYIII.— THE UNDOMESTIC DAUGHTER. detached ano^partiai view of errors which, seeing they are those 

The race of daughters is large, but their characteristics, vocations, of her own fiesh and blood, she professes hers^ ntterly nnable to 
and aptitudes, are but little understood by the general public. It understand or to correct. 

is expected of them by their mothers that they should be a comfort, The Undomestic Daughter thus acquires the conviction that she 
by tneir fathers that ■^ey should be inexpensive and unlike their herself is the most miserably crushed member of a down-troddeu 
brothers, and by their brothers that they should be as slaves, sex. In this, and in the agreement which she exacts from two or 
submissively attached to the fraternal car of triumph. The outside three melancholy friends, she seeks a solace for her sufferings, 
public, the mothers and fathers, that is to say, of other daughters. After a time, however, she discovers that this is insufdcient. It 
look upon them vaguely, as mild and colourless heiugs, destitute ; must be said to her credit that her energies ffnd the outlet of a 


puDiic, tne moiners ana lamers, inaT; is to say, ot otner aangnters, j Alter a tune. However, sue oiscovers tnat tnis is insumcient. it 
look upon them vaguely, as mild and colourless heiugs, destitute must be said to her credit that her energies ffnd the outlet of a 
^ike of character, of desires and of aspirations. And it must he passive sorrow inadequate. She hums to prove that one who is 
said that daughters themselves, before matrimony absorbs their misunderstood and despised cannot only jGLnd useful work to do, hut 
daughterhood and relieves them of their mothers, seem to he in the can do it better than her humdrum domestic sisters. Unfortunately, 
■rnain content with the calm and limited existence which their however, she overlooks the obvious aud easy duties of her home, 
relations and the voice of tradition assign to them. Most of them after She scans the remote comers of the world. Her bruised spirit 
they have passed through the dashing brilliance of their first season, fintters about the bye-ways of charitable effort, and at length she 
and the less radiant glow of their second, are happy enough to spend establishes herself as a visitor, a distributer of tiacts and hmukets, 
the time that must elapse ere the destined kni^t ftball sound the and an instructor of factory ^Is. It is unnecessary to insist that 
trumpet of release at the gates of the fortress, in an atmosphere of tiieseoccnnations are useful and praiseworthy in the abstract. It may 
quiet domestic usefulness. One becomes fcQ.own to fame, and her he doubted, however, whether they dionld m undertaken hy one who 
friends, as being above all others, “ sn<^ a comfort to her mother.” has to neglect for them equally necessary but less attractive labours* 
She interviews the cook, she arranges the dinners, , . The Undomestic Daughter, however, rejoices 


she devises light and favourite dishes to blunt 
the edge of paternal irritability by tickling the 
paternal palate, she writes out invitations, pre- 
sides at the afternoon tea-table, and, in short, 
takes upon herself many of those smaller duties 
which are as last straws to[the maternal hack. 
Another becomes the sworn friend and ally of 
her brothers, whom she assists in their scrapes 
with a sympathy which is halm to the craped 
soul, and with a wisdom in counsel, which can 
oidy spring fe^om a deep regret at not having 


been herself horn a hoy, and capable of scrapes, i 
But there is often in families another and an 
Undomestic Daughter, who aspires to be in all 
things unlike the usual run of common or do- 
mestic daughters. Erom au early age she will 
have been noted in the family circle for romantic 
tendencies, which are a mockery to her Philis- 
tine brothers, and a reproach to her common- 
place sisters. She will xxave elevated her father 
to a lofty pinnacle of imaginative and imma- j 
oulate exoSlence, from wmoh a tendency to C 
shortness of temper in matters of domestic finance l 
resulting in petty squabbles with her mother, | 
and an irresistible desire for after-dinner I 
somnolence, will have gradually d^laced him. 
One after another her brothers will have been - 


IM 


. i j ; 1 in the performance of work, which, as it were, 

. ; ' j sets a sealjto her wretchedness, and stamps her 
I ' ; , as a being apart from the mok of her sex. She 

' { now takes her meals alone, and at her own hours, 
i She probably breakfasts at half-past seven, and 
J / ! dashes out to interview the Secretary of the 
’i‘ I i i Society for Improving the Cultivation of Mus- 
I ' ' tard and Cress on the Desert Patches of the Mile 
i i I . End District. After this she will hasten to 
I j 1 Lambeth, in order that mothers residing in that 
I ' j l; teeming quarter of the town maybe blessed 
I I ; : with mittens and mob-caps, and returning 

i 1 1 ; j I thence she devotes an hour or so to lectures 
1,1 ! , i which are to make her expert in tending ■&e 
' j I ' I , ailments of humanity. Occasionally the family 
I > ! r 1 . arrangements are upset, in order that she may 
' I I I i have her dinner at an hour which will make it 
' ' ' ' [' convenient to her to attend the meeting of an 
. . ' Institute for Reading Historical Novels to Yfork- 
! rug Girls, and her father will lose all Ms avail- 

, sto<i: of good temper on finding that the 

j moments generally devoted hy Mm to soup are 

occupied to Ms exolnsion hy the apple-tart 
provided for Ms busy daughter. Hence come 
1 more storms and misunderstandings. Paternal 
{ feet are put down— for a time, and neglected 
I excellence pines in bed-rooms. 


to her Knights of the Round Table of her ; — 7 ^ 7 Shortly afterwards the Undomestio Daughte 

fancy, armed hy her eu tbuRi a yr n for impossible confiicts, of wMch | discovers that nature intended her to he a hospital nurse, and she 
they themselves, absorbed as] they are in the exarndboation and takw advantage of a period when her mother, being occupied in 


The effort to plant the tree of romance in an ordinary middle-class 
household was pr^estined to failure. Her disappointments^^e 
constant and crushing. Desires and capacities which, with careful 
nurture, might have come to a fair fruit, are chilled and nipped hy 
the frost of neglect and ridicule. Her mind becomes warped. The 
work that is ready to her hand, the ordinary round of family tasks 
and serviceahleness, repels her. She turns from it with distaste,^ and 
thus widens still more the gulf between herself and her relatives. 
Hence she is thrown hack upon herself for oompanionsMp and 
comfort. She dissects, for her own bitter enjoyment, her inmost 
heart. She becomes the subtle analyst of her own imaginary 
motives. She calls np aconsing phantoms to charge her before^ the 
bar of her conscience, in order -that she may have the q[ualified 
satisfaction of acquitting herself, whilst retumii^ against her 
relatives a verdict of guilty on every count of the indictment. In 
short, she becomes a thoroughly morbid and hysterical young woman, 
suspicious, and resentful eveu of the sympathy whioh is rarely 
offered to her. In the meantime, two of her younger sisters are 
wooed and won in the orthodox manner hy steady-going ^gentlemen, 
of good position and prospecte. The congratulations showered upon 
them, and the rejoicings wMch attend them on their wedding days, 
only serve to add melancholy to the Undomestic Daughter, who has 
already begun to solace herself for her failure to attract men by the 
reflection tiiat matrimony itself is a failure, and that there are higher 
and wortMer things in lire than the wearing of orange-blossoms, and 
going-away dresses. It must be said that her parouts strive with 
but nttle vigour against their daught^s inclination. Her father 
having hinted at indigestion as the cause of her unhappiness, imd 
finding that the hint is badly received, shrugs his inapprehensive 
Moulders, and ceases to notice her. Her mother, persuaded that 


mined opposition, to wring an unwilling consent from her father, 
and to leave her home in order to carry out her plan. This phase, 
however, does not last many weeks, and she is soon hack once more 
on the parental hands. Thus the years passion, the monotony of 
neglecting her home being varied by occasional outbursts of enthu- 
siasm wMch cany her ou distant expeditions in strange company. 
During one of these she falls in with a lay-preacher, who to a 
powerful and convincing style adds the fascination of having been 
turned from an early life of undoubted dissipation. She sits at Ms 
feet, she fiatters him as only a woman can flatter a preacher, and 
having eventually married him, she helps him to found a new 
r^ion during the intervals that she can spare from the founda- 
tion of a considerable family. Warned by her own experience, 
^e wOl never allow her daughters to be seen without their sewing 
or their knitting. Her sons all be forced to learn useful trades, 
and it is quite possible that as time passes she may irritate even 
her husband, hy constantly holding herself up to her somewhat dis- 
contented family as a pattern of all the domestic virtues. 

Nursery Bhyme* 

(Trade^e XTnion Version.) 

Bah I bah ! Blackleg I Have you any pluck ? 

Backing up tbe Masters wheu tbe Men have struck I 

You ^re for the Master, we ’re for the Man t 

“Picket” you, and “ Boycott” you ; that is Burns’s ptal 

The Waterloo Monument at Brussels, in the suburban ocmetexy of 
Ev^re. Motto : — ‘ ‘ For Ev^ and for Evere 1 ” 


von. XOTi 
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tmZE EPITAPH. 

BUF iaspreiiiim,’* 
ffiiM tlia last 

W«dbin^7« **was maiie 
m tks i^mrers’’ (t>.y 
Fiwe BiBiraECK^s aniii- 
«msa at Eissengan) 
ia n?ply to a 
mmmk by one of tbe 
f masts (remark and 
lam of gnest 

mol reported), ‘‘the Ei- 
Oymieeilorsaid^ *My only 
ambi^on now is a Food 
eptapii, I bope and beg 
for tim.*’’ Hay it be long 
me nmmity imperatively 
demands Ms epitaph, good | 
or indifferent, say all of ; 
m But in the meantime, 
and to eome to business, ! 
bow mneb will the Ex- ! 
Oianedte gire? Why^ 
not advertise/* A prize of ^ 

(we leave it to the 

Prinoe to ff 11 up the blank’ 
will be given for tbe best 
With character- 
mtic modesty, Prinoe Bis- 
MimcJC, as reported, only 
askslsr “a ffum epitaph.” 
Why dmldn’t he have 
tbe best ibat money can 
bny,az^biaiii8eell? Cor- 
rmlKmdents have already 
eommaoioed: here are a 
few:— 

** Beaesth this slab the b&nes 
ef this great bose are. 

Cim speak ? Ai^ would 

tbsy say ^Cafioesa ? * ” 

A wonJd-be Competitor 
smids this,— 


‘*ThB PjaVLLOXEEA, A TEUB ffoUSMJBT, FINIS OUT THE BEST VINEYARDS AND 
ATTACHES ITSELF TO THE BEST WiNES.’* 

(From the ‘* TimeSy'^ August 27. Adapted by Owe Appreciative Artist) 
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I Here lies Bismarce— 

' He made his mark.” 

A Correspondent writes : 
— “I haven’t an epitaph 
handy about Bisuiabck, 
bnt here ’s one on a bil- 
liard-marker, bnried, of 
course at Hew' 

“ ‘ Eem acu tetigi,* let this 
attest, 

Now he has gone away for 
his long rest.” 

Yours, 

Nil de Moetdis.” 

“P.S.-I’ll think over 
tbe Bismaece one, speci- 
ally if he offers a prize 
of anything over a sove- 
reign, as of course it 
ought to be, since the 
Ex - Chancellor always 
went in for an Imperial 
policy, which, however, 
didn't insure his life. 
This is very nearly an 
epitaph — praps you ’ll 
arrange it tor me.” 

Another says, “ This is 
simple:— 

“Oi git, 

P. B.” 

Yes, very simple, bnt 
not good enough. Perhaps 
onr Correspondents will 
improve when 1 he amount 
of the prize is fixed. 


Found in a Rum Place. 
— The Latest Spice dis- 
covered in Jamaica— the 
Spbakee’s Mace. 


THE DAMSELS OF DIEPPE; 

Or, The Legend tf Lionel. 

^Newhaven to Dieppe,” he cried, hut, on the voyage there, 

He Mt appalling qualms of what the French call mal de msr ; 
W^, wh^ the steward was not near, he struck Byronic attitudes, 
AM made himself moet popular by pretty little platitudeF. 

AM, while he wobbled on the waves, be sure fliey never &lep\ 
While waiting for their Lionel, the Damsels of Dieppe. 

vrith a jaunty air, bnt feeling rather weak, 

/ ” French and English girls cried out, “ C^est magnt- 

TW leedL’d' not of Ms bilious hue, but murmur’d quite ecstatical, 

and straw hat, — e’esi tout-d-fait 

land-legs, and he walked with faltering step, 
But wi they thought it comme^il^fmtt^ those Damsels of Dieppe. 

^ Jk^o found him eirded round hy all the fairest fair, 

^ ’d nothing to dedare : 

gurlwho atood near, and softly whisper’d, “Fly, 
idldly cried, “ Give ns a ohanoe, 0 Lioim 1 ” 

V Tether mostly people go, 

. . 


^ B^uwi™aana docksj wmeh br< 
I f®r LioiOL beloved by oF Dieppe 




At last one day he had to go ,* they came upon the pier ; 

The Freach girls sobbed, Jfo» cher ! ” and then the English sighel, 
“My dear!” 

He looked at all the threatening waves, and cried, the while em- 
bracing ’em, [»em ! ” 

(I mean the girls, not waves,) “ Oh no ! T don’t feel quite like facing 
, And all the young things murmured, “Stay, and you will find 
sweet rep- 

-aration for the folks at home in Damsels of Dieppe.”, 

day by day, and year by year, whene’er he sought the sea, 

Ihe waves were ru nnin g mountains high, the wind was blowing free. 
. At last he Med, and o’er Ms bier his sweethearts sang doxology, 

And vowed they saw his ghost, wMoh came from dabbling in psy- 
chology. ^ 

5 to this hour that spook is seen npon the pier. If scep- 

-tioal, ask ancient ladies, once the Damsels of Dieppe. 

MR. PUNCH’S DICTIONARY OF PHRASES. 
Electioneeeino, 

the cause of the Working- Man;’' ie., 
*♦ which (at election- time) rather wishes it had done so.” 

• advocates economy and keeps down taxation ; ” 

The Party which likes to make its opponents do the expenditure 
on Army, Navy, &c.” 

In THJi Smoxino-Room. 

I remember* ^ar 8 ago^ I used to take exactly the same view 
myself; t.e., But, unlike you, I have made some use of my 
<>Pgo^ttnities and experience since then.” ^ 

‘ But there you see you are legging the whole question*^ or, “ Mv 
good fellowy you^re only arguina in a circle “Rather than 
^ wrong, I would begin the argument over again.” 

4 CTN ^ coMr56 yourememler that splendid passage in 

decided score I Know you haven’t ever heard of the hook.” 

SHAEsPBiEE’a “deeds” going to America ? The ‘World is the 

1 S SleeT 
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JOURNAL OF A ROLLING 
STONE. 

Sixth Entry. 

Sttel endeavouring to earn an 
honest, bnt nnpleasant, penny as 
a (temporary) Private Tutor. 
Begin to be vaguely conscious 
that my grasp of the Latin 
grammar is not as firm as it 
might be. Will my classical 
training see me through, or wiH 
‘‘ERifiB” see through my clas- 
sical training ? 

Ernie (before breakfast) offers 
to conduct me round the grounds. 
Must take the youngster down a 
peg or two. So, when he shows 
me the stables, rather proudly, I 
remark, pit^gly — “ What ! 
Only three nags ? ” 

“ Oh, I ride a pony,” he replies, 
airily. “What can you ride, 
Mr. JoTNSON? Bo you know 
how to ride— or do you generally 
falloffV^ , , 

Explain to him elaborately that 
I am rather more at home on 
horseback than on my legs. He 
winks, as if he didn’t qmte 
believe me. I can’t go on, as it ’s 
certainly infra dig. to be praming 
one’s accomplishments, especially 
to a chit like this. 

“We buried Nero here,” the 
boy says, pointing to a damp 
mound. “He was our Newfound- 
land dog, and the gardener drop- 
t>^ a beam on him, and killed 
hint as dead as Julius C.s:sar. 
Oh, Mr. JoYNSON, when did 
Julius C-sesar die ? ” 

Happily my presence of mind 
does not desert me. I reply, 
severely, — 

“What! Don’t you know 
your Koman History better than 
that?” 






li , 




WHO WOULD NOT BE A TENOR? 

The Fair Bohemian Girl : — 

“ I HAD RICHES TOO OREAT TO COUNT, COULD BOAST 
Of a high ancestral name ; . . . . 

But I Also dreamt, which charmed mb most, 

That you loved me still the same — 

That you loved me, you loved me sti-ill the same I ’ 
(Sketched from a Frovincial Fit.) 


“ No ” he answers—* ‘ do you ? ” (Sketched frcm a Provmcial Fit.) 1 1 ’ ve never once set eyes on my 

Thea a sudden thought strikes’ : ; ——— employer sll tough I 

TiTTn. “ Oh, I’ll ask Miss Myrtle” (Miss Myrtle is the Goyemess) After this fiasco^ the President certamly onght to do something 
— “sAe’Uhe sure toknow. isn’t a muff.” handsome for me. , . ^ , i. 

Query— WhsA is the beat line to take with a remark like that ? He does ! Writes and says how sorry he is to hear of the stupid 
Before I decide the point, Herbie rushes out into the garden, and is mistake that has been made. He knows of another very nice family, 
immediately sent spmiiing into a cucumber-frame by his kind elder in Cheshire, who want a Private Tutor. Shall he mention my name 


problem, temporarily, by telling 
^ f > j ^ all five children to run up to Miss 

^ ^ '/ ^ Myrtle, and ask her which way 

^ ^ she thinks we had better go.” 

^ perform the commission 

i, // > /I ■with alacrity, which gives me 

i Y ’ ' Vi ^ opportunity of slipping out 

‘7 ^ y *] / s.t back-door, and taking quiet 

^ ramble by myself. When will 

^ Paterfamilias himself turn up ? 

wBm ,J ;Jj , // 1 have not seen or heard from 

^ ^ ImI Mr, Bristol Merchant yet. 

) n ^ ^ fated, however, to hear 

M ' V from him pretty soon ; and, when 
^ I f ( I do, his communication is snr- 

i ' prising. It comes in the form of 

r ‘ ^ telegram, addressed to me. It 

f i ** heard President asked 

/ ) / ’ /Ji® ^ ' L you to take tutorship. Misnnder- 

I P standing. Yery sorry, but have 

f myself engaged anolker tutor. 

' KiKSBBSBm i arrive this evening. 

Shall I teU him not to come? 

I Awkward! Wire reply.” 

I I 111 SHIRRk // V Awkward ! On the contrary, 

li |\ mTlilf yMBpi™ ^ ^ ^ almost providential. 

illiBft Mi MwVm Mamma doesn’t apologise, but 

HiliRB f rankly — “ Why, if he 

comes, there’ll he two tutors— 
I BWw and one is quite enough I ” 

|L, ^ I telegraph briefly to the effect 

that, under the circumstances, I 

Wm good-bye (after lunch) to 

Ernie, in hall. He says — “I 
^ knew you would never do for the 

place,” and onght to have his 
ears boxed by ms fond Mamma, 
bnt hasn’t. As I go down front 
walk, see him and Hebrte and 
r BE A TENOR? jACKall putting out what I think 

. - I may appropriately call their 

mianGirl:’-^ “mofher tongues” at me from 

• COUNT, COULD BOAST a top wiudow ! 

ME ; . . . . JlforoiJ— for my own consump- 

CHARMED MB MOST, tiou : Never go to an uncultivated 

Cl THE SAME — family again. 

LOVED MB STI-ILL THE SAME I So euds my TutorsMp ! And | 
(Sketched frcm a Frovincial Fit.) I’ve never once set eyes on my j 

employer all through I 

After this jiascoy the President certamly ought to do something 
handsome for me. , 

He does I Writes and says how sorry he is to hear of the stupid 
mistake that has been made. He faiows of another very nice family, 


linineCliaTieiy soni/ opULUlUg JJlj.LU a. UUUU.ulUci-XiaiU0 uj xiia rmiu. ± 1 ± v/JJ-cejuxjLc, njnv TTa>xj.u «. jLxxTM*vw ^u.wA. J 

brother, who ^en disappears into the house. ^ ^ ^ them f Not for worlds ! 

Yells from Heebie, Go in and send the Quvemess to him. Belief — ■ ■ " ■ ' == 

to thiri that J ought to TEICKS UPON TEAVBLLEES. 

have prevented Ebnib from mutilating Heebie. Heebie appears What means Train de Luxe f Peppery “ Punjab ” replies, 

with head bandaged, still sobbing. French again, thank Heaven ! Two dirty sleeping-cars wherein one lies 

—so otildren silent. Never felt the advantage of foreign languages Awaiting a breakfast ; to feel disgust utter 

tin now. At coffee, two boiled eggs, and plain roll and butter, 

Mamma, with a courage worthy of a hetor cause, asks me, What (Miscalled * ‘ Gruh de Luxe^^ iu the bitterest chaff,) 
time lessons will hegm ? ’’ I reply, evasively, that I shall ^ in the humorous price of four francs and a-half I 

library, and that I will ring for Lrnsst (I lay stress on the word Item : Thirty-five francs for a bottle of brandy ! 

Ernest, as excluding the two others) when I am ready for him,” thing that— at breakfast— of course comes in handy). 

I do, after a good preliminary smoke. Herbie and Jack present horrible dhmer ; no wine, and no beer, 

themselves at the same time. I send them off to the Governess, and jq-Qt even a soda your spirits to cheer ; 

lock the door ; Governess sends them hack to me ; result is, that -^q ’^^ater to wash in at Turin— just think ! 

they play about outside library all morning, so that we (Ernest Qe arrival in France, not a drop e’en to drink! 

and J) can hardly hear ourselves qpeak. What wonder poor ** Punjab,” who hails from the “ Garrick,” 

Put Ernie through his paces. Ask him what he knows. Process hungry as v ashti, and Ay as a hayrick ? 

(I fear) incidentally reveals to him what Jknow. Hear him at lo^ch ^ EdiUon de Luxe^ as a rule, is a sell, 

explaining to Herbie (with whom he^ has made friends again) that 3 , 1 ^ a Train de Luxe sure as a fraud beam the bell, 

I am “ not bad at sums, hut a shocking duffer at Latin.” Pretend Which promises travel more cosy and quicker, 

not to hear the remark. , And leaves yon half starved, without money — or liquor ! 

Afternoon.— Ymdi the three hoys, and two girls, aU waiting- " ^ . ■' 

ijo Htmuml-AConespoudeutof the ^oteeting : 

“Bnt-er ^”Isay, addressing the little girls, in a pleasant toue, against the assumption of combatant rank hy the Army Smge^ | 

arATi^t vATi out With vonr Governess ?* ’ writes : — A military doctor is armed, and like others is entiOM to , 

“Oh, yes”— they both exSaim at once— “sAe’scomtn^fooy” defend^ Mmself ^^ent th^g : 

The motion is becoming more and more embarrassing- I can’^ from ^ ^ evidently j 

in politeness, refuse the Gkivemess’s society for a walk. I solve the overlooks &e powers afforded by a medical diploma . 
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“|T»S AN ILL WIND” &c. 

« ^ ^ “ “^*"1 ^ K&Sa SU 28. 



'"rc./ 

MVi\; 


C?aonw ^ Partridges, “ Lono mat it rain I ” 


MISLED BY A MAIJUAL ! 

(The Lament of a Wotjld-bb Linghiist.) 

WsDEN m my Contanontal tour prepannp to depart, 

I Iwogijt a Cfcaversatioii-Book, and got it up by heart ; 

A hmdy nmwial it seemed, eonTenient and neat, 

And gaye for each contingency a dialogue complete. 

Bpon the weather— wet or fine— I could at will discourse, 

Or bargain for a bonnet, m: a boot-jack, or a horse ; 

Ml d^txsfo, in three languages, which tooth it is that hurts ; 

Or diMe a laandress for me lack of starch upon my shirts. 

I landed foil of idion^ which I fondly hoped to air — 

Bnt eradiing di^pointment met my efEorts eyery where. 

!l!l» waiters 1 in ffnent French addressed at each notel 

WcmM answer me in English, and— oonfotind ’em !— spoke it well. 

Mm® phrase® I was fnndahed with, for Germany or France, 

I xeaBaed, with bitterness, woxtid neyer have a chance I 
i mmm that :&ey should hear me yet, and proudly turned my back 
On pc^jglofes in swallowtails, and left the beaten track. .... 

Mey f^dpe ihe natiye language now ; bnt— it was too absurd — 

Of none of their own idioms they apparently had heard ! 

My n®st ooikptial idurases foil, I found, extremely flat. 

*Xmfy bare come out wrcmg-aide up, but none the worse for that. 

I tried wiiii my Manual ; it was but little good ; 

For 3ml one word ci their r^Bes I eyer understood. 

3%i^ Bsyer wd jtoa sentmieea Bmt shovdd have f oEowed next : 

I mmi M to ke^ them to the text I 

a Oonyersatfon-Book 

&DpSEli to sooial iniereoiixse an, so^ificiBl look. 

So I M toe beggars ^ye timir way. ’Twas ererywhere the same ; 

1 lea toe propeor qpeaiings— toey wuldr^t play the game. 


Now I ’ ve pitched the Manual away that got 
me in this mess, ^ • i. t 

tale of September.” And in ingenious pantomime my wishes I 

lu Telegraph, Augusty 2S, express. t 

^ y -f' » ^ an idiot mute, an error I 

/ /' y' But s^— J’w better understood than der 

/y / , I was before I 


A PRODUCT OF THE SILLY SEASON. 

Dear Mb. Punch, , « . 

London at toe end of August is 
not particularly inviting, save in one respect 
— ^it is negatively pleasant to find that 
Matinees are all hut suspended. I should 
say (luite, were it not that the Shaftesbury 
Theatre on toe 27th opened its doors at a 
q^uarter to three o’clock in the afternoon, 
£)r the performance of The Violin Makers, 
an adaptation of Le Luthier de Crimone, 
and toe production of a “ new and original 
Comedy sketch,” in two Acts, called The 
Deacon, by Henry Arthur Jones. The 
first piece I had already seen at toe Bushey 
Theatre, with Professor Hebkombr, E.A., 
in toe principal character. I had now an 
opportunity of comparing toe Artist- Actor 
with toe Manager- Actor, and must confess 
that I liked the former better than toe 
. latter. Mr. Willard as Filippo, was Mr. 
Willard, but Professor Kebromer, shaved 
for toe occasion, seemed to be anyone other 
than Professor Hebromer. The mounting 
of the piece at Bushey was greatly to 
he preferred to the mise^en-scene in Shades- 
bury Avenue, and as the accomplished 
Artist- Actor had also supplied some exceed- 
ingly touching music to his version of 
Francois Copreb’s Poetical Play, which 
was wanting two hundred yards firom Pic- 
cadilly Circus, I was altogether better 
pleased with toe entertainmeut served up 
wito sauce d la JSerhomer, I may be wrong 
in preferring the amateur to toe profes- 
sional, or I may he right— after all, it is 
. merely a matter of opinion. 

Mr._ Jones is entirely justified in call- 

ing The Deacon a “sketch,” as it can 

scarcely claim greater histrionic importance. I think I may take 
it for granted that a sausage-maker, from the nature of his 
employment, is usually presumed to he a man not absolutely 
without guile, and, therefore, Abraham Boothroyd, “Wholesde 
bacon-factor, Mayor of Chipping Padbury on the Wold, and Semor 
Deacon of Ehenezer Chapel,” may perhaps he connted one of those 
exceptions that are said to prove the rule. According to Mr. Jones, 
this eccentric individual comes up to town to attend an indignation 
meeting held wito a view to protesting against toe conversion of 
Exeter HaU into a temple of toe drama, and after dining^with “a 
Juliet of fifteen years ago,” and a new and quaint sort of Barrister, 
accompanies toem to toe play, and is so greatly pleased with the 
performances presented to him, that, before the curtain falls, he 
announces his intention of repeating his visit to the theatre every 
evening until further notice ! This may he true to human nature, 
because there is authority for believing that the said human nature is 
occasionally a “rum un”; hut, without toe precedent I have 
quoted, it is difocult to accept toe sudden conversion of Jfr. Booth-^ 
royd as quite eonvinoing, I could scarcely have believed that 
Mr. Jones, who has done such excellent work in Judah, and The 
Middleman, could have been the autoor of The Deacon, had not his 
name appeared prominently on the playhiU, and had not a rumour 
reached me that this “comedy sketch” had adorned for years, in 
MS. fom^ a comer of some hook-shelves. 1 think, if toe rumour is 
to be beheved, that it is almost a pity that there was any interference 
with tiiat comer— I fancy The Deacon might have rested in peace on 
the book-shelves indefinitely, without causing serious injury to 
anyone. But this is a fancy, and only a fancy, 

I may add that Mr. Willard made toe most of the materiala 
provided for him ; bnt whether that most was much or little is, and 
must remain,^ a matter of conjecture. On the^ whole, if I had 
understood aright what the sad sea waves were evidently attempting 
to say to me, I think I would not have attended on the 27th ox 
Augurt a London Maiinie. But tins is a thought, and nothing more. 
Believe me, dear Mr. Bunch, yours, more in sorrow than in anger^ 

' ' A Critic, Lured to Town from: the Country. 
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THE DOCTRINE OF “HINTERLAND.” 

These three Gentlemen do not play the Game, bitt wish to take a Morning Walk by the Sea, 


OUR BOOKING^UFFIGE, 

The Baron has recently 
been reading a new work, 
disinterestedly recom- 
mended to him by M, 

EoftiJES, the French pnb- 
lisher and French book- 
seller of Bond Street, 
entitled L^Ame de Fierre^ 
by Georges Ohitet, It is 
a strangely^ fascinating 
story \ the picturesque de- 
seripuons firansport ns to 
the: very places; and the 
studies of life, are, speci- 
ally of certain phases of 
French life, most interest- 
ing to an English reader- 
The cosmopolitan Baron 
Ds B. W. wishes that 
Frenchmen, howevermanly 
they may be, were not so 
easily and so constantly 
moved to tears. This 
however, is only a matter 
of taste. What the pur- 
pose of the novel may be 
—for Georges Ohnet has 
written this with a pur- 
pose— is not quite evident. 

WTiether it is intended to chime in with the popular theme of hypno- 
tism, and illustrate it in a peculiar way, or whether it is merely 
illustrating Hamle&s wise remark that, “ There is more in heaven 
! and earth than is dreamt of in your philosophy,’' the Baron is at a loss 
to determine. It k psychological, it is materialistic, it is idealistic, it is 
philosophical, it is . . . French. The Yacuus Viator may have a 
I worse companion on a long jonmey than L^Aine de Fierre, 

Talking of materialistic, ‘‘let us,” quoth the Barou, “he grateful 
to Mrs. DE Sails for a hookful nf ‘ Tempting Dishes for Small 
Ineomesj^ published hy Longmans & Co.” First of all get your 
small mcome, then purchase this book, for eighteenpence, or less 
with discount ; or (a shorter and a cheaper way) borrow it from a 
friend* Let the Smdl Incomer cast his watery eye over Lobster cntlets, 
p. 19, and Lobster pancakes: let him rednce his small income to some- 
thing still smaller in order to treat himself and family to a Fttmpsteah 
« la bonne houche^ a Sausage pudding, and a Tomato curry. The 
sign over a Small-Income Honse is the picture of a Sheep’s Head, 
nsnally despised as sheepish: hut go to p. 28, and have a tete-d-iete 
[de mouton) with Mrs. de Sails about 8hee]^s head au Gratin, 

Rabbit batter pudding, eh? with shalot d discretion. How’s 
that for high? Let the Small Incomer get some dariole tins, 
mnshrooms, chives, rabbits, tripe, onions, oil, dneks, eggs, and with 
egg hromeshies he’ll dine like a millionnaire, and he able to 
appreciate a real digram of Lamb (not Charles) and Peas. Don’t 
let the Man with a Small Income he afraid of trying^ Un Fritot de 
Cervelle de VeaUy simply because of the name, which might do 
honour to the menu of a Ltjcullxjs. “Blanch the Brains ” for this 
dish— delicious I — “and fry till a nice golden colour.” Beautiful! 
Moe golden colour like dear Blanche’s hair: only often that’s 
a Blanche without brains. And now your attention, my Small Li- 
comer, to Fggs d la Bonne Femme. This work ought to oe arranged 
as a catechism: in fact all 'cookery hooks, all receipt books, should 
be iu the form of Question and Answer. 

Question. — ^Now, Sir, how would you do Fggs d la Bonne Femme f 

Perhaps this query might he preceded by general information as 
to who the particular bonne femme^^ (for she must have been a 
very particular bonne femme) was to whom so many dishes are 
dedicated* [In the Scotch McCookery hooks, o’ the Oude-toife 
would be a national name.] 

Answer. — ^To make Fggs d la Bonne Femme^ Mrs, de Salts says, 
“ Get as many eggs as there are raests (they shonld all be the same 

size) How this is a difficulty. It is not an easy matter to 

assemble round your table a party of guests “all the same size 
still more difficult is it to get together a lot of eggs all the same size 
as the guests. But, when this has been got over, read the remainder 
at p. 55, and then, as Bqueeris pupils used to have to do, go and 
reduce the teaching to practice. 

The receipt for Fotatoes d la Lyonnaise begins with, “ Mince an 

onion, and firy it in hot butter ” 0 rare I Why do more ? 

Who wants potatoes after this ? And, when you’ve had quite enough 
of it, smoke a pipe, drink a glass of whiskey-and-water, go to an 
evening pai^, and then, if you won’t be one of tiie most remark- 
able advertisements for eeUe bonne femme Madame de Sails, why 
1 don’t live in Baronion Halls, and my name ’s no longer 

The Baron DE Book-Worms. 


P.S. — So many persons have sent in touching requests to the Baron 
only to notice their books with one little word, that his library table 
^oans under their weight. To about a hundred of them that one 
little word might be “ Bosh ! but even then they’d he pleased. 


THE NEW STOCKING. 

[The Chancellor of the Exchequer has announced that the Treasury 
have decided to enable the small investor in Consols, upon a written request 
to the Bank of England, to have his dividends xe-invested as they arise, and 
thus automatically accumulated without further trouble on his part, — Times. 1 

Oh, it was the old Lady of Threadneedle Street, 

And she held up her Stocking (ne’er used for her feet), 

And she ups, and says she, “I’ve an excellent notion ; 
Leastways, ’tis one borrowed from Cohen by Goschen ; 

Which nobody can deny I 

“ The cash that you put in my Stocking, my dears, 

Will grow hy degrees, if you leave it for years. 

By your dividends ? Ah! you draw thern^ girls and hoys. 

And spend ’em, the Times says, in sweets and in toys ; 

Which nobody can deny I 

How very much better to let ’em remain ; 

Re-invest ’em, in fact I An original brain 
Has hit on that capital notion, at length. 

And I ’m game for to back him with all my old strength. 
Which nobody can deny t 

“ Leave your dividends in my— suppose we say hose— 

And the cash, snowhall-like, gathers fast as it goes. 
jSo my— Stocking (I must use the word) will be seen. 

The latest"and best Automatic Machine, 

Which nobody can deny I 

“ Think, children, "of Ac-cu-mu-la-tive Con-sols ! 

Much better than hull’s eyes, and p6g-to;^s, and doUs ! 

Yes, this is the notion, exceedingly knowin’, 

Which Goschen, the Chancellor, borrows from Cohen, 

Which nobody can deny I 

“ To the Nation friend Cohen’s idea ’s a great gift ; 

It should lend such a “ vigorous impulse to toift ; ” 

Leave your coin iu my Stocking— in time it will double, 
Without giving yon, what a Briton hates, Trouble I 
Which nobody can deny I 

“ Then thmk’of the savingfin potions and pills, 

And the fall in that very bad stock— Doctor’s Bills — 

When your Dividends no longer spoil girls and boys 
With per-ni-oi-ous sweets, and with re-dun-dant toys. 

Which nobody can deny I 

“ So, dear Little Layestors, I trust you ’R come flocking, * 

Like bees to the hive, to my last style of Stocking, 

My new, automatic, sdf-mending, smart hose, 

In which cash, left alone, gathers fast as it goes, ^ 
Which nobody can deny ! ” 
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WHAT OUR ARTIST HAS TO PUT UP WITH. 

and MMerly Old (ddiheratefy setUmg herself down letween Our Artist md what he is trymg to sketch), I stipposb you 

OPTBxN FIND IT VE RY DIFFICULT TO OET NEW SUBJEOFS, DON'T YOU f I HEARD A ThINO THE OTHER DAY &C. &C. &0. 


AUOTHEB TIOTIM. I 

in Pnissun Silesia, and will be tbe German Emperor’s gu^t at ’ 

^bim B^nstoek, near Liegnitz. — Times 1 ® way oe prepared to applaud, but I doubt it. 

_ 1 lancy him moved to a saturniDe mirth. 

Imperial Vutim sings':— I wonder where next the young ruffler will go. 

“ Here awa\ ihera awa% wandering Willte.” ^ should like, if I dared, to suggest- Jericho ! 

migtit wU sin? jos?. “ Cfeme out. Cousin HAPSBtEs, yonr uniform don, 

^ .®^y> H Soldiers ! ” A, yes, that ’s his yoke. 

® stron?. How Grandma Gttelph must be now he has gone, 

r ^ , And how at his leaying the Tsae must rejoice I 

B no rest but Hie graye for the Pjlgnm of— Peace 1 And now J am in for it all, for awhile. ^ 

8tA Ugmiaefitgi, in holiday Autumn, ^ must dress, and endeayour to smile. 

Fen En^)erow Retimes incline to’take ease. Only »/he would off it to Stambonl or Cairo. 

’®*“« “'i caught ’em, ^ look iip Eirar Pasha, suryey Zanzibar, 

The T^rM rofemaJlnp. ’Tb a tease. Or try butterfly hunting at KilM Njaro. 

*“y The Crowned Heads of Europe were easier far. 

When he bursts m like this I Giyes a man quite a shock ! But Africa’s fauna and flora ” would pall— 

Ho has stirred them up pretty well all round alread 

Oood Grandmother Gotlph I We^^^tih^f’’twas just Silesiau^oeayres t I faow what they mean ; 

, , . come and off I ” ’ Long hours m the saddle, much dust, many Tiail. ! 

h" Sommer ” the wildest will steady), Emperor’s fancy might lean 

he drops in upmi Kred Cousin Rohahoit. ,t^® i^g. or hunting the ohamois with ‘Waies. 

+ L laughed— in his sleeve — o iT* WOTry—but grumbling ’s no nse, 

At that c^ture,’* wbieh Wilheim could scarcely believe I ^ Scbloss Eolinstock, and endless Eeviews I - 

P»^f . “ Tterolling Empeeob I ” Funny I ======= 

t^oom^y have ^t him tiU Autumn was o’er I Ope Faiixtbes.— “ One maTi in his time plays many narta ” and 

Iv ^ roend time, and money, John L. SuiiiyAN, the great ATncTny^ Ti “ Slo??M^5ayme ’lately 

BBIR6 givus a Eaisier so mndh to remembe-p— • have filled m Literature.” Will it by-and-hy be 

_ WwdA FEKumiCT-TOM Gioai^haTe » waltzed roimd”ftt^ I ^e Rkgf ^ “Sassiety” and the 


^is jdaying at Soldiers, is ’t never to cease ? 

ThCTe *8 no rest but the grave for the Pilgrim of — Peace I 

in holiday Autumn, 

Emperors sometimes incline to take ease, 

^ topped in upon ’em, and caught ’em, 

ABC Tityras role is all np. ’Tis a tease, 
xwus just settHng down to my pipe and my bock, 

Whmi he burets in like this I Gives a man quite a shock ! 

He]^ stirred them up metty well all round already. 
^c®«f*“®ther Gotuph! Well, with her, ’twas just 
oome ana oirl 

j Sommer ” the wildest will steady). 

And tto he drops in upmi Kred Cousin Rohahoit. 

HwtheC^ i^hayelaughed-inhissIeeye- 
At that capture,” whwh WitHBiai eould scarcely believe ! 

®^*®^?'*^“T»^’®BingEicPEEOEl’’ Funny I 
y^oouM^y hare kept him till Autumn was o’er I 

^ n>end time, and money, 

to playing ^dd game of Soldiers! Great bore! 

When just a tat okter you ’ll he a bit wiser. 

TeeeiUatan^s pleasant in gwiial September, 

,^^noiw I must start for Saema. Ahme! 

to remember— rsuchelee 

WwlAFEKnmiCT-^ GiOAi-hayo » waited roSd”^^ I 
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RATHER SEVERE. 

RmUtr (matuisuvringvnOi Yeomanry). “Got to orra to mt Abms, hats I i TJmph 1 This comes or ooino oto with a lot oj 
’ DAEHBD VOItrSTBEBS 1 


THE HUNTING OE THE SNARK, 

Modern Kadtical Version, 

(By a Gorrespondent with Admiral Tryiton*s Fleet,) 

Fn? THE Last— The Yanishing, 

*W^E songlit it with, search-lights, we sought it with eare, 

We pursued it with ships and hope ; 

But it seemed to have suddenly Tanished in axr 
From under the heaven’s blue cope. 

We shuddered to thinlc that the chaoe might fail, 

And Tryon, excited at last, 

Went ramping like redskin in search of a trail. 

For the ten days were nearly past. 

There is Thingumbob shouting ! ’’ the Admiral said. 

“ He is shouting like madj, only hark ^ 

He is waving his hands, he is wagging his head, 

He has certainly found the— Snark ! ” 

We gazed in ddight, whilst a Bo’sun exclaimed — 

(Your Bo’sun is always a wag I)— 

In the East there ’s a wision, a mirage it ’s named I 
That the Snark ? But yer head in a bag I ” 

Then Admiral Teyon he ramped like a lion, 

In prospect of splendid success. ^ ^ 

But the Snark, with a imasm, plunged in ajea chasm ; 

Of SBYHOun one couldn’t see less. 

“It ’s the Snarkl” was the sound that first fell on our ears; 

It seemed almost too good to be true. 

Then followed a torrent of laughter and jeers ; 

Then the words, “ It is all a Yah-Boo 

Then silence. Some fancied they heard in Ihe air 
A sigh (from the lips of J. B. f) 

That sounded like “ jum ! ” But some others declare 

It was more like a half-choked big B. I 


We hunted ten days and ten nights, but we found 
Hot so much as poor ooHier-barque. 

By which we might teH that we steamed o’er the ground 
'V^ere CuLH-SEXHOun had handled the Snark ! 

In the depths of that two thousand square miles, they.say, 
^Midst the world’s mocking laughter and glee, 

Seymour softly and silently vanished away — 

This Snark was a Tah-Booh-Jum, you see I 

“A YBBY SHOET HOLIDAY.” 

For the benefit of all tourists in Normandy, and visitors to Le 
Havre, Etretat, and all round and about 
^ that quarter, I gave an account, two 

^ ^ weeks ago, of the excellent fare pro- 

vided for us hy La famille Aubourg at 
Bonneville. But on that occasion I 
made tiie great mistake of calling their 
^ Ash- curious^ old house— a perfect little museum 

v//7;a\v«HP of curiosities and works of Art— “ a 
hotel.” By my halidomi “Hotel,” 
save the mark — and spend the shilling. 
“Hotel,” qnothal “Hotel” is far too 
modem. Old English ‘ ‘ Inn ” more like. 

” The kind of inn, good gossip, which was 
\ kept in Shaxspeare’s time by “mine 
wr In \ host,” where everyone, with coin of the 
HI realn*- bi his pnrse, conld take his ease 

Im ^ ^0 happy. So, to put me right on 

^ ^ matter, M. Aubourg sends me a 

irueUe of humiahed metal, on which is 
inscrihed, JTosteUerie des Vi&ux Flats. 

Ko, c’egt HU scuvenir d’Au- or pommes sovfflies, or pom^ jltmOf 
bourg, une petite tnieUe it and, niark ye, my masters, will ^ smve 
poiMon de f Hostelleiie des to recall to my memory a Mht m^ae^ 
Yieux Plats, GonneTiBe. even the’ ’twere an all too short, . 
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PICTURESQUE 


LONDON; OR, SKY-SIQNS OF THE TIMES. 

{An Extract from the “ Trivia^* of the. Future,) 


« But when the swinging signs your ears offend, 
With creaking noise.” 

Gay’s Trivia; or, The Art of Walking 
the Streets of London, 

Offend out ears f Pedestrian Mnse of Gat, 
Had you foreseen the London of to-day, 
Hownad you shuddered with ashamed sur- 
prise 

At ‘•swinging signs” which now offend our 
eges ! 

Long have Advertisement’s obtrusive arts 
Pervaded our huge maze of malls and marts ; 


But now the “ swinging signs ” of ogre Trade, 
E ven the smoke- veiled vault of heaven invade, | 
And sprawling legends of the tasteless crew* 
Soar to the clouds and spread across the blue* 
See— if you can— where Paul’s colossal dome 
Eiees o’er realms that dwarf Imperial Rome. 
Cooped, cramped, half hid, the glorious 
work of Ween 

Lent grandeur once to huckstering haunts of 
men, 

Though on its splendour Shopdom’s rule 
impinge d, 


And plaster, had they power, kind heaven’s 
clear vault 

With vulgar vaunts of Sausages or Salt, 
Picture the proud and spacious city given 
Wholly to Shopdom’s hands ! ’ Jwixt earth 
and heaven 

Forests of tall and spindly poles arise, 
Witiiswingmg signs that almost hide the skies. 
Huge letterings hang disfiguring all the blue 
To vaunt the grace of Snobkins’s high-heerd 
Shoe. 

A pair of gloves soar to a monstrous height, 








[flMHi 












Long have its letterings large, its pictures vile, 
Possessed the mammoth ci^ mile on mile ; 
Made horrors of its hoardings, and its walls 
Disfigured from the Abbey to St. Paul’s, 

'And far beyond where’er a vacant space 
Allowed Boeotian Commerce to displace 
Scant Urban Beauty from its last trail hold, 
On a Metropolis given up to Gold. 

But till of late our sky at least was dear 
(Such sky as coal-reek leaves the civic Jyear) 
If not of smoke at least of fiaming lies, 

And fiorid vaunts of guacks who advertise. 


iN'ot these sky-horrors, huge and noisy- 
hiuged. 

Shamed the still air about it, or obscured 
Its every view. Is it to be endured, 

0 much- enduring Briton ? There be those 
Who’d scrawl advertisements of Hogs or 
Hose 

Across the sun-disc as it fiames at noon. 

Or dauh tie praise of Pickles o’er the moon. 
Unmoved by civic pride, unchecked by taste, 
They ’d smear the general sky with poster’s 
paste 


And at Dan Phoebus seem to “ tabe a sight.” 
Colossal bottles blot the air, to tell 
That Muceson’s Temperance diink is a great 
sell. 

Here ’s a huge hat, as black as sombre Styx, 
Flanked by the winsome legend, ‘*Ten and 
Six.” , . [Socks, 

Other Sky-signs praise Carpets, Ginghams, 
Mugg’s Music-hall, and “ Essence of the Ox.” 
Bah ! Gat’s trim Muse might sicken of her 
rhymes 

Had she to read these Sky-signs of the Times I 


IN THE KNOW, 

{Bg Mr, FtmeEs Oum Frophst,) 

1 WAS aware that Mr. J. was a semolina-brained impostor, but I 
should never have conceived that even he, the jelly-faced chief of the 
^wder-heads, could have attained to such a pitch of folly as to 
inform me that “ the Prix Montyon is not a medal, and cannot he 
worn at Court.” These are his words. Did I ever say it was a 
medal? I remarked that the ftuEEN had given me permission to 
wear it at Court. That is true. But I never said tbit I would or 
could so wear it. As for Her Most Gracious Majesty’s permission, it 
was conveyed to me in a document beginning, “ YicroniA, by the 


grace of,” &c., containing the signature of Lord Haisbttjrt, the 
Lord Chancellor No, by the way, that is another Royal commu- 

nication. The Permission begins, “To our right trusty and well- 
beloved.” What beautiful, confiding, affectionate words are these ! 
Who <^»Ti w^onder that a ^ueen who habitually makes u^ of them 
should reign in the hearts of her subjects ? ^ v ^ 

Since I returned from France I have been on a further and more 
extensive Continental tour, and have received more marks of dis- 
linction from various Crowned Heads. Did you hear the strange 
story of what took place at the meeting of the German Ebibeeob 'ijoth 
the CzAB of Rus^? It was_ the hour of the mid-day meal Ixm 
Empebob, at the head of Ms Wyl^rg Regim^t, had pOTOimed 
^odigies of valour* Mounted on Ms nory Tchinofyich (a Circa s s i a n 
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mwdaMg} Ii6 ridden into the heart of the hcmtile position, and 
wi^ m$ stroke of his Pm (a scat of Ensdan scimetar with a jewelled 
he had oaptnred a convoy containing three thousand V^nts (a 
seat of eondensed food), intended for the oonsumption of the opposing 
Armr, Tired with has labonrs, he was now lying at fall length 
heididb Ms Imperial host on the hanks of the torrennal ITarva. The 
in attmpth^ to open a Champagne bottle, had jnst broken one 
of Ml ImpeiM and had despatched Ms chief hntler to Siberia, 
dasTflng with pleawt irony, that he would no doubt jSnd a oork- 
smr dfinre. At thts mconent a tall and aristocratio stranger, 
mcmnted npcm a h%h-spMted native Mokeofftkata, dashed np at lull 
»Ikip. To announce hnrniifilf as Lleutenant^Genercd Popobf, to seize 
SBiefinctey bottle, to draw the cork, and pour the foaming liquid 


icene. The Prince of Wales’s Theatre has a reputation for level excel- 
lence in Comic Opera — ^it is the specialite de la maison^ and the new 




tM emmand of a division of the Yeomanofi Cavalry, the most 
^tf&igTUshed horse-soldiers in Europe. 








forth Tind^ my mders for everything that concerned the peace of the 
world* I could see tiiat Capbivi did not relish this, but 1 soon made 
him know his place, and when I threatened to send for Prince 
BaaciJicx — who, by the way^ has granted me the unique honour of 
an intervfew'-he became quite calm and reasonable. On my way 
home, I called in on Prince Ebbdibaio) of Bulgaria, who offered me 
Jm Crown^ telling me at the same tune that he intended to take a 
course of German Baths* He said I should dnd Szamboulofp a very 
peasant fdiow : ** but,” he added, “ you Ve got to know him first.” 










L course, xefnsed His Highness’s ofier, and accepted instead the 
CMms iiw Talour cm. the.Pleld of Battle. I then hurried off to Servia. 
Kiiig Mhak informed me that, if 1 wished to take a Clueen back 
with me to England, he would dispose of one very cheaply. Having 
advised the E^nts as to the best method of governing the eonntey, 
I departed for Eoumania. The Queen of EouaiABLi welcomed me as 
a Mtimazy man. She writes all the Eonmanian sporting prophecies 
in vmve. The Eing invested me at once with the StonVyroku Order 
in brilliants, with the lohu Clasp for special promise shown in con- 
neeticm with turf literature. I may assure you iu confidence that 
thmre will be no war for the next week or two. This resnlt is entirely 
due to me. 

Do you want to hear alxmt the St. Leger ? I need only say that my 
own Shsrefooi has hronght me AUoway Seaumo* Whilst in Enssia 1 


Away, Finally, if. The Field is to Memoir as a window-sash is to a 
Dudmm’s flounces,^ what chance has a crack-brained Bedlamite of 
mundbing potatoes in St. J ames’s Palace ? Answers must be posted not 
Ister than Monday. All prizes genuine. No blanks. 

Yours as always, Gr vtcuat, Popopp. 

FROM THE FRENCH-AND THE ENGLISH. 

(XtPrAijr Comic Opera. Music by Eobeet Pi*ibquettb, 

composer of Paul Jones and Zes Cloches de ComeviUe, Book by 
Memrs. Bissorr and Bubkanb; Gubkbx IBecxett assisting in 
- ^e lyrics. The Carl Eosa Company, 
cVj'N'S , DaxmioLAKo Impebatobb, wouldn’t 
- ‘ wait for the production of an Opera 
4 7 ^ ' “^’1 in Paris in order to bring it out here 

m ' *- J with the French cachet^ hut deter- 

^ - ^ f mined to have one done all for 

themselves, and to bring it out here 
/ fet. So the French author began 
y “the English one finished it, and 

^ . • Composer wrote music for 

rV original French and original Eng- 
\ lisn words. It is an international I 


“ * Ashley's’ Eevived ! ” 

lyrioaljpiece is a worthy successor to Dorothy ^ Marjorie^ and Paul 
Jones* As Captain ThSrese^ Miss Attallie Clatbe reminds mature 
: playgoers of that “ such a little Admiral ” that was irresistible many 
years ago. She is bright, clever, and, above all, refined. Miss 
Pbcixlis Bbottgbtopt makes up 
for rather a weak voice by great 
strength in dancing, and Mr. 

Hamt Moiixpcouse is genuinely J 

comic. Mr. PtEimT Ashlet, ' 

always conscientious even in his X ^ A 

mirth, at the end of Ihe Second / % 

Act, is suggestive of the Astley’s /y //a^ ^ M 

of the Westminster Eoad. Like / / A 4/!^^ 
the piece, he is ve^ well mounted. // / / tp/ 

Madame Amabi is also excellent, // / 

a genuine lady-comedian— or f r W 

should it be comedienne f Then ^ ^ JIL 

there is Mr. Joseph: Taplet, a y^ 

capital tenor, and Mr. BLatbee- '^] ^J^Urll 

Coppm, silver- voiced and grace- a\ a 

fM, the beau ideal of the hero of a 

Light Opera company. For the ^ a 

rest, the chorus and band could 1 

not be better, and the production A 

is worthy of Dbttbiobahtts, or, [h 

rather, Ckabt.es, Mb brother, and 

also his friend. So Messrs. Bissoet 

^d PitAErquETTB, and their Eng- 

lish colldborateury may toast one j 

another, happy in the knowledge 

that the entente cor diale has once 

more received hearty confirmation 

at the hands of the London public : 

they may cry, with reason, Vive Plagging Energy.” 


Plagging Energy.” 


a new departure, and in 
the Operatic world an important 
. one. It answers a question which 
fhe question of the day, 
VN> WLy should London wait ? ” 
fi..Al^Ddon, represented by Sheriff 
DauBioiiAEtrs, did^ not wait, and 


^ loanee! and JBKp, hip, BbitamuiaI feeling snie that, by their 
joint^ exertions, they have obtained for the Anglo-Saxon race that 
blessing to the public in general, and Theatrical Managers in par- 
ticular, a lasting piece. 

‘^Wedded to the Moor.’’ 

Tke spo^ye M.P., when the Session is done. 

Is off like a shot, with his eye on a gun. 

He ’s like Mr* Toots in the Session’s hard press, 

Findii^ rest “ of no consequence.” Could he take less ? 

But when all the long windy shindy is o’er. 

He, like Oliver Tumt^ is found asking for Moor 


Jots ^B TiTps.-— The busy persons who, in a recent Mansion 
House list, had found quite “ a Mayor’s nest’’ in the MgMy import- 
ant question of a Cardinal’s precedence, have recently started another 
scare on discovering that the Ex-Empress’s Chaplain at CMslehuist 
has de^nbed himself, or has been described, on a memorial tablet 
Which he had put up m his own church, as a “ Eeotor.” Evidmitly 

Memorial, he ehonld ha^o he«a 


^ of “7 description, wiU 

there will be se oreepticHL pamea by a Stajuped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, ox Wrapper, To this mlo 


g^th, at the Prince of Wales’s’ 
®«»tre; and ihe gratitude of Lon- 
- ^ 1^ justified the generosity of 

Ba-ts-Pka, Ba-tft-Pkn-qoette ! Ml (^ncemed behind the curtain, 

Even in 
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OUT l-OR A HOLIDAY. 

{By OUT Impartial arB* Hot-to-h&’himsed OrUic,) 

I HAB often been told that St. Margaret’s Bay, between Beal and 
Dover, was lovely beyond compare. Seen from the Channel, I had 
heard it described as “ magnificent,*^ and 
evidence of its charms nearer at hand, 
was adduced in the fact that Mr. Alva 
Tajoeha, E.A,, had made it his head- 
quarters during a portion of the recent 

// ^ determined to visit it. I had to 

f i to Martin’s Mill, a desolate 

spot, containing a railway station, a rail- 
' hotel, and (strange to say) a miH. 

/ \ I was told by an obliging official on my 

[ Jp(! arrival, that St. Margaret’s Bay was a 

|\ ndle and a half distant — **to the village.’* 
1 ^ ® half — a very good mile 

la llr f I ^ ^ down dale, 

dustiest of dusty roads, bordered 
by telegraph poles that suggested an 
endless lane without a turning. On 
climbing to the summit of each hill another long stretch of road pre- 
sented itself. At length the village was reached, and I looked about 
me for the sea. ^ A cheerful young person who was flirting with a 
middle-aged cyclist seemed surprised when I asked after it “ Oh, 
the sea I ” she exclaimed, in a tone insinuating that the ocean was at 
a decided discount in her part of the world — “oh, you will find 
tTtat a ndle further on.’* I sighed wearily, and recommenced my 
plodding stumbles. 

I passed two unhappy-looking stone eagles protecting a boarding- 
house, and a ^ed given over to the sale of lollipops and the hiring 
of a wny-ohaise. The cottages seemed to me to be of the boat- 
timea-bottom-upwards order of arehiteeture, and were adorned 
with placards, announcing “Apartments to Let.” Everything 
seemed to let, except, perhaps, the church, which, however (on 
second thoughts), appeared to be let alone. But if the houses 
were not, in themselves, particularly inviting, their names were 
pleasing enough, although, truth to tell, a trme misleading. Eor 
instance, there was a “Marine Lodge,” which seemed a very con- 
siderable distance from the ocean, and a “ Swiss chalet that but 
faintly suggested the land renowned equally for mountains and 
merry juveniles. I did not notice any shops, although I fancy, from 
the appearance of a small barber’s pole that I found in front of a 
cottage, that the hair-dressing interest must have had a local repre- 
sentative. For the rest, an air of hopefulness, if not precisely 
cheerfulness, was given to the place by the pr^ence of a Conva- 
lescent Hospital, Leaving the village behind me, I came, footsore 
and staggermg, at length to the Bay. I was cruelly disappointed. 
Below me was what appeared to he a small portion of iBosherriUe, 
augmented with two bathing-machines, and a residence for the 
Coast-guard. There was a hotel, (with a lawn-tennis ground), and 
several placards, telling of land to let. The descent to the sea was 
very steep, and, on the hi^h road above it, painfully modem villas 
were putting in a disfiguring appearance. On the beach was a 
melancholy pic-nic party, engaged in a imld carouse. In the gloam- 
ing was a light-ship, marking fiie end of the (3-oodwin Sands. 

On a beautiful day no doubt St. Marg^et’s Bay would look quite 
as lovely as Oravesend, but when it rained I question whether it 
would compare favourably with Southend under similar atmospheric 
o^umstances. There was some shrubbery creeping up the white 
hill-side that may have been considered artistic, and possibly the 
great expanse of ocean (when completely free from mist) had to a 
certain extent a sort of charm. As 1 looked towards the coast of 
France I had an excellent view of a steamer, crammed with 

te ^umably) noisy excursionists, coining from Margate. But] when 
ve said this I have nothing more to add, save that yon can 
get from Martin’s Mill to St. Margaret’s Bay by an onmibus. By 
catching this conveyance you avoid a tediouswaik, which puts you 
out of temper for the rest oi the day. 

P.S. — missed the omnibus I 


Good Young ‘^IZummersetl ” 

{Ghampim in Cricket of the Second-class Comties,} 

Eioht matches played, and eight matches won I 
That ’s what none of the First-class Counties have done. 
’Tis clear that Young Zummerset knows “ how to do it.” 
Bravo, Pazaibet, Woods, Tylee, Eob, Hewitt I 
Go on in tins fashion, and soon yen’ll be reckoned 
Among the First-dassers, instead of the Second. 

Wet wickets tiiis season, boys, seldom a rummer set, 

But they anyhow seem to have suited Young Zummerset ! 


THE REAL GRIEVANCE OFFICE. 

{Before Mr. Commissionbu Punch.) 

A Medical Officer {toUh martial manner^ and well set up) introduced, 

pie Commissioner, Well, Sir— may I call you Colonel ?— what can 
I do for you ? 

Medical Officer {smiling), I am afraid, Sir, you may give me no 
r^^j^as it would be contrary ^ 

YAc Com, Have I not^the pleasure of v ^ 

addressing a soldier? 

Med, Off, Wellj yes, Sir, I suppose 
I may claim that title. I am au Army r"^ 

Surgeon, and in that capacity have not k§ 

only to risk my life equally with my m§ 

comrades in the field, but have to 
brave the addition^ danger insepar- h 
able from tbe fever-wards of a hospital. 

As a matter of fact many of my col- 
leagues have earned the V.C., and not 
a tew taken command when their aid 
was needed. I hope you have not for- 
gten Anthony Home Wylib and 

The Com, Certainly not — they are 
gallant fellows. Well, I am sorry to see you here. Doctor— what can 
I do for yon ? 

Med, Off, I would ask your good services, Sir, to get ns greater 
recognition in the Army. Pray understand we do not wish to be called 
Captain, Major, or Colonel, merely to “peacock” before civilians, 
but because, without official recognition of our true status, we are 
treated as mferior beings by the youngest subaltern in any battalion 
to which we may he attached. 

The Com, Surely, Doctor, the title you have secured by scientific 
attainments, takes pre(^denee of all others more eastty obtained ? 

Med, Off, Possibly, in a College common-room, but not at a mess- 
table of a depot centre. That I express the general opinion of 


The Com, Well, what would yon propose ? 

Med, Off, That we should be put on the same footing so far as 
rank is concerned, with officers in the Commissariat and other non- 
actively-combatant branches of the Army. We are merely flighting 
the fight fonght years ago by another scientific corps, tiie Eoyu 
Engineers. 

The Com, But surely. Doctor, the officers you have mentioned . 
know something of their drill ? 

Med, Off, If that is the difficulty, let us make ourselves equally 
proficient. The more we are in touch with the so-called combatant 
officers the better. 

The Com, Well, certainly, if you are good'drills (and have some 
knowledge of the iutemal economy of a regiment, and the xudimente 
of military law) I cannot see why you should not enjoy the rank to 
which you a^ire. I wish you every success in your application. 
After all, you are masters of the situation. If your superior officers 
are unreasonable— physic them I 

IThe Witness after returning thanks, then withdrew. 


ME. PUNCH’S DICTIONAEY OF PHEASES. 

At a CoriTTEX House. 

“ So glad you ham a fine day for your garden-party. Was quite 
anxious about the weather ; ” i,e,, “ Hoped sincerely it would rain 
hfc.Td— hate garden-parties— can’t think why I ’m here.” ^ 

“ Mow good of you to undertime such a long drive J ” i,e,, “ hoped 
it would choke her ofE.” 

“ So sweet of you to have brought your dear children ; ” i,e,, 
“ Greedy littie pigs!— gobble up everything before th6 real guests ‘ 
arrive.” 

Musty ouTesSij go t.s., Abouttime — ^you’re the last but one.” 

Now mind— this is Liberty MaU—I always think true hospi- 
tality is, letting people do just what they^ Ixket^^ i,e,, -Jibe’s late 
for breakfast— and lE he shirks driving with Mrs. Moeson I ” 

“ We lunch at half-past one. But donH trouble to he punctual. 
Quite a moveable feast i,e,, “If he’s unpunctual, he won’t 

a lovely drivel want to take you this afternoon i,e,, ' 
“ Must pay tiiat call to-day.” 

Going to-morrow f Oh, do slay— we had looked forward to 
piite a week more. Can’t you alter it ?” i,e,, “ Ouite Es^w 
he ’s got to go.” 

Such a sweet girl to have in the house i,e,t “JSSaves^folrii^' 
from morning night.” 


vox, IdX, 


M 





SEASIDE REGATTA, 
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HAPPY THOUGHT. DAVID 


REDlViVUS ! 


ALL THE TEAE ROUND; 

Or, Keejpmg Up the Ball, 

When September soats the fields, 

And ihe leayes hedn to fall, 

Cricket imto FoothaJl yields, — 
Thatisalll 

Tes—m hot or humid weather, 

At all seasons of the year, 
life is little without leather 
In a sphere. 

In the scrimmag:e, at the stumps, 

’IS'eath the goal, behind the sticks, 
Life’s a ball, which Summer thxunps, 
Winter kicks. 

From l^ATTsrcjuL— classic girl! 

Unto Eenshaw, Gunn, and Geicb, 
Balls mankind must kick or hurl, 
‘^Slog’^ or “place.” 

Our “ terrestrial ball ” is round, 

{Is it an idea chimerical ?) 

Man, by hidden instincts bound, 

Loyes the spherical. 

In rotund, elastic bounders, 

Plainly the great joy of men is, 
Witness cricket, billiards, rounders, 
And lawn-tennis. 

How the championship is fixed. 

How the averages are settled. 

Spite of critics rather mixed, 

Slightly nettled. 

How the heroes of the Uoal 
Brace themselves for kick and scrum- 
mage, 

Yerily, upon the whole, 

’Tis a “rum” age! 


Wane the joys of Love, Art, Faction, 
Parties rise and Parties fall, 

The world’s sure centre of attraction 
IsaBalll 

WARE SNAKE ! 

Sats Professor At.vreb Mabsbcail, of Cam- 
bridge, the great Fnglish Economist, m his 
luminous Address at the British AssociaticA. 
meeting 

“Eyery year economic problems become more 
diflBlcult, every year it is more manifest that we need 
to have more knowledge and to get it soon, in order 
to escape, on the one hand, from the cruelty and 
waste 01 irresponsible competition and the licentious 
use of wealth, and, on the other, from the tyranny 
and the spiritual death of an iron-b ound Socialism** ^ 
Here he judicial truths, skilfully ikTar- 
shalled into clear order, which may profitably 
be noted by the angry sciolistic skirmishers 
on one side and the otner in the great Social 

War now raging. ^ . x-l i.* i* 

The sniffing LaieseZ’-fatre man, the ,hign 
wTifi dry Economist, shrieks at the enthusiastic 
humanitarian Socialist, whom he would fain 
send to Antioyra, — or Prther ; the headlong 
humanitarian Socialist jowls at the high ^d 
dry Economist, whom he would like to de- 
spatch finally to Saturn, or “ haply to wme 
lower lev^” as Bob Lowe’s epitaph had it. 
The result is cantankerous chanvari I 
Mabshael does more aud better. ^ He em- 
phasises “the cruelty aud waste of icrespon- 
sihle competition,” he admits “ the licentious 
use of wea^,” hut he also recognises ^ the 
tyi ^nyiy and the spiritual death, of an iron- 
hound Socialism,” that violent and veuomoiw 
form of Socialism, whirii JBdr, JPiifWJi^this we^ 
hasrepresentedunder the aptsymholof ading- 
ing, hampering, and suffocating Serpenti 
Let the impetuous zealots who may probably 
demur to Jar. JPunehU symbol-— misundmr- 


stauding it — ^ponder Professor Maeshael’s 
words, and he not precipitate in judment. 
There is Socialism and Socialism. The sort i 
pictured by Professor Maeshaee, and Mr, [ 
Punch, is, like the Serpent of Old Myth, not 
the would-be friend of labour-cursed man- 
kind, hut a deceiving and glosingly deadly ■ 
I “ incarnation of the Enemy.” 

' THE STRAIGHT TIP. 

S * There is one national duty in this connection, 
only one, that is worth msisting upon for a 
moment. That du^ is to render it impo^ible for 
any enemy or combination of enemies to internet 
our supply of food or whatever else is necessary for 
our well-being.”— PAs on Sir George 

Tryon'e Scheme for National Imuranee of Ship- 
ping in Time of War,"] 

Eight, “Thunderer,” and tersely put I 
Hammer this into Bull’s big noddle, 

Until he just puts down his foot 
On temporising timid twaddle, 

And yon will do a vast d^ more 
To keep our drowsy British Lion 
In health, and strength and wakeful roar 
TbsjL all the schemes Teton may try on. 
Battle ’snot always to the strong; 

The race, though, must he to — ^the Fleet, 
With us at least. We can’t go wrong 
In Tuakiug safety there complete. 

And by St. George we can’t go right 
On any other tack whatever, 

Until that Fleet is fit to fight 
With all our foes though strong and clever. 
Lasurance may he all serene, 

But the insurauce John must measure 
Is safety on all roads marine 
For hitn^ his men, his food, his treasure. 
And if our ships don’t give us this 
On Heptane’s high-road wild and wa^, 
John Bull his chief straight tip 
And likewise soon may miss— Ms Havy I 
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PROFESSOR MARSH’S PRIMEVAL TROUPE. 

Hs SHOWS HIS PssyBCT Hastsr? ovsk thb Cbsatopsih^ 

{Ste Proeeeiimgt tf Su SrUiA Association at Leeds.) 

CUPID AND MINEEYA. 

[Kngasntfrm an Autobiography that it ishopedviitt newer be vcrilten.) 

amoM that my past Aould be oonoealed from him, u I Mtthat 
a* a barrier for ever ! So I dissembled. 
Iada^<^T oonTeisatum to his oaMbmties. I learned to talk of lawn tenn^ 
P<di ti<«,^eTBa oookery. Onfy on one occasion did I betray myself. Witi 

? mt^tjieo, he replied, -with oondescensioii. 

“Vonld 
He looked at 


«« Iff' Iv " — ^ ^ asKea, som 

iroteing, Eotog ! I said, confusedly. 1 1 
-Sxi^iiatory Prononntsing Dictionary of Lati 


ihrongh 


imioimcmg Dickonary of Latin 'auotations, and fWd tie 

safe,J>ut I knew that the confidence that hitherto 

T I faiowl have been disagreeable. Bnt I confess 

* i^ “i® doesn’t care to be picked np sharp in his Latin ” 

J ^ y’tt will loye me ? " 

•ad TO &*■ Hh loo^?*’ I set W teeth 

“ if he w««ld mv 


A 4, ii. * r < it’ was nara to bear I 

OhTOSS^tS^^^S^ t "" marriage. Just as I to storting for the 
fuMsh nauMMp^ to tremUefo superscription 

.todeowneeBdas^npcai me. Heknew at last thatihad token aDoSkKr^ 

>• tte oompeLting 


"IN THE AIE!” 

A Parable for the Period. 

“A coTirse precipitous, of dizzy speed 
Suspending thought and breath ; a monstrous sight ! 

Por in the air do I behold indeed 
An Eagle and a Serpent wreathed in fight.” 

Shbllby^s JRevoU of Islam, 

A itoNSTROTTS sight ! Through Shelley’s vision rare 
Of high Revolt one mighty image glows, 

This pregnant symbol of the struggling pair, 

So strangely matched, and wildly-warring foes, 
Pilling the startled air with Titan throes. 

Interpret as you will that Winged Form, 
High-soaring, keen-eyed, of imperial pose, 

Or that close-olingmg, coiled Colossal Worm ; 

’Tig an eternal type of strae amidst the storm. 

The symbol speaks, though variously applied. 

Of snaking sleight that soaring strength assais, 

And strives to drag it from its place of pride, 

And, after cruel conflict, faints and fails. 

Sometimes it seems the air’s strong monarch vails 
His crest awhile, as, hampering coil on coil, 

Insidious toot on pinion proud prevails ; 

Yet towering greatness crawling hate shall foil, 

Hor shall the Bird of Jove be long the Python’s spou. 

Strong-winged this Eagle, either wafter ready 
To buoy and to upbear that body great. 

Potent of beak and claw, of eye-glance steady. 

Lord of the air, and master of its fate, 

It seems, it seems, sailing in splendid state 
Athwart the stretches of the skyey bine. 

Yet what might he the fleet- winged wanderer’s fate. 
Did either pinion fail ? Its flight is true 
Only when level buoyed upon the plumy two. 

" A shaft of light upon its wings descended. 

And every golden feather gleamed therein.” 

Ay ! and their fate ’s inextricably blended ; 

Let either faint or flag, they shall not win 
Athwart the aerial a 2 nire clear and thin. 

= ^lothBTed in use are they, in use and need. 

^ how the Serpent’s many-coloured «kfn 
^rithes hither, thither, with insidious heed, 

Striving to maim one pinion. Shall the pest succeed ? 

^ Bred far below, in dank malarious slime, 

That Seipent hath no power to soar in air, 

ciiiighig to winged creatures that can nlimh 
^ The empyrean ; yet froni its foul lair 
> if ^ broad wings it would ensnare, 

Bncoil, enshaokle, hamper, break, drag down. 

' should dare. 

That Worm, to wriggle midst its plumes full grown. 
And with the Air’s sole monarch thus dispute the crown ? 

Alas I the Eagle stooped ; those well-poised pinions 
Jb altered, and heat the air unevenly ; 

Hor shall the Bird maintain its proud dominions 
It those wings lapse from rhythm, pulse awry. 

Yam power of beak and claw, keenness of eye. 

Or pnde of crested head, if tnose broad vanes 
Beat wimout balance true the clouded sky. 

The lord of those etherial domains, 

Once wing-maimed, pitiless fate to the dull earth enchains. 

That Serpent is a sinister birth of time, 

The likeness of the light ’twonld fain take on. 

But engendered from the poisonous slime 
Of hate, and greed, and darkness. Though it don 
Apollo s ^se, ’tis hut ApoUyon. 

To shackle, poison, palsy is its aiTn. 

Yenom and violence never yet have won 
A victory truly worthy of the name. 

To call this thing Toil’s friend is friendship to defame. 

Eagle and a Serpent wreathed in fight I ” 

^ere is the symbol he who runs may reafl. 

The Bird is Trade, with pinions balanced right ; 

Labour and Capital in love a^eed, 

M ’s well ; the Serpent shall not then succeed 
In shacklmg that, or in destroying this. 

The snake, a venomous worm of poisonous breed, 

Mark, W ealth 1 m^k, Toil I The moral ’s one you soaroe 
1 can miss I 








A WOED TO JOHN BUENS, 

He vas in the unfortunate position of having prohahly to go to Parlia- 
ment at the next election, but he would rather go to prison half-a-dozen 
t.i-mAtt than to Parliament once, because Labour candidates in the pa^ had 
Ait>iAr been thrown out or tied to the coat-tail of party politics. He wished 
it to be distinctly understood that there must be nothing of this, but their 
candidates must go forth as labour candidates, and labour candidates only. 
He must know on what terms he must do the dirty work of going to Parlia- 
ment.”— iSfr. John Burns at the Trade Vmon Congress at Lwerpooi:\ 

G-ood gracioxts, how awfnl ! The Trades were assembled, 

And they all yelled together, and tempers got brittle ; 


(Though Btisbs is perhaps Boanerges spelt little). 

And he laid all about him, like mnles who can kick hard, 

Bnt kick without aim for the pleasure of kicking ; 

And he trod upon Penwicb:. and trampled on PiaEA|a), 

And his frirads shont^ Death to political tricking 1 ” 

And on one side we heard all the Socialist gang wage 
A war against Bboadhcest, who carried a hod once. 

And BsoAnHunsT retorted on Bunirs and his langmige. 

That Bxjkets might go back, since he languished in ** quod " once. 

And Bunurs ranted back ; as the French say, the mustard 
TTftd gone to Ms nose, wMch was rather unfortunate* 

St Stephen’s requires me, and I,” so he blustered, 

Must needs be a Member, since friends are importunate. 

** But I ’d rather,” he added, “ go six; times to Holloway ” 


Short answers are best, so Punch answers ^ou, ** Stow it. 

Stay away, and we’ll for salyation without you.” 

There ’s no “ must ” in the matter. The goose, J ohn, who flaps his 
Yain wings, though at first very fearful he may be. 

If you face him at once, why, he promptly collapses ; 

He may hiss as he runs, he won’t frighten a haby. 

Be warned in good time— why there isn’t a man, Sir, 

Or at most one or two, whom the ludTerse misses. 

Yon stmt for a moment, and tiien, like poor Amer^ 

You vanish, uncared-for, with lEplntter and hisses. 

If a man cares to toil, if, like BBOAUHimST or Bukt, he 
Puts his neck to the yoke for the good of his fellows, | 

He will ^d work to do (though you scorn it as dirty), j 

Without all this labour of trumpet and bdlows. 

Surely butter must doy, though your friends do ^e ohuming^- ^ I 


AtiH Punch thinks it well, when your head has d<me turning, 
You ^ould turn a new leaf, and just soften your manner. 


Tium go (wMch is dirt) to St. Stephen’s, or loll away 
My time and the People’s as Member of Parliament.” 

How, Bumrs, be advised ; that is hunkum— you know it. 

You “ must be a Member ” ? Pooh, pooh, J obot, I doubt you. 


Bailway Time-Table. AppHcable all tHe Year Bound. 

6 Cabs— full of Passengers 1 Dawdling Porter. 

12 DawdliM Porters = 1 Train’s Start. 

2 Trains’ Sarts « 1 Danger SignaL ^ 

2 Danger Signals = 1 Stoppa^ on the Lme. 

3 Stoppagesi on the Line ~ 1 Late Arrival. 

365 Pnl^o’s Uadsas QnmiHA 

A MtjmiaoTJS QiXE.-(,ExampU of . 

Taking a life at PooL 
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THE BETTES THE DAY, THE BETTER THE TALK ! 

nyJiishiOiMi^e Waierinff I^Iace tohere ** Church Parade^^ is a recognised 
TmMSunday, 1 p.m, JSnter Bbowit and Mrs. Beow, loho 

iahe ch^», 

Mrs,^ JBromn^ Good Gracious ! Look another way I Those odious people, the 
Sneeiireass, are comiog towards us ! 

Mrtmm* Why odious ? I think the girls rather nice. 

- f Cf: Oh, uou would, because men are so easily taken 

m I Hiee, mdeed ! Why, here ^s Major Buttons, 

B, his head sharply to the right). Don’t see himl Can’t stand the 

ieBcw I I always ayoid him at the Club ! 

Mrs. JB, Why ? Soldiers are always such pleasant men. 

Buttons a soldier I Tears ago he was a Lieutenant in a 
holds honorary rank in the Yolunteers ! Soldier, 
migd I Bl^ me i here’s Mrs. Em-FLUMMEUT— mind yon don’t cut her, 

Jw. Y^, I shaa ; the woman is insupportable. Did you ever see such a 
aressf And jme has ohan^d the colour of her hair — again ! 

W^^ther she has or hasn’t, she looks jMirticularly pleasing. 

M rs^JB. {dndy). Ton were always a little eccentric in your taste! Why, 
«cmy tore must be Mr. Penntjpather Bobson. How smart he looks I Where 
oflw he have come from ? 

KtaBrnfamptey Court! JZWJjr.) You were iiever_^rtionkrly famous for 
PJiAOTASENET Smuhs ! [Be hw)i with effution. 

B. And law SnuBT Joneses! {She kisseslher hand gushingly.) By 
tojmy, dw,^ di^ t yen say tliat the Plantagenet Smtehs were suspected of 
Unde before they inherited his property ? 

darling* And didn’t yon tell me, my own, that the 
parols of ]&« Stoart Jones w^ convicts before they became millionnaires ? 

A iSo A hare hea^ loved coie. {Starting up,) Come, Cjblarust, we 

^ ^ tis, «A« is snre to ask me 

he to beg m© to snbficiibeto an orphanage or a hospital! Here, 
tak&jyoftr pcay^ivlKxij^or people wem’t know lliit we 1 ave oome from ohnroh I 

\,Exsunt hurriedly. 


HOMO SAPIENS. 

{A Question for the next Anthropological AssemUy,) 

[“ When we consider the vast amount of time comprised in 
the Tertiary period . . . the chances that man as at present 
constituted, should be a survivor from that period seem remote, 
and against the species Komo Sapiens having existed in Miocene 
times ahnost incalculable.”— of the President of the 
Anthropological Section^ Dr, John Evans, at the Leeds Meeting 
of the British Association,'] | 

When then did Somo Sapiens first appear ? 

Upon whose speculations shall we bottom ns ? 
Contemporary he with the cave bear, 

But hardly with the earliest hippopotamus. 

The happy Eocene beheld him not ; 

That cheerful epoch when a morning ramble 
Among the mammoths, without gun or shot, 

Must have been such a truly sportive scramble. 

The pleasant Pliocene preceded him, 

Apparently, poor bare, belated JSomo ; 

His spectre seems to haunt, despondent, dim, 

Lakes— how unlike Killaxney, Wenham, Como ! — 
Where dens called Dwellings may have left some trace. 

Before “ qnarternary times ” — whatever they were — 
Homo appears not to have shown his face, 

And then its features far from gracefully gay were. 

So Evans, who the mystery of Mau’s birth 
Into our Cosmos carefully unravels. 

He seems to view with sceptical calm mirth, 

Remains of Man among the river gravels. 

Well, we ’ll relinquish Tertiary man^ 

Without immoderate grief, or lasting anguish. 

The Pliocene, if we can grasp its plan, 

Would seem an epoch when onr race would languish. 
The skeletons, cut animal bones, and fiints, 

Supposed to prove his presence, let’s abandon ; 

But on some subjects we should like some hints; 

When did he come, and what has Sapient Man done 
To justify Ms advent ? Take Mm now, 

Apart from introspection preMstoric, 

What is the being of the lifted brow 
Doing at present ? Strange phantasmagoric 
Pictures of Ms proceediugs fiit before 
The vision of alert imagination ; 

Playing the brute, buffoon, “bounder,” or bore, 

In every climate, and in every nation ! 
jHb7?2o— here wasting half his hard-earned gains 
Upon Leviathan Fleets and Mammoth Annies, 
Spending Ms boasted gifts of Tongue and Brains ' 

In Par^ spouting. Swearing potent charm is 


Or fighting o’er the Genesis of Fable. 

Yon ’ll find him — ^as a Frank — in comic rage, 

Mouthing mad rant, fighting preposterous duels, 
Scattering ordures o’er Romance’s page, [jewels. 

And decking a swine’s snout with Style’s choice 
You ’ll see him — as a Teuton— ‘trebly taxed. 

Mooning ’midst metaphysical supposes ; 

Twirling a huge moustache, superbly waxed, 

And taking pride in slitting comrades’ noses. 

You’ll meet him. — as a Muscovite— dead set 
On making civic life a sombre Hades, 

Shaking a knife with tyrant’s blood red- wet. 

Or— aping “Paris-goods” in art, dress, ladies. 
Ton’ll spy Mm— as a Yankee— gassing loud 
Aboutliis pride, and yet chin-deep in snobbery ; 
Leaving State matters to corruption’s crowd, 

And justifying (literary) robbery. 

Whilst as a Briton ! Bless us, ’twould take time 
To pictee Homo in Ms guise Britannic. 

Here he is making^ a fine art of crime, 

There he is fussing in a Puritan panic ; 

Here with McMucKne plays the prurientjspy. 

And there with Oscar in a paroxysm 
Of puerile paradox spreads to Cultohaw’s eye 
The fopperies of “ Artistic Hedonism” I 
Oh, Evans, noting Man {not Tertiary) 

In Church or State, the Studio or the Tavern, 

One wonders— not was he contemporary 
With Danish Ejokkenmoddings or Kent’s Cavern,-^ 
Ho, thinking of Ms work with Swords, Tongues, Pens, 
Of most of wMoh Wisdom would make a clearance. 
One wonders whether Homo Sapiens 
Has really truly yet made his appearance ! 
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OUR BOOKING-OPPICE. 

In oonfi€q.TLence of tlie tai:iiig in or taking out of Nobodies’ Inggage, 
tbe train Ead been considerably delayed, and this delay bad been 
protracted by tbe thirsty condition of the panting ana enfeebled 
engine. Stopping to water tbe borses in tbe olden days took mncb 
less time, I SionLd imagine, than stopping to supply tbe engine 
with water in our own day. Be tbis as it may, tbe stoppages nad 
I already been considerable, and tbe Baron was ruminating on the 
I best method of passing bis valuable time for tbe next two hours, 

I when it occurred to biin that in bis bag be bad been carrying about 
for some lime past three books, in the hope that there might occur 
some opportunity, of which tbe Baron could avail himself, to peruse 
these works, and remark upon them for tbe benefit of tbe select 
; reading public. He took up the first, read a few sketches of Our 
Chur(^wardens^ but failing to appreciate tbe subject, returned it to 
tbe bag, and went in for Momign<tr^ Perhaps tbe weak state Fof 
health in which our engine found itself, bad not been improved by 
tbe additional weight imposed on it, owing to having to carry Mon- 
signor^ “ Uncommonly heavy,/' said the Baron, when be arrived : 
at tbe hundredth page; “I will keep it in reserve for my lighter j 
and gayer moments, when timely repression may be necessary.” 
So saying, he restored this to the same receptacle, and made another 
dip in the lucky bag. This time he brought to the surface The Case 
of George Candlemas^ by Ueokoe Sims. Yery nearly giving it up 
was the Baron, on account of its title, so suggestive of the usual vein 
of shilling shockers, and very glad is he that he did not do so, as 
for the next hour and a quarter not only was the Baron really 
interested, but highly amused, and it would have done the heart of 
Ujeobue Sims, of Horrible London and other emotional tales, good to 
have seen the Baron chuckling over this capital short story, which 
is as ing^ous as it is genuinely droIL It bdon^s to the same genus 
as the Danvere Jetoele, though, in this latter, the idea of the chapter 
of the narrator is more humorously conceived than is Mr. Sims’s 
Baronet who acts as an amateur detective. The Baron highly 
recommends this story, as he also does a short tale in Blackwood^ for 
this month, entitled, A Fhgsiologisfe Wife^ by A. Conan Dotle. 

The Baron’s attention has been turned to five little volumes of 
Love Talee^ English, Irish, Scotch, American, and German. They 
form a companion set to Weird Tales^ published also by Patebson 
& Co., and a pocketable size, most nseful for travellers. 

jL ^opoe of Travellers, why does not some English firm bring ont 
a senes of Guide-books, of the size, and writtmi in the s^le of the 
Gutdee Conty^ which, for travelling in France, are far and, away the 
best Guide-books I know. The Guidee Joanne are of course good, 


steady, trustworthy Guides, but they don’t attract the trav^er’s 
attention to out-of-the-way places, and to the ** things to do,” in the 
same pleasant way as do the writers in the Guides Coniy. Where 


to go, when to go,' how to go, how to make the most of a short visit, 
wlmt.to ask for, what to look for, what to take, and what to avoid, 
these'are detaBa for which the Guides Conty go in. They might be 
better, perhaps, in the way of maps, but this is a fanlt of all Guides. 
Wishing, when at Havre, to visit Merville-sur-Mer, md the cele- 
brated Comeville, with whose cloches we are all acquainted, in vain 
I searched the ordinary maps, and at last found quite a microscopi- 
oal place, and withont the Snr Mer,” as there wasn’t room for it in 
a map of either the Guide Joanne or Conty ^ I forget which. Why 
it seems to he generally ig^red I don’t know, hnt in this respect it 
is a fdlow-sufferer with W^tgate-on-Sea, whose name is on no 
sign-post that ever I ’ve seen in the Island of Thanet, though it may 
by this time figure on some recent maps. The village of “ Garlinge,” 
which is on the inland side of the L. C. & D. line, is to he found on 
every direction-post and on every map, and the fashionable West- 
gate is, so to speak, nowhere. Baeon de Book-Wobms. 

P.S.— Jnst attempted to read Rtjdtabd Ktpijno’s On Greenhoio 
HUl^ in this month’s Macmillan, No doubt very olever, and will be j 
greatly admired by Kiplrngites, hnt, for me, time is too valuable 
and l&e too short to study and appreciate it. 1 can’t even read it: 
dommage, but I can’t. 

In tms month’s number of The Cabinet Fortrait Gallery (Cassell 
& Co.) there is one of the best photographs of John Mobuet I ever 
remember to have seen. Not easy to take : this one is by Downey. 
No mistaking a photo by Downey, and this one of John Mobiey, 
the Nineteenth Century St. Just, has a thoroughly downy look 
about the face. Those of Lady Dudley and Sir Fbedeeick Lmshton 
are not up to the Downey standard, specially Lady Dudley’s. 

In the Fortnightly Mr. Fbank Hakbts has mduoed Mr. W* S. 
Lilly to give us some personal reminiscences^ of Cardinal Newman, 
together with some letters of the Cardinal’s to him. Interesting yhut too 
brief. Oddly enough, d propos of “ Reimnisoenoes,” there iSi in this 
same Number a very amuaiag article by J. M. Babbie on the manu- 
facturing of remimsoenoes. Yery droll idea. Bead it,” says the 
Baron. 

In the Contemporary Mr. Wilfbid Meynell gives an mteresting 
Memoir of the great Cardinal and his contemporaries, and Mr. Exn>- 
YABD Eiphno writes a tale entitled The Fnlighienment of Mr, 
of which more when I’ve read it. * * * I have read 
it. It isn’t a story, so I was disappointed, and about as interesting 
to a story-seeker as The National Congress^ of which it treats, to 
the majority of the Indian natives. But the dialogue is instructive 
and amusing, and will enlighten many Padgetts. 3^ B.-W. 

*‘Un Peititt-Habbi 8 Compi 5 MENT.”--Augu^s Dbubiolanus 
and his colleague in the authorship of the new piece at the Natkmad i 
Theatre are to be congratulated. As might have been anticipated 
&om the title, there is money in it.” . 
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I[er Friend, But surely the size must he a little exaggerated, 
VOCES POPU Lin douH you tbiuk ? Oh, is this the Q-od Ptah ? 

THU TITJTTTBTT MrSEUSf f express a gnmed 

AT THE BEITISH MtbEuji. pity^ after which she passes on. 

In TEE ScuLPTUEE Galleeies. Intelligeut Artisan and his Fianoee have entered the ^ Nineveh 

dm&rered drifiirw languidly along in a state of depression^ Gallery, and are regarding an immense human-headed winged hull, 

^ miy tampered by the mxmimai exercise of the right of every The L A. [indulgently), Eum-lookiug sort o’ beast that ere. 

Briton to critieiie whenever he fails to understand. Fiancee. Ye-es— I wonder if it ’s a likeness of some animal they 


The mmerai is of fainUy amused and patronising -^ged to ’aye then ? 
suneri&rity. The L A, I did think 


ou was wider than that!—W& on’y 



Eefmd Admit- 
txBm. 


hut it ain’t mine ! ’alf a man where the ’ed ought to be, because I’ve seen their pictures 

A Woman (examining a fragment from hose —so there ! , n ^ 

of seuipitered column with a puzzled expressi<m. The L A, I dunno what you ’ve got where your ’ed ought to be, 
as she reads the inscription), “ Lower portion torking snob rot I 

of female figure— probably a Bacchante.* t ttr* Uppes Galleeies ; Ethnogeaphical Collection. 

more thmli hit of Sr S:bt iSt ^ats Grim Governess (directing a seared small hoy^s attention to a 

Oh, I s’S^e S’ve gor^ particularly hideous mask). See, Heney, that’s the kind of mask 

for the day with ^ Ve^y. Always-or oidy on the fifth of November, Miss Gooia ? 
his Fkncge4-ea<f.»ff from pedestal). “ Part of C-He records a mental vow never to visit a Savaye Island on Guy 
a mmp of Aa-Astr^-no, Asiroyo— lizontes” Fawked l>ay,and makM a prolonged study of the mash, 

-ftat\ what they are, yer see. ^ . fdhamew to future n^htrrMres. _ 

Fiancie. But who were they ? ^ hind, hut dense Uncle (to Niece), All these curious things were 


'that \ what they are, yer see. 
Fiamie. But who were they ? 


T%s L A, 'Weil, I can’t tell yer— not for certain ; hut I expect made by cannibals, Ethel— savages who eat one another yon know. 

’d be the people who in’abited Asteagalizontia. Fthel (suggestively), Bnt, I snppose, Uncle, they wouldn’t eat one 

Fis^s, Was that what they used to call Ostralia before it was another if they had anyone to give them buns, would they ? 

» . sm. jm. m , mmm .am ^ m . m ^ -VWI • M ^ 'T'^ Y*T" . _ 7 _ .7 * ^T.- .^1^7 X.. mJ. a U „ m,L 


dJeeoT^red ? (They come to the Clytie bust.) Why, if that isn’t the 
same bead Mrs. Meooles has under a glass shade in her front window, 
cffily mailer— and hers is alalmater, too ! But fancy them going and 
eimyiiig it, and I daresay without so much as a “ by your leave,” or 
r^thankyou!” 

The L A, (reading). “Portrait of Antonia, sister-in-law of the 
Iteperor Tibkbius, in the character of Clytie turning into a sunfiower.” 

m T.i>vi. T OM9 vn Aarra AiATt^4T 4'lvA'Tr P 


F&me^, Lar I They did queer thin^ in those days, didn’t they ? savages say their prayers to, 


[Ner Uncle discusses the suggestion elaborately, but without 
appreciating the hint; the Governess has caught sight of 
a huge and hideous Hawaiian Idol, with a furry orange^ 
coloured head, big mother^ ^pearl eyes, with black balls for 
the pupils, and a grinning mouth picked out with sharJds 
teeth, to which she introduces the horrified Heney. 

Miss Goole. How, Heney, yon see the kind of idol the poor 


(Btapp^ before another bust,) Who ’s that ? 

The J. A, of Ariadne. 

FkmAe {dighiiy swrprised). What! — not young Adijey down 
our street f 1 didn’t know as be ’d been took in stone. 

The I, A, How do you supper they ’d ’ave young Adnby in 
smoug ibis lot— why, that’s antique I 
Fim^, Well, I was thinking it looked more like a female. But 


Harry (tremulously). But n— not just before they go to bed, do j 
they, Miss Goole ? 

Among the Mummies. 

The Unde, That’s King Eameses’ mummy, Ethel. 

Fthel. And what was her name, Uncle ? 

The Governess (halting before a case containing a partially unrolled 


r mMwwy, the Spine and thigh of which are exposed to view). Fancy, 

w H™, that’s part of an Egyptian who has been dead for thonsanlf 


if it’s mant for old Mr. Teak, the shipbuilder’s daughter, it flatters 
her mp considerable; and, besides, I always understood as her name 


was Betsy. 

I%e L A* Ho, no; what a girl yon are for getting things wrong! 
’ed was cut out years and vears ago ! 


Why, you’re not frightened, are you ? 


Harry (shaking). Ho. I’m not frightened. Miss Goole — only, if 
you don’t mind, I — I ’d rather see a gentleman not quite so dead. 
And there ’s one over there with a gold face and glass eyes, and he 




Woman. Dear, dear-to think o’ goin? to all that expense 
f^s^tf^Ldnft someole JteaithemmoTrS^teWe ^d do« hS^^w^Pi^rrf la? n,Z“® ' Andmonkeys. 
ft^bLhS^* don’t live in Womat And there’s a mtunlnied •crocodile down there. 

A l^n\ A Uati ch 9 ^ ^ mummy crocodile, do you ? 

WAit’aariofberiCfyjffATn'/TniTifl+haf Leader (with an air of perfect comprehension of Fgyptian 

tme to Hatoe, you’ve only to walk any day along the Euston Road. ^ t 

A Fmdiecti Man, 1 dessay it ’s a fine oolleotion enough, hut it ’s Pbbhistoeic Galleey. 

mp^^aii^am’tmore prf^ J should ha’ thought, with so Old Lady (to"* Policeman).. Oh, Policeman, can you tell me if 
E yny mis rubbish lying about as is- no use to nobody there ’s any article here that ’s supposed to have belonged to Adam ? 

fiiey might ha’u^^ it up in mending some that only Foliceman (a wag in his way). Well, Mnm, we ^ave ’ad the 
je^RaapBs a arm ere, or a there, ’cd and what not, to make ’andle of his spade, and the brim of his garden ’at, hut they wore 
'em a« goad as ever. But ketch (As maona «A« Officials) taking out last year and ’ad to he thrown away— things won’t last for 
they can help iJt! ever— even ’are, you know. 

Jai« Uompamon, Ah, bnt yer see it ain’t so easy fitting on bits Av™, 

^at h^tmged to wua^lhing differmt. You ’ve got to look at it . . y xxv v w- 

uthaiimyl A Peevish Old Man. I ain’t seen anything to call worth seeing, 

M, I see no difficulty about it. Why, any stone- ^ museum at ’ome they Ve a lamb with six legs, and 

Mamreeuld eat down the odd pieces to fit well enough, and they bairylight stones as big as cannon-balls ; but there ain’t none of that 
have such a z^egleded appeorance^as they do now. ^ dog-tired trapesing over these hoards, I am i 

Bightseer, There ’s a iox yer I you axe » ^ ^ » 

.. r" ^ Wo^. Yes; W wonld yer like to ’ave that BtheVt Uncle (eheerUy). Well, ETTrnr.. fl think we’ve seen all 
MBMaggBc togy^’ri r ^ . ■ there is to he seen, eh? ' ■ 

. I expeei they ve put it up ’ere as a Fthel, There ’s one room we havki’t been into yet, Uncle dear. 

tr -a , U»cfe. Ha— and what’s that? 

^TO giiiMmtaoae^^I . , ^ {The hint is accepted at last. 


have such a negleded appearanee^as they do now. 

At ^frovp ha$ colUcted round a Gigantic Arm in red granite, 

" Firsi Sightseer, There ’s a arm fear yer I 
Second S, (a hmwrM). Yes; ’ow would yer like to ’ave that 
com a imdrag your ’ed ? 

i ^ 1 expeei they’ve put it up ’ere as a 

s a arwiirt te f i, hkei. 

; T& ^MsraiM^ Matron,. Hevt it makes one realise that there 
Liiem giaw m tho^ 


or ^tiilmtioas, wh^er MS., Printei Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wiU 
accompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, To tMs rule 
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! upon Boulogne or Dieppe, I again acqui^oed. Whp he asserted 
OUT FOR ANOTHER HOLIDAY* that every ^glish tourist would be to avoid the place, I 

t'Rnmif Tmvinviifti emfL acknowledged that there was the genuine ring of truth in his 

[By our Impartial and ^ ot M>6-b%amd Critic.) declaratioru When he ap^ed to me, as a dispassionate observ^, 

I WAu been told that Ostend was an excellent pla<^. “ Quite i to say whether I did not (insider the conduct of ^e au^oriues 

a Town of Palaces I ” was the enthusiastic description that had 1 arbitrary, unjust, and absurd, I waa forced to admit “^t I ata oon- 

reached me. So I determined to leave “ Delicious Dover” (as the sider that conduct absolutely indefensible. Lastly,^ when he 
holiday Leader-writer in the daily papers would call it), and take ! announced that he intended never to say another word on jwaise of 

boat for the Belgian coast. Ostend, I confessed that I had oome in my own mind to the same 
N The sea was as calm as a deteramiation. ^ _ . 

^ _ ^ lake, and the sun lazily P.S.— -I may add that I was accompanied by my son, who was also 

" m-'' 1 touched np the noses of refused admittance. But ihis is a mister of purely personal interest, 

Slumbered on the and has nothing whatever to do with it. 

beach. There is an excel- , . 


7 ■ :V 


lent service of steamers 
between England and 
Belgium. This service has 


THE CACHET OP CASH AT DRURY LANE. 


Belgium. This service has ^ Million of Money ^ “a new military, sportbg, and spectacular 
but one drawback— a slight Drama,” is a marvel of stage management. 'No better things than 
_ one: the vessels have away the tableaux of the Derby Day, the grounds of the Welcome Club, 
-- with them of perpetrating the departure of the Guards from Wellington Barracks for 
practical jokes. Only a foreign parts 
week or so ago one lively tave been 

mail-earner started prema- Often fo- marl V /V 


week or so" ago one Uvely ravl Sren 

^ . , , mail-ean^r stated prema- seen for many A>^ 

turely, smashing a gangway, and dropping a portmanteau quietly a long year, /L 7 1 ^ 

into me ocean. On my return from foreim shores, Ipsissed the same la such a piece 0\ Ay | 

cheerful ship lying in mid-channel as hdpless as an infant. How- dialogne 1 IITIlililmtn fe r ”'^"1 ^ iw ^i OI 

ever, the accident (something, I fancy, had gone wrong with the fga matter of I V Rl ! I sl 1 11 1 hif f M 

engmes) appeared to be treated as more amusing than important, secondary £ 

Stfll, perhaps, it would be better were the name of tMs luckless boat consideration, \ 
changed to Ze Farceur ; then travellers would know what to expect, ^ud even the 1 a 

But I must confess that my experiences were perfectly pleasant, story is of no 
The steamer in which I journeyed crossed the Channel in the advertised great import- 

time, andi I wished to be hypercritioaL I would merely Mat that That the ^ 

the official tariff of the refreshments sold on board is tantalising, should Medal found in the Neighbourhood of Drury Lane. 

When I wanted cutlets,^ I was told they were and when I remind one of Drury Lane successes in the past is not surprising, 

asked for “cold rosbif,* was “off” too. The gar con considering that one of the authors (who modestly places bis name 

(who looked more like a mid^pman a cabm-boy) twk ten second on the programme, when everyone feels that it should oome 
minutes tx) discover this fact. And as I had to rely upon him for -first) has been invariably associated with those triumphs of scenic art. 
information, I had to wait even longer before the desired (or rather Atjgtjstus DBUBiOLAurrs has beaten his own record, and the Million 
\ nndesired) mtelligenoe was conveyed to me. I piide myself upon ^ Money so lavishly displayed beMnd the scenes, is likely to be 
caring nothing about food, but this failure to obtain my heart’s (or riyaled by the takings in front of the Curtain — or to be more exact, 
thereabouts’) yearning caused me sore annoyance. at the Boxroffice. The Authors, in more senses than one, have 

WeE, I reached Ostend. The town of palaces contained a Kimsaal carried money into the house. But they have done more— they 
and a Casino. There were also a number of large hotels of the have inculcated a healthy moral. While Mr. HsiotY Abthtie 
E ing’s Road, Brighton., Northumberland Avenue type. Furraer, Joistes is teaching audiences a lessen in Judah^ that would have 
there were several let out in flats, and (to judge &om received the entWsiastio approval of the philanthropic Earl of 

the prices demanded and obtained for them) to flats. The suite of Shaptesbttrt, after whom Shaftesbury Theatre is, no doubt, called, 
apartments on the ground floor consisted of a s ma ll bed-room, a tin^ great Habbis and the lesser Pjbttit are showing us in the 
drawing-room, and a balcony. The baloony was used as a saUe a character of the FLeo. GcFriel Maythome^ a Pari^u that would 
manger in fine weather, and a place for the utterance of strang certainly have secured the like hearty good-will at the same 
expressions (so I was informed) when the rain interfered wim al shadowy hands. The Rev. ( 3 rentleman is a dergyman that extorts 
fresco comfort. There was a steam tramway, and some bathing- admiration of everyone whose good opinion is worth seenring- 
macMnes of the springless throw-you-down-when-you-least-ex- apparently is a “ coach,” and (seemingly) allows Ms pupils 'so 
pect-it sort. The streets, omitting the walk m front of the sea, touch Ltitude that one of them, Marry Dunstable (Mr. Wabnbb), | 
were narrow, and the shops about as interestmg as those at the ^ ^ yuxl up to town with Ms (the Reverend’s) daughter secretly, 

poorer end of the Tottenham Court Road. But these were merely tuaxry her, and stay in London for an indefinite period. And he 
details, the pride of Ostend being the Kursaal, wMch reminded me Parson) has no absurd prejudices— no narrow-mindedness. He 
of an engine-house near a Loudon terminus. I ‘purchased a tilcket to the Derby, where he appears to be extremely popular at 
for the Eursaal and the Casino. There waa to be a concert at the luaeheon-time amongst the fair ladies who patronise the tops of 
flist and a boll at tlie last. I soon had enough of the concert, and the drags, and later on becomes quite at home at an illuminated 
started for the balL fgte at the ExMbition, amidst the moonlijjht, and a thousand 

It was then that I found a regulation in force that made my additional lamps. ^ It is felt that the Derby is run with this good 
cheeks tingle with indignation as an Englishman. Although the man’s blessing: and everyone is glad, for, without it, in spite of 
tickets costing three francs a piece, were said to secure admittance horses, jockeys, carriages, acrobats, gipsies, niggers, grooms, 
to the KursaM and the Casino, I noticed that children— good and stable-helps, and pleasure-seekers, the would m eesthetioally 

amiable cMldreu— wesce not allowed to enter the latter place. I inoomplete. And the daughter of the Reverend is quite as interest- 
eould understand the feeling of a. gentleman who attempted to ing as ner large-hearted sire. She, too, has no prejudices (as instance, 
obtain access for Ms eldest lad— a gallant hoy of some fourteen ^he little matrimonial trip to London) ; and when she has to part with 
summers, and a baker’s dozen of winters. My heart went out to her husband, on his departure (presumably ewrowie to the Bermudas), 
that British Father as he disputed with the Commissaires at ihe she requires lie vigorous assistance of a large detachment of Her 
doorway, and called the attention of the Representative of the Majesty’s Guards to support her in her bereavement. Of the actors. 
Control” to the fact that Ms hUlei was mMeading. “You are an Mr. Chablbs Glennet, as a broken-down gentleman, is certainly 
Englishman,” said the Representotive of the Control, “ and the ^he hero of the three hours and a half. In Act III., on the night of 
Engliah observe the law.” “Yes,” letomed the angry Father; the first performance, he brought down the house, and rewviBd two 
“but in England the Law would support one in obtaining that for before thefoo^ghts after the Curtain bad descended. He has 
wMoh one had paid. My son has paid for admission to the Kursaal many worthy oolleagnes, for instance, Mr. Habet NitiHOELS, Mi^at 
ancf the Casino! He is refused admittance to the Casmo, therefore Mieewabd, Mr. Chabi^s Wabneb, and Miss FAKiffT BBOFOT,^«ra. 
tiuB ticket of Ms spreads false intdligenoel It is a liar! It is a tlmt could be desired in their respective Hn^ ^ But, well b^f . 
zniBerable ! It should be called the traitor ticket I ” But all was ^ undoubtedly is, the play has vitality within it that does not 
useless. The gallant lad had to remain with the umbrellas! T depend for existence upon tine efforts of the company. It is go^^t 
could not help sympathising with that father. I ^uld not refrain round— scOTcry, dre^es, preperties, and effects — ^d will keep Its 
from agreeing iprith Mm, that where sudb. a thing was possibM, p|goe at Drury Lane dlriodged by the Pantomime at ^irisfmas. 

Bcnnething must be entirely wrong. I oould not deny that under ' ' - ■ ^ r ^ 

the- mrcumstances Cstend was a sham, . a delurion, and a snare! 7 " ^ ^ . , 

When he obsefved tiiat Cstend was grotesquely expensive, I Chabge of Name ai^ Sdissb. Te^manditoqu^ldteoii^r^^'., 

aAwitfaul tJia4; Mewss Tig^it. Whe& he saw. it was not a latdi iMtaiiLts to he known mfatnie as a Cant-get-on mrtead of a Claiiftw. 




Medal found in the Neighhonrhood of Drury Lane. 


voii* xmx. 
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MORE FROM OUR YOTTINQ YORICK. 

SiocxHOUi uM»ouibed by lovdy rfyer (that i», we approached and roses, and sing and have a good time before it, just like an old 
W loraly riTCri, with banks and hiUs covered with pine Greek offering to Bacchus. I saw it. And in the evening a fete 
and binb trees, and rtudoM with villas, where the Stockholm people where they carry a child got up as Bacchus, and seated on a barrel 
Ibn KwayfrcBi the town. “Studded” is a good word, but phrase with a wine-cup. A 




Swedish. Politen^. 


''V- — 


regular 

i ? U y 

dnnking 
proces- 
Bion. They 
have a 
wonder- 
ful open 
air res- 
taurant 
called The 
Hassel- 
backen, 
where you 
dine in 
delightful 
little 
green ar- 
bours, and 
lots of 
Swedish 
girls 
ab 0 u t a 
Capital 
dinners, 
A 1 wine, 
and first- 
rate mu- 
sio with 
full band. 






F4te in Honour of the Poet Bellman. 


fun band. JceT;ean.uonouroitneroet J^euman. 

niuch like with Sass,^^ as so many of our best No charge to go in; you pay before leaving, though. Yery good 
b^tmg. Why don’t the Swedes row? waiting. si s jr gwu 

L evenrMy as jolly^ s^d-jteys, The Swedes are very polite, and take their hats ofE on the slight- 

e^w^y jm^Sanday. By the way, what s a sand-boy”? Why est provocation, and keep them off a long time, specially wMst 

pi™. Mt ™.a . l™ »w ™. .. tdkm*t.<».l.ai«.rf..inp.ltayk«P 


all Mt round a huge palace, copy of em off double the time 
lie jMaee m Florenoe. Lifts to take the people 
iq^hill, and a circular tramway all round the town for 
ene penny. Lota of soldiers m uniforms like Prusaians 
or BuiadamL whi^ever you like. Such swagger xwHce- 
men, ail tall and handsome, with heautifnl helmets n-nd 


JBCE, ail tall and handsome, with heautifnl helmete and 
oyta What would au English cook say to them ? 
Oa tbedr al with tombs of Oxtstavos Vasa, Gustavus 
A noimDiB, and Bebnadottk. What was Bebnadotte 
dsang here? Didn’t like to ask. Piled np with kettle- 

drums and flags 

taken from the 

I L 'gSSf Russians. I no- 

H flf churches 

ff \ were equally 

1 Swedes. Ex- 
I change is no 

( I Wm Lu^. First 

I I^n/f view of IheSwe- 

\ f] snacks he- 

\ Mr ni fore lunch and 

\ ■ I I dinner, A side- 

f \ I ca- 

f j reindeer tongue, 

^ ^ i sausages, brown 

bread, prawns, 

** Lax and Snax.** Mppered her- 

-i. »^es. 





j^d^KMod. ** Lax and Snax.** 


Dinner in the Arbour. 


%l* to see, tiu one JS ttdt of I have done, is far more expressive than I can mak e anyone 

jSlTfbesSb®^^*^^ ^^Comomenis or the Seasoe imth Mr. PunehU kind 
??med, where brense head of cover it\ith*^S Sttikers-Our iUustrions 
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WANTED r" 

W AOTED, by a well-travelled lady, of sesidietic and refined 
tast^, a comfortable and congenial borne witb a Daobess. 
The Advertiser, wbo is a person of mncb intelligence, and a most 
agreeable gosadp, regards ber pleasant companionship as an equi- 
valent for the social advantages (inclnding carriage-driv^, and an 


introduction to the very best society), for which she is prepared to 
offer the very handsome remuneration of ten shillings a weeS. 


H orse WAI?TED,~Must have been placed in a recent Derby, 
and show a good racing record. Thoroughly sound in wind 
and limb, expected to be equal to carrying 13 stone in the Park, 
or to doing any work from a four-in-hand down to single harness in 
a hearse. On the advertiser being famished with a suitable beast, 
he will be prepared to put down a five-pound note for him, payable 
by ten-shilliug monthly instalments. 


H ome required EOR an Indian chief.— T he Adver- 
tiser, who has recently received a (wnsi^nment of Savages 
from Patagonia, and has had to entertain their Monarch in his 
residence at Bayswater, as he is about to pay a four weeks’ visit to 
the Continent, is anxious in the meantime to find a suitable borne 
for him in some quiet suburban family, who would not object to some 
fresh and lively experience introdut^ into the routine of their 
domestic circle, in consideration for a small payment to defray the 
n^ht extra cost involved in his support. He will give little trouble, 
an empty attic furnished with a hem:th-rug supplying him with all 
the accommodation he will require, while Ms food has Mtherto con- 
sisted of tripe, shovelled to him on a pitchfork, and stout mired with 
inferior rum, of which he gets through about a horse-p^ul a-day. 
His cMef recreation being a “Demon’s Wax Dance,” in which he 
will, if one be handy, hack a clothes-horse to nieces with hw “ baloo,” 
or two-edged chopper-axe, he might be found an agreeable inmate by 


or two-edged chopper-axe, he might be found an agreeable inmate by 
an aged and invalid couple, who would relish a little miusual after- 
dinner excitement, as a means of passing away a quiet evening or 
two. ApuHoaiLts anxious to secure the CMef should write at once. 
Three-and-sixpence a-week will be paid for his keep, wMch, 
gupplyrng the place of the rum in his drink (wMch has b^n tried 
with effect) with methylated spirit mixed with treacle, affords an 
ample margin for a handsome profit on the undertaking. 


DEVELOPMENT. 

( WiOb ackmwledgments to the Author of “ Paitencef) 

r^Even a colour-sense is more importanfc in the development of the indi- 
vidual than a sense of ligtit and -wTODg.” — Oscan Wildb.] 

Ip you’re anxious to deyelop to a true hedonic “swell,” hop on a 
pinnacle apart, 

Like a monkey on a stick, and your phrases quaintly pick, and then 
prattle about Art. 

Take some laboured paradoxes, and, like Samson’s flaming foxes, let 
them loose amidst the com 

(Or the honest commonplaces) of the Philistines whose graces yon 
regard with lofty scorn. 

And every one will say, 

As you squirm your wormy way, 

“ If this young man expresses hunself in terms that stagger mCj 

What a very singularly smart young man this smart young man 
must he I ” 

You may be a flabby fellow, and lymphatically yellow, that will 
matter not a mite, 

If yon take yourself in hand, in a way you’ll understand, to become 
a Son of Light. 

On your crassUess superimposing the peouliar art of glosing in sleek 
phrases about Sin. 

If yon aim to be a Shocker, carnal theories to cooker is the best way 
to begin. 

And every one will say. 



As yon worm your wicked way, 

“ If that ’s allowable for him which were criminal in ms, 

What a very emancipated kind of youth this kind of youth 
must be.” 

Human virtues yon ’R abhor all, and be down upon the Moral in 
uncompromising style. 

Tour critic^ analysis will reduce to prompt paralysis every motor 
that’s not vile. 

Yon will show there ’s naught save virtue that can s^ioudy hurt you, 
or your liberty enmesh ; 

And von ’ll find excitement, plenty, in Ar^s dbfcs/or mewte^ with a 
flavour of the fledu 

And every one will say , 

As yon lounge your upward way, 


“ If he’s content with a do-nothing life, wMch would certainly not 
suit ms, 

What a most particularly subtle young man this^^ subtle young man 
must be I ” 

Then having swamped morality in “ intensified personality ” (whidi, 
of oonrse, must mean your own), 

k'nA Hie “ rational ” abolished and “ smcenty ” demolished, yon will 
find that yon have grown 

With a “colour-sense” fresh handselled (whilst the moral ditto’s 
cancelled) yon ’ll develop into— well. 

What Philistia’s fools malicious might esteem a vaurten vimons 
“ hedonic swell ”). 

And every one will say, 

As yon writhe your sinuous way, 

“If the Mghest result of the true ‘Development’ is decomposition, 
why see 

Whata very perfectly developed young man this developed young 
man must he.” 

With your perky paradoxes, and 3 TOnrtalk of “crinkled ox-eyes,” 
and of books in “Nile-green skin,” , , ,, , ^ « 

That show forth unholy histories, anddisplaythe “deeper mysteries” 
of strange and subtle Sin. ^ . •, r j. 

Yon can squirm, and glose, and hiss on, and awake that notmem 
/rtwo» whi(di is Art^s best gift to^^^^ , x , , ^ 

Ana “ develop ” — like some cancer (in the Art-sphere) whose b^t 
answer is the nlent surgeon’s knife I 
And every man will say. 

As yon wriggle on your way, 

“ If * emotion for the sake of emoticm is the aim of Art,’ dear me I 

What a BMrbidly mudkily emotional young man tiw ‘deve®iw’ 
^ung man must be I ” 
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THE AMERICAN QIRL. 

[j|» kmurhm rnTTMpandmt of The Galifnani Xeaetutet i« very wTere on 
the mxDOffis of hU fur oouiiti7Tomezi.] 

SiDi ” gneaws ” aod she “ ealcolatea,” she 'trears all aorta o’JooUars, 
Her jeliow hair ia not inflKmt JraapMon of a dye ; 

She Rome in a s ^t 

She * s 


I shall not haye to come down on my clients to make 8:ood the 
balance. I cannot acconnt for the result, except from the fact that 
a new clerk read out the wrong tape ; and when I telephoned to my 
West-End Private Inq[niry Agent about these very three Stocks, he 
appears not to have heard me distinctly, and thought I was asking 
him about (Josohens, the old Three-per-Cents., and Bank Stock, 

_ m m ' m ^ v. 1_ TTJ. • 


m'l 

tfi 


mi 


✓ > Her manner might be well 

defined as elegantly 

loves a Lord as only a Republican can do ; 

And quite the best of titles she 's persuaded are the British, 

Ana well she knows the Peerage, for she reads it through and 
through. 

She ^s bediamonded superbly, and shines like a constellation, 

Yon scarce am see her fingers for the mnltitude of rings ; 

jn^ a sl^e too conscious, so it seems, of admiration, 

With irritating tendencies to wriggle when she sings. 

She tmm she is “ Amur’can,” and her accent is alarming ; 

Her Mrthplace has an awful name you pray you may forget ; 

! Y«^ after all, we own “ La BeUe Amiticame ” is chaiming, 

So kt ns hope she ’ll win at last her long-sought coronet. 


TIPS FEOM THE TAPE. 

{Picked up in Mr, PujudCs own Special OUp Corner,) 

1m mj last I announced that I was busily giving my mind to the 
laundbing of a new “ Combination Pool ” over Sie satisfactory results 
of whidi to all concerned in it, under certain oontingenoies, I bad no 
dliadow of a doubt. This I have since managed to fi.oat on the 
market, and, though I worked it on a principle of my own, which, 
ior inijxk of & better description, 1 have styled amalgamated 
•* Pn^t and Iliogret to mye to inform those clients who have 

I entrusted me with their cheques in the hopes of get&g, as I really 
Jli% heUemd they would, 700 per cent, for their money in three days, 
libbt I have had to close the speculation rather suddenly, and I fear, 
m the following illnsfcrative figures will show in a fashion that not 
only deprives me of the pleasure of enclosing them a cheque for 
Pimia, but obliges me to announce to them that their cover has dis- 
appeaared. Ihe Stacks with which I operated were “ Drachenfonteim 
gilMpults,” Catawanga Thirty-fives,” and “ Blinker’s Submarine 
The iLLtrsTsaTiON, I hoped, would have stood as 

falhws:—^ 

AlOO invested in Prachenfonteim Catatpults, showing 

profit of 1 per cent £100 

£100 iuvaated in Oatawanga Thirty-fives, showing 

profit of 2| per cent * £250 

£S00 invested in Blinker’s Submarine Explosives, 

^mwing profit of a per cent, , . . . £900 

Gross Profits £1250 

IhafisrliinaMy, howevefr, Ihe real figures came out ratherldifierently, 
ior they stood, I regret to say, as under : — 

£100 invested in Drachenfonteim Catapults, at a loss 

' ^Spercent. £500 

£100 invested in Cktawanga Thirty-fives, at a loss of 

tpereenL , £700 

£300 invested in Blinker’s Submarine Explosive, at 

atalowof dpercent, ..... £1200 

Totallow £2400 

I soarody say, has at present not only eaten up every 
'UaiipaHiy of cover, but a great deal besides ; and 1 em not sure that 


regard the Dealer as infallible. These things will occur. However, 
I am going to he more careful in future ; ana I may as well announce 
now, that on Monday next I am about^ to open a new Syndicate 
Combination Pool, with a Stock about which I have made the most 
thorough and exhaustive inquiries, with the result that I am cou- 
vinced an enormous fortune will he at the command of anyone who 
will entrust me with a sufficiently large cheque in the shape of cover 
to enable me to realise it. 

For obvious reasons I keep tbe name of this Stock at present a 
dead secret. Suffice it to say, that the operation in question is 
connected with an old South- American Gold Mine, about to be re- 
worked under the auspices of a new company who have Jhought it 
for a mere song. When I teH my clients that I have got all my in- 
fonnation from the Chairman, who took down under his greatcoat a 
carpeUlag full of crushed quart% carefully mixed with five ounces of 
gold nuggets, and emptied this out at the bottom of a disused shaft, and 
then got a Yankee engineer to report the discovery of ore in “ lumps as 
big as your fist,” and state this in the new prospectus, they wul at 


once see what a solid foundation I have for this new venture, which 
must inevitably fiy upwards by leaps and hounds as soon as the 
shares are placed upon the market. Of course', when the truth comes 
out, there wiU be a reaction, but my clients may trust me to be on 
tbe look-out for that, and, after floating with all their investments 
to the top of the tide, to get out of the concern with enormous profits 
before the bubble eventually bursts. It is by a command of infor- 
mation of this kind that I hope to ensure the confidence and merit 
the support of my friends and patrons. Remember Monday next, 
and bear in mind a cheque for tnree-and-sixpence covers £5000. The 
subjoined is from my correspondence : — 

Sir, — have as trustee for five orphan nieces to invest for each of 
them £3 18s. 9d., left them by a deceased maternal cousin. How 
ought I to invest this to the greatest advantage with a due.regard to 
seourify. What do you say to Goscheus ? Or would you recommend 
Rio Diavolos Galvanics I These promise a dividend of 70 per cent., 
and although they have not paid one for some time, axe a particularly 
cheap stock at the present market price, the scrip of the Five per 
Cent. Debenture Stock being purchased by a local butterman at 
seven pounds for a halfpenny. A Spanish Hobleman who holds 
some of this, wUl let me have it even cheaper. What would you 
advise me to do? Yours, &o., A Trustee usr a Fo&. 

Don’t touch Goscheus, they are not a speculative Stock. You 
certainly might do worse than the Rio Diavolos Galvanics. Do not 
hesitate, but put the little alljof your five orphan nieces into them 
at once, and wait for the rise* 


OH THE CARDS. 

{By a Whist-loving Malade~Imaginaire,) 

Oh, where shall I hit on a “ perfect cure ” ? 

(What ails me I ’am not quite sure that I ’m sure) 

To Hiee, where the weather is nice— with vagaries ? 

The Engadine soft or the sunny Canaries ? 

To Bonn or Wiesbaden ? My doctor laconic 

Declares that the Teutonic air is too tonic. 

Shall I do Davos-Platz or go rove the Riviera ? 

Or moon for a month in romantic Madeira ? 

St. Moritz or Malaga, Aix, La Bourhoule ? 

Bah I My doctor’s v, farceur and I am — a fool. 

I will not try Switzerland, Horway, or Rome. 

I ’ll go in for a rest and a rubber — at home. 

A Windermere wander, and Whist, I feel sure, 

WiU give what I ’m seeking, a true “ Perfect Cure.’ ’ 

A Bubble eeom the Subs. — K Firm of Soap-boUers have been 
sending^ round a circular to ** Dramatic Authors” of established 
reputation, and (no doubt) others, offering to produce gratis the 
best piece submitted to them at a “ Matinee performance at a West 
End Theatre.” The only formality necessary to obtiiin this sweet 
boon is the purchase of a box of the Firm’s soap, which wiU further 
coniBin a coupon “entitling the owner to send in one new and 
original play for reading.” Hie idea that a Dramatic Author of any 
standing would submit his work to such a tribunal, even with the 
da 2 ^fing prospect of a, Matmie in^ftdwo, is too refreshing ! How- 
ever, as literary men nowadays fuUy appreciate the value of their 
labour, tbe [idea, in spite of the soap with which it is associated, 
may be dismissed witii the words, “ Won’t Wash I ” 
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—no The Author* s Mmrieis Pad— and of the wooden rest and frame 
into which it fits. Nothing better for an invi^d than rest for his 


Wht doesn’t some publisher bring ont The UUerhoth Seriu, for, &»“e. ®gd here are rest mi frame in on& 
upon my Tord, says the Baron, &e greater part of the books sent in ■, ® pe'teirt indehble-n^-lead penm 

for “ n^ce ” axe simply beneath it. Here ’s one on which I made I dotf t know, as, with mnoh nae, the gpld-lettemg w ^ort 

notes as I went on, as far as I conld get throngh it. It is called ob^tereted from miM, Md all I can m^e out is iheword ). 

Nemeeis : a Moral Story, by Skcoit Gfinra. Itf sole merit would the conreleeceat authm may do all hm wwk 

BOOM j been its being in one yolnme, were it or muddle ; md hereto, «aoe I «et my hand md ^ so 

natthatthisform.l^abaittothennwary, by these presents, all to the eontrary nere^dess^ 

aggraTates the ofienoe. The heroine is Z«- iiotwithstandmg, .. _ 

ctndoj a milliner’s apprentice. Being com- 

GMENPASTOEISS OSPICOAniLLT? 

BSk ^ confess her sin to the simpie-minded TotheMUote 

I Snt,— I see that yon have opened yonr coltunns to a discnsdon of 

single male hnman being is visible, all of } 

cnTYiAwbAT-fi aT«a h AATnaidAT^i^ bcing iH town ? Somo people may 

somewhere else a co^derable off, whence, after a variety <vaii this dk; but I Hke it. Then every- 

of troubles, he goes abroad as a travelling watermg-place clergyman, J^Xr " J" xr, t Tvo-*r 


then developes into 


aced infidel of generally loose 


£100 a year lor a nice nonse 
a small bath-room, and a 


street, with ^ 
[en qnite as xv^ 


ol^ter. She tsk^ np ^th “a ^on (^one of thi Mumc-Hslk 

who 18 stm^y kieked doim-staire ijf.o^erer^ Mr. Sm^h tellme I oonld get the same thing in London, 

bnt of course a mbniban street mnst be nioei 
book, not oa^ one dump what became of my of the eharao- Loudon one. We are just ontside 

tw.® wwJvTt tbe Metropolitan main drainage system, and ^^>3 

®+J’ death-Tate is rather heavy, but then onr rates are light. My 

fiW butcher only charges me one-and-twopenee a pound for best joints. 

Fair, and re-read for the hnntedth time, wim^ mor^d though this is a Httle dearer than London, the meat is probably 

^TOv whofesome from being in such good air as we enjoy. In winter- 
radde^y, surprises Becky m her celebrated tete-a-tete with my time the journey to town, half-an-hour by train, has a most bracing 

W-t-fVi Tvlaoctn-pa Uov.Ain vxralnATVtaa TTaI "NTa TV A^P T? ATTTTT.Trnc.T^^fl effect on those capalde of h anng sev old, , 


Reynart the Fox. Have patience with the old English, refer to the ^ ^ | 
explanatory notes, and its perusal will well repay every reader. How 
came it about that modem Uncle Remue had caught sojthoroughly the 
true spirit of ^s Mediaeval romance ? I forget, at this moment, who Sm,- 

wrote Uncle JRemtts— and I beg Ms pardon for so doing — ^but who- train s€ 
ever it was,;he professed only to dress up and record what he had (^mpaa 


like it I Yours obedieutly. 

Fin iiBtoM THE MAunmo Ceoto. 

SiE,— Suburbs are certainly delightful, if you have'a good 
train service ; but tMs you seldom get, I do not eomplam of our 
Company taking three-quarters of an hour to perform the distance of 


actually heard from a veritable Uncle Remus* Brer Rahhit, Brer eight and a hcuf miles to the City, as this seems a good average 
Fox, and Old Man Bar, are not the creatures of ^sop^s Fables ; suburban rate, hut I do think the ** fast” train (wMch performs ^e 
they are the characters in Reynart the Fox* The tricks, the distance in that time) might start a little later than 8 'SO jlm* Going 
cunning, the villany of Reynart, unredeemed by aught except his in to busing at 10*80 by an “ordinary” train, wMch stops at 
affection for his wife and family, are thoroughly amusing,^ and his teen stations, and takes ^ hour and^ a half, becomes after a time 
ultimate success, and increased prosperity, present a truer picture of rather monotonous. It involves a painful ** Rush in Urbe ’ to get 
actual life thaTi novels in wMoh vice is visibly punished, and virtue through business in time to catch the 4*30 ** express ” hack, a train 
patiently rewardedl And once more I call to mind the latter days of wMch (theoretically) stops nowhere, Countex Cussin’, 

Spiking of THioasEAX, Messrs. Casseh. & Co. have jiist /i^i^?OTOT?+Ti«iW®X(vn?®iwn^ 

hroEght out a onc-and-threepeimy edition (“the threepence he ^|* ^ 

demmed!”) of the Yellov/pluek Payers, with a dainty canary- -white mi^ 

coloured Teamet m the oiver. At the same time the same firm yellow fogs here ? ® 

produce, in the same form, The Last Pays of Pompeii, The Last w^ri^ from the fields and envelop the ®J«^ " 

2)ays of Palmyra, and 2%e Last of the Mohicans. Odd, that the several of onr family complam of rhe^atoi^ md^m 

firstisOTeofthmnewBeriesshouldbenearlyaU“Lasts.” TheTeUoto- I had rhenmatic fevw myrelf a monfe ago, I fomd it a h^e 

ptoA Paper* might have been keptback, and 2%eX«<o/<*« Barone renient b^g sas miles tom a doctor and a chemMt s sho^ But 

oeensuhstitnted, just to make the set of lasts perfect. The expression then my house ^ s? 

is suggestive of Messrs. Gassbh. going in for the shoemaking trade. Por(A (which can he kept tom taUmg to 


IS suggestive of Messrs. Oassell going in tor tne 
The Last Bai/s of Palmyra I have never read, 

“■futwl^t^i^Mto new style of printing on thin double dieetsP ^ iTeaWhower. ^en thi^ of ^ defighte ofa g^ra. 

One advantage is that no oui^ is ^uii^. If this form become » fieW (for wto(^,I my ^20 a year, ^repm *e h^ge^, md 
the fashior^etter riius to bring oTrt^e TJUerbosh Series, which obiekensi I don t think I have ^nt m^ fr°fiM-m^nr 

• Rhall then esftaue the critifis’ hmds.— no cuttinsr heinff reauir^. should have done m London, owing to Ihe necessity of fittog up 

discover, in tMs new issne of Messrs. Cassell’s, two blank pages sionately M^oh^ so^brin^ 

bone about It,” says the , B^oh m Book-Wobms, ^ j^es (the distance of my cottage frem the sti^ 

Scarcely time to bring out a pocket edition {(like those gen^e laden wuh groceries and other eatables, can be made to afford, 
pocketable and p(Mptable editions^ the red-backed Routledoe^ of * Tours chirpilyi FrBJL'D-FAEB. 

Rrwfe of Xajwjnemoor, between now and the date of its produc- ... a.Ai!a.ir- 


tion, next Saturday, at the Lyceunu But worth while doing it as 

soon as poMible. Adnice grcd^„ B. 2 >eB.-w. Qood eoe SpoetI— A well-known chaired accountant, "WOT a 

P.a— (Jw^or^n^ to Atahors and Scrmers*)’-UBioTta^ vulpine pairenymic, 05?Pla^f of the raddnd tre^ent^^^ 

Baron hi bwn compiled to take to his bed (wMch he doesn’t *^take re<»i^ in Cologne at the hands of ^ ^ 

to” at all— hut tffi by the way), and there write. Once more he ooiisoled by ,the thoi^ht, to persecution marked m mnse^ 
begs to testify to the erc^ence both of The Hairless Authors Pad latitudes the introduction of Fox-huntang. 
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THE QUICKSAND! 

Is this Eagle-hunter, 

The vali^t fate-eonfrouter. 

The aoldier brave, and bluater 

Of speech than Bisharck’s self ? 
Th’s hungler all-disgracing. 

This braggart all-debasing. 

This spurious sparfsman, chasing 
Ho nobler prey than pelf r* 

The merest ** fiy in amber,” 

Jffe after eagles clamber ? 

Nay, factiop*s ante-chamber 
were fitter place for him, 

A trifler transitory, 

To gasconade of “ glory ” I 
He ’d foul fair France’s story. 

Her Instre pale and dhn. 

Xe* f Ah, precisely ! 

They suit his nat^iieel^^ 

Who bravely, nobly, wisely, 

^ Gan hardly even “ act” 

Maitw all Iklague and blather, 

Is it not pity, rather, 

One Frenchman shoold foregather 
With him in sdfiah pact ? 

In selfish pactr-^but silly, 
mwa^baiap^ irillT-nffly, 


Or stain lha swnr-'wMte flag, 
WMte ^ mm stage-dagger, 
Ixmd of empty swagger. 

In psflFs hour a la^er* 

A Paladin of Brag I 

And now Ms yentee Boleth, 




Imperial or Eoyal, 

What patron ” will prove loyal 
Unto this “ dnpe ” ? They 11 joy all 
To mock, expose, abuse him I 

But from the cont^t shrinking, 

The draught of failure drinking, 

In trickery’s qcdefcsand sinking, 
Pnlb he not others down ? 

Will Pjwn-Plon stand securely, 

The Comte p>se proudly, purely. 
Whilst slowly but most surely 

Their tool must choke or drown ? 

Indifferent France sits smiling. 

And what avails reviling ? 

Such pitch without defiling 

Can Prince” or ‘"Patriot,” 
touch? 

TMs quicksand xmromantic 
Closes on him, the Antic, 

Whose hands with gestures &antic 
Contiguous coat-tails clutch. 

The furious factions splutter, 

Power’s cheated claimants mutter. 
And foiled fire-eaters utter 
Most sanguinary threats. 

‘^jETc Freedom’s fated suokler ? 
^etraitor, trickster, truckler I ” 

So fames the fierce swash-bucMer, 
And his toy-rapier whets. 

But will that quicksand only 
Engulph Aim lost and lonely ? 

The fiuud exx^osed, the known lie, 
Th« bribe at length betrayed, 
Must whelm this sham detected. 

But what may be expected 
From ** Honour” shame-infected. 
And “ Kingship ” in the shade? 


THE RAYENSTEIN. 

[Mr. Eavbnstbin, at the British Association, 
considered the question, how long it wiU be before 
the world becomes over-populated.] 

Punch to the PropheU 

Probket of o’er-population, your ingenious 
, calculation, [mind 

Causeth disoombobnlation only in the anxious 
That forecasts exhausted fum, or the period 
^ when the duel 

Will have given their final gruel to French 
journalists; a kind 

Of cantankerous, rancorous spitfires, blus- 
terous, braggart, boyish, blind, 

Who muon naonming scarce would find. 

Prophet of o’er-population, when the centu- 
ries in rotation 

Shall have filled our little planet till it tends 
^ to running o’er, 

Will this world, with souls o’erladen, he a 
Hades or an Aidenn ? 

Will man, woman, boy and maiden, be less 
civilised, or more? 

That's the question, Ratenstein! What 
boots a billion, less or more, 

If Man still is fool or boor ? 

“Seek not to proticipate” is Mrs^ Gamp's 
wise maxim. Gr^t is 
Mankind’s number noto, but “take ’em as 
they come, and as they go,” 
like the philosophic Sairey ; and though the 
~ sum total vary, 

Other things may vary likewise, things we 
dream not, much less know, 

Bmi’t you think, my RAVENSTBnr, our state 
t^ o^tories hence or so 
We may prudently— let go ? 
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PREPARING FOR BLACK MONDAY. 

PaUffamilias {reading School Iteport), **Ah, my Boy, this isn’t 

so OOOD AS IT MIGHT BE. * LaTIN INDIFFERENT,' ‘FRENCH POOR,* 

‘Arithmetic nothing’!” 

Tommy. “Ah, but look down there. Papa. ^Eealts sxosl- 
LBirr\t ” 


TO A TRUMPETING DEMOCRAT. 

[Mr. Andrew Carnegie, the Iron King: millionnaire of Pittsburg, 

has been addressing big audiences in Scotland. Amongst his remarks were the 
following : — “ It is said that in America, although we have no aiistocracy, 
we are cursed with a plutarchy. Let me tell you about that. A man who 
carries a million dollars on his back carries a load, . . . 'W'hen I speak against 
the Koyal Family I do not condescend to speak of the creatures who form the 
Boyal Family — persons are so insignificant. ... "We laugh at your ideas in 
this petty little country having anything to say to the free and independent 
citizens who walk through Canada, Australia, and America. Tou know how 
to get rid of a Monarchy. Brazil has taught you.” — &c., &c.] 

Carnegie, pray take notice, since I know that it would blister 
The thin skin of a demoCTat, I drop the title “ Mr.,” 

Yon have talked a lot of bnniniii, all mixed np with most terrific cant. 
Bnt yon tmly said that persons are so very insignificant ; ” 

And the anther of a speech I read, part senm and partly dreggy. 

Is perhaps the least significant — that windbag named Garisegie. 


And how, in short, if Britishers want freedom gilt with nodllions, 
They canU do wrong to imitate the chivalrous Brazilians. 

Well, wellj I know we have onr faults, quite possibly a crowd of them, 
And sometimes we deceive ourselves by thinking we are proud of them ; 
But we never can have merited that you should set the law to us, 
And rail at us, and sneer at us, and preach to us, and “jaw to ns. 
We 're mneh more tolerant than some ; let those who hate the law go 
And spout sedition in the streets of anarchist Chicago ; 

And, after that, I gnarantee they *11 never want to roam again, 

Until they get a first-class hearse to take their bodies home again. 

But stay, I *ve hit upon a plan : We *11, first of all, relieve you 
Of all your million dollars that so onerously grieve you ; 

Then, if some loud, conceited fool wants taking down a peg, he 
Shall spend an hour or so in talk with democrat Carnegie. 

For all men must admit 'twould be an act of mere insanity 
To try to match this Pittsburger in bluster or in vanity. 

And oh, when next our Chancellor is anxious for a loan. Sir, 

He *11 buy you in at our price, and he *Il sell you at your own, Sir. 
And if yon don’t like English air, why, dash it, you may lump it. 

Or go and blow in other climes your most offenave trumpet ! 


ROBERT UP THE RIYER. 

I atended on a Party larst week as went up the River (our nice 
little^ Stream, as the aughty Amerryeanes calls it) to Ship Lake, tho’ 
why it *s called so I eoodn’t at all make out, as there ain’t no Ship 
nor no Lake to be seen there, ony a werry little Weny, and a weny 
littel River, and a werry littel Hiland ; and itiwas priasepaHy to see 
how the appy yung Gents who sumtimes lives on the same littel 
Hiland, in nttel Tents, was a gitting on, as injuced all on us, me and 
all, to go there. It seems that for years parst quite a littel Collony of 
yung Gents as gets their living in the grand old Citty has been in 
the habit of spending their littS summer HoUydays there, hut, some- 
hows or other, as I coodn’t quite understand, the master of the littel 
Hiland made up his mind for to seU it, and all the yung Gents was 
in dispair, and wundered where on airth they shood spend their 
HoUydays in future. But they needn’t have been afeard— there was 
a grand old hinstitutiiun called “ The Copperarfiun I ’* as had both 
their ears and both their eyes open when they heard about it. So 
when the time came for it to be sold, they jest quietly says to one of 
their urmeipel Chainnen (who is sich a King of Good FeUers that 
they all caUs him by that name^ and he amsers to it jest as if it was 
the werry name as was guv him by his Godfathers and his God- 
mothers, as I myself heard with my own ears), “ Go and buy it ! ” 
So off he goes at wimee and buys it, and the kindly Couperashun 
Gents as 1 went with larst week, went to take possesshun (m it 
acordingly, and to see if anytiiink coud be done to make the yung 
Cami>ers-out ewen more cumierabel than they ewer was afore I Ah, 
that’s what I calls trew Pattriotizm, and trew LibberaJity, if you 
likes, and that ’s what makes ’em so much respedkted. 

Our Gents was all considrahly surprized at the lots of Tents as 
was all a standing on Ship Lake Island ; one on ’em, who was got 
up quite iu a naughtical style, said as he was estonished to see so 
many on ’em pitched, but I think as he must ha’ bin mistaken* for I 
didn’t see not none on ’em pitched, tho’ I dessay it might ha’ been 
werry usefool in keeping out the rain on a remarkahel wet night. 

By sum mistake on sumhoddy’s part, there wasn’t not no yung 
Campers-out to reeeeve us, and so lears was hentertaned that they 
wood have to cum again shortly ; bnt they axe bold plucky gents, is 
the men of the Copperashun, and they one and all xpressed their 
reddiness to do it at the caU of dooty. Besides, we had sich a red 
Commodore a hoard as made us all quite reddy to brave the foaming 
waves again. Why, he guv ont the word of command, whether it 
was to “Port the Helem,’’ or to “ Titen the mane braces,” as if he 
had bin a Hadmiral at the werry least, and Ms gaJiiant crew obeyed 
bi-m without not no grumbling or eweu thretening to strike I 


To come to poor old England (where the laws but make the many fit 
To lick a Royal person’s boots), and all for England’s benefit. 

To preach to us, and talk to us, to tell us how effete we axe. 

How like a flock of sDly sheep who merely baa and bleat we are. 
And how “this petty httle land,” wMeh prates so much of loyalty, 
Is nothing but a laugbing-stock to Pittsbu^ Iron-Royalty.. 

How titles make a man a rake, a drunkard, and the rest of it, 

WMle plain (but wealthy) democrats in Pittshurg have the best of it. 
How, out iu Pennsylvania, the millionnaires are panting [banting. 


off en, who shood we appen to find at SMp Lake, hut one of the werry , 
poplarest of the Court of Haldermen, and what diood he do but ask 
’em all in M lunch at Ms splendid manshuu, and what shood they all do I 
but jump at tiie hoffer, and what does he do, for a lark, I serppose— 
if so he as a reel Poplar Alderman ewer does have sich a thmg as a 


(Though there’s something always ke^ them fat) for monetary 
How fiee-bom citizens complain, with many Yankee cu]^, 

Of fate wMoh fills, in spite of them, iheir coffers and their purses. 
How, if the man be only poor, there ’s notMng that can stop a dt 


How honest British working-men who fail to nil their larder 
^uld sail for peace and plenty by the very next Cunarder. 


lark— and give ’em all sich a gloiyous spread, as I owerheard one ! 
henergetick Deperty describe it, as hutterly deprived ’em all of the i 
power of heating a bit of dinner till the werry next day, to wMch ; 
time they wisely put it off, and then thorowly injoyed it. 

In course, I’m not allowed to mendiun not, no names on these 
oonferdential ocasions, hut I did hear “the Commodore” shout to i 
“ the ” sumthink a^ut “ Hansom is as Hansum does,” but it 
was rayther too late in Ihe heavening forme to be able to quite 
unnerstand Ms eludons. . , . 

I am ’appy to be able to report that we every one on us amvedj m 
Town quite safe and quite happy* xcep sum of the pore hard- woaj giE^ I 
crew vmo axe left at Marlow tfil further ordi^ Bmsmu. 




MEETING OF THE B. A. FOR THE ADVANCEMENT OF SCIENCE. LEEDS TCWN-HALL. 
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A SPORTING STYLE. 

{Third Example.) 

Two examples of a oorreet sporting stvle 
have been already laid before the public. For 
conyenienee of reference they may be defined 
as the mixed-pngUistic and the insolent. 
There is, however, a third variety, the eqnine, 
in which everyone who aspires to wield the 
pen of a sporting reporter must necessarily be 
a proficient. It may be well to warn a be- 
ginner that he must not attempt this style 
until he has laid in a large stock of vari^ted 
metaphoric expressions. As a matter of fact 
one horse-race is very much like another in 

J its main incidents, and the 
process of betting against 
or in favour of one horse 
resembles, more or less, the 
process of betting about 
any other. The point is, 
however, to impart to 
monotonous incidents a 
variety they do not pos- 
sess ; and to do this pro- 
perly a luxuriant vocabu- 
lary is essential. For in- 
stance, in the course of: 
a race, some horses tire, or, I 


■ M to put it less ofiensively, 
go less rapidly than others. 
/ reporter will say of 

f such a horse that he (1) : 

“shot his bolt,” or (2) 
“ cried jjsccat?*,” or (3) “ cried a or (4) 

“ compounded,” or (5) “ exhibited fdgnals of 
distress,” or (6) “,fir^ minute guns,” or (7) 
“f^ back to mend bis bellows,” or (8) 

‘ ‘ seemed to pause for reflection.^^ 


Again, in recording the upward progress of 
horses in the betting market, it would be 
ridiculous to say of all of them merely that 
they became hot favourites. Yary, there- 
fore, occasioifaliy, by saying of one, for ex- 
ample, that “ here was another case of one 
being eventually served up warm”? of 
another, that “ plenty of the talent took 7 to 
4 about Mousetrap;^* of a third, that “Para- 
dax had the call at 4 to 1; ” and of a fourth, 

I that a heap of money, and good money 
too, went on MacktlideJ^ After these preli- 
minaij instructions, Mr. Punch ofiers his 
Third Example. — Event to be described : 
A horse-race, frames of horses and jockeys, 
weights &C., supplied. 

ConsidOTable delay took place. LitUe 
Benjy made a complete hole in his manners 
by bolting. Eventually, however, the fiag 
fell to a capital start. Burglar BUI on 
the right cut out the work* from Paladin^ 
who B 0 <m began to blow great guns, and 
after a quarter of a mile had been nego- 
tiated yielded his pride of place to Cudlums 
with The P^Uceman in attendance, Sobriety 
lying fourth, and i>. T. dose behind. Thus 
they raced to the bend, where Burglar BiU 
cri^ peceavif and Cudlums having shot her 

a Sobriety was left in front, only to be 
enged by Cropeared Sue^ who had been 
coming through her horses with a wet saiL 


■IfiwiT* imFXh iullT5TTS 


Brady and literally took tea with herrivals,t 
whom he nailed to the counter one afto 
« Kote this sentence. It is essential, 
t At first sight it would appear more natural 
that SniPSOK (presumably a jockey) having called 
upon Mrs. Brady ^ should take tea with her ralher 
than with hear livsA But a ^Kuting style involves 
us in puf zles. 


another. The favourite compounded at tim 
distance, and Mrs. Brady romped lumie the 
easiest of winners, four lengths ahead of 
Crqpeared Sue : a had third. The rest were 
whijmed in by plyaway^ who once more 
failed to justify the^appellation bestowed 
upon him. 

Mr, Punch fiatters himself that, upon the 
above model, the r^rt of any race-mee^ii^ 
could he accurately constructed at home. In i 
future, therefore, no reporter should go to 
the expense of leaving London for Epscun, ! 
Newmarket, Ascot, or Goodwood. i 


A CENTENAEIAN. 

“ This is the cent* naxy of the tell hat." 

BaUy Neus. 

A BTTNDMi) years of hideousness, 
Constricted brows, and strain, and stress! 

And still, de- 
spite huma- 
nity's groan. 

The torturing 
“taU-hat” 
holds its 
own I 

What proof 
more sure 
and melan- 
choly 

Of the dire 
depths of 
mortal 
folly? 

Mad was the hatter who invented^ 

The dmnon “ topper,” and dmnented w 
Tbe race that, q?ite of pain and |e^ ^ ^ 
Has home it~fcr One Hundred s 


||;C Ig;.: 
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HAMUST AT THE YEGETABIAH CONGHESS. 

Tia, frond th« table of my dming-room, 

I take away all ti^ty joints and enMis^ 

g Ali sorts of meat, 

all 

That tlie 

And, by oommani- 

Within the 

f UnmLxed mth sa- 
^ht]^ patters. 

0 pernicious 

^ 0 mu^iijheef, and 

For men may &ine, 
and dine, and do 
no killing, 

At least I^m sure it may he so— on lentik* 

So, amfnmmd^ there you are ! Kow to my menu ; 

It la, AU Vege^hke and no Meat ! » I 

I ImTe swom’t ! 


“ And all these articles sell largely ? ” 

“Very largely, indeed. And so they should; for they are well worth the 
money they cost.” 

Indeed they are, or I should not jShd them in your establishment.” 

“ You are very good. And now, a propos of your journal, will you permit me 
to pay a return compliment ? ” 

“Certainl:^,” we’replied, “You have noticed an improvement m our columns ?” 
“Unquestionably I have,” returned Mr. Brown, emphatically. “I have 
observed that of late you have given much interesting matter in the body of 
your paper that heretolore used to be reserved for the pages exclusively devoted i 
to advertisements. I congratulate you ! ” 

And with a courteous wave of his hand and a bow of dismissal, the Eminent 
Pillar of Commerce delicately intimated to us that our interview was at an end, 

^AEEY ON THE SINGEREST FORM OE FLATTERY. 

Dear Charlie,— Your faviour to/and in doo course, as the quill-drivers say ; 
Likeways also tiie newspai)er cuttius enclosed. You ’re on Bummikey’s lay. 
Awful good on yer, Chartje, old chummy, to take so 
much trouble for me ; 

But do keep ou yer ’air, dear old pal ; I am still right 

end nppards, yer see. wPr 

You are needled along of some parties, — er course you 
ain’t fly to their names, — 

As has bin himitating Yours Truly, Way-oh ! It ’s 
the oldest o’ games, [was right, anyhow, 

Eimitatiou is, Charlie. It makes one think Darwin 
And that most on us did come from .monkeys, which 
some ain’t so fur from ’em now. * 


INTERYIEWING A LA MODE, 

{QmUe ai ihe Service of s&m of Mr, Punch's Contemporaries,) 

One oi our Eepresentatives called a few days since upon 
Mr. Brown, senior member of the well-known firm of 
Hessrs, Brown, Jones, and Bobinson. The Eminent 
General Dealer was seated “ in his counting-house,” as 
thenuraer^-aong hath it, “ counting out his money.” 

“Come in, come in!” said Mr. Brown, cordially, as 
* he somewlmt hurriedly locked up the coin in a safe out 
ei our reach. “lam delighted to see you,” 

“Glad to hear it,” we replied, rather drily. “We 
want to put a few questions to you, in the interest of the 
pabiio,” 

“ As many as you please. I am, as you know, a man 
ol busineBs ; still, the resources of our establishment are 
so vast, that my place can he suppli^ without incon- 
veeiepce to our thousands, I may say millions of customers. 
And 3mw, 1^, what <mn I do for ^ou ? ” 

^ Well, Mr. Brown, speaking in the name of civilisa- 
Mcm, I wuuM wish to ask you if you have much sale 
for SufARHrp's Concentrate Essence of Cucumbers 
(registered), in the ki^er hotties ? ” 

“ Yes, Sir, we have ; although the smaller siz^ are, 
possibly, a trifle more TOpular.’^ 

**What do you think of Gottonbace's Flenr de 
Ly<ms Putney Satin ? ” 

** A most admirable material for home wear, although 
we do^ not recommend it for use at a party, a ball, or a 
xeee^ticm. For festive oceations we do a very large trade 
ini Gioglewater’s Superfine Telvet South American 
At^ique as advertised.” 

“Indeed! Perhai^, you can mention a few more 
I arlieto that in your judgment you believe it will interest 
emp readers to learn about.” 

but don’t you put that sentence a trifle 

^^^^toresentative smiled and blushed. Then he 
adtaMed iaat Mr. Brown might be right, 
i ha I ha ! ” laughed the Senior Partner, in great 

I gjee. "iTou see I have my head screwed on the right 
: TOT I IWt. to answer you. Goxemon’s Patent Alligator’s 
S™ **8 attracting much attention just now, so is 

GasHe 2 Imperial William Champagne, which 
I e^Orye confidentially) a ready sale at thirty- 

i ^Foatmlings & oozeiu Then there are Aee’s Ifleotno 
i Tbo^'-hruidies, andCRAxfs Stained-glass Solid Mahogany 
1 Bka^s-^noontcd Etisabetiuia Mantel-boards, Then, of 
1 Washhandstands and 


You start a smart game, or a paying one— something W 

as knocks ’em, dear hoy, [or a sixpenny toy ; H 

No matter, mate, whether it’s mustard^ or rhymes, M 

They’ll he arter you, nick over nozzle, the smnggers 
of notions and nips, 

For the mugs is as ’xmgry for wrinkles as broken-down ^ v 

bookies for tips. 

Look at Diceens, dear hoy, and Lord Tennyson— ain’t they bin copied all round ? 
Wy, I’m told some as liked Alfred’s verses at fust, is now sick of the sound ; 
Ail along o’ the parrots, my pippin. Ah, that ’s jest the wust o* sech fakes I 
People puke at the shains till they think the originals ain’t no great shakes. 


jwames ana metres is anyone's props ; but oi oue tbing they dout get the ang ; 
They ain’t fly to good patter, old pal, they ain’t copped the straight gr iffi n on slang. 

’Tisn’t grammar and spellin’ makes patter, nor yet snips and snaps of snide talk. 
You may cut a moke out o’ pitch-pine, mate, and paint it, hut can’t make it walk. 
You may chuck a whole Slang Dixionary by chunks in a stodge-pot of chat, 

But if ’tisu’t alivef ’taiu’t chin-music, but kibosh, and corpsey at that. 

Kerreotuess be jolly well jiggered ! Street slang isn’t Science, dear pal, 

And it don’t need no “ glossery ” tips to hinterpret my chat to my gal. 

I take wot comes ’andy permiskus, wotever runs slick and fits in, 

And when smugs makes me out a “ philolergist,”— snuffers 1 it do make me grin I 

Still th^e’s fitness, dear boy, and wnfitiiess, and some of these jossers, jest now, 
Who himitate ’Aery’s few letters with weekly slapdahs of how-wow, 

’Ave about as much “ fit ” in their “ slang ” as a iop-taUor’s six-and-six hags. 
No, Yours Tmly writes only to yon, and don’t spread Awself out in the Mags. 

Mister P. prints my letters, occasional, once in a while like, dear boy ; 


wepon. Fox ooeaaon, -we ^Tery large trade qtute aiMby snitch, 

rt&^iiKWAaKE’s Superfine Telvet South American ?®^j5'^®^®“’^®tforafeU.erasTOonashe s fonud a good piti^ 

Antigve as advefeed.” old on tlw nver : if one on ’em spots a prime swim, 

“la&ST Perhaps, you can mantinn a few more -^d is landing ’em proper, you het arf the others ’H crowd about Atm. 
diete that in your judgment you believe it will interest there ’s law for the rodsters, I ’m told, Charlie ; so many foot left and right ; 
Mp readers to learn about.” And you ’ll see the punts spotted at distance, like squodrons of troops at a fight. 

but don’t you put that sentence a trifle in Trade, Art, and Littery lines, Charlie, ’anged if there ’s any fair play, 

SMly?” ^ ^ And the “ cuHerable himitation” is jest the disgrace of the day, 

scoots scnrryfunging around on the gay old galoot, to go snacks 
Mr. Brown might ^ right. . profits of other folks’ notions, have put you, old pal, in a wax. 

M I shenanigan, CHASiaB ; it don’t do much hurt, anyhow ; 

S’! I^e^eda^eatfuBt.hntI’mpooty.oroodnoodleoimno 

km Bmoes «z» attracting much attention just now, so is i ^ a arf, mate, I am, and ain’t going^to rough up, no fear I 

Tmin GasHflc 2 Imperial William Champagne, which or three second-hand ’Aeries is tipping the pubBo stale beer. 

{I may eifmrve c<mfldentially) a ready sale at thirty- ^ ^ ^ often, and as for the rest, 

!W> sh ffliTiy tiie dt^en. Then there are Aee’s laeotrio B. P. has a taste for sound tipple, and knows when it ’s served with the besi 
Stamed-g!^ Solid Ifohogany K mine don’t ’old its own on its merits, them way-oh ! for someone’s as does ! 
Mant^bwds, Then, of ^ oop and no blue ain’t my motter ; that ’s all tommy-rot and buz-wuz. 

and The p^e of a yot mustdepmidoii her Imesnnd the canvas she ’ll carry : 
mpvs Am-agte^ Aroanalio Pilk. I£ rivals can crowd on more sail, ; wy they ’re welcome to overhaul ’ Arht. 

§5“ MOTICM B^oiyd l ^mm a n i c atiotts or C(»Ltributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
S«e aoownpanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper, lo tl^s rule 



SBPrmaEB 27. 1890.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI 




MODERN TYPES. 

{By Mr^ Punch* s Own Type Writer.) 

No. XIX.— THE SERYANT OE SOCIETY. 

The Servant of Society is one who, having in early life abdicated 
every claim to independent thonght or action, is content to attach 
himself to the skirts and coat-tails of the great, and to exist for a 
long time as a mere appendage in mansions selected by the unerring 
instinct of a professional tuft-hnnter. It is ds common a mistake 
to snppose that all tuft-hunters are necessarily of lowly birth and 
of inferior social position, as it is to believe them all to be offensive 
in manner and shallow in artifice. The coarse but honest Snob still 
^rhaps exists, and here and there he thrusts and pushes in the old 
familiar way; but more often than not the upstart who has won 
his way to wealth and consideration finds himself to his own surprise 
courted and fawned upon by those whose boots Hs abilities would have 
fitted him to black, and his disposition prompted him to lick. Noble 
sportsmen are proud to be seen in his company, aristocratic guinea- 
pigs are constantly in his pocket in the congenial society of the 
great man’s nurse, art willingly reproduces his features, journalism 
enthusiastically commemorates his adventures, and even Royalty 
does not thrust away a votary whose ministrations are as acceptable 
as they are readily performed. Without much effort on his own 
part he is raised to pinnacles which he imagined impossible of access, 
and^ soon learns to look down with a contempt that might spring of 
ancient lineage and assured merit, upon the hungry crowd whose 
cry is that of the daughter of the horse-leech. 

But the genuine ^rvant of Society is of a different stamp. 
Ordinarily he is of a good family, and of a 
competence which both differs from and re- 
sembles his general character in being pos- 
sessed at once of the attributes of modesty 
and assurance. Erom an early age he will 
have been noted for the qualities which in 
after-life render him humbly celebrated in 
subordinate positions. At school he will have 
had the good fortune to be attached as fag 
to a big boy who occupied an impor^t place 
as an athlete, and whose condescending smiles 
were naturally an object of greater ambition 
to the small w than the approval of the school 
authorities. For him he performed with much 
assiduity the various duties of a fag, happy 
to shine amongst his companions as the 
recipient of the great boy’s favours. To play 
the jackal without incurring universal dislike 
is (at school^ no very easy task, but he accom- 
plishes it with discretion and with a natural 
aptitude that many maturer jackals might 
envy. 

At the age of seventeen he is withdrawn 
from school. His own marked disinclination 
saves him from a military career, and he' is 
subsequently sent to pass^ a year or two upon 
the Continent of Europe, in order that he may first of all mass the 
examination for the Diplomatic Service, and subsequently foil foreign 
statesmen with their own weapons, and in their own language. Return- 
ing, he secures his nomination, and faces the Examiners. Providence, 
however, reserves him for lower things. The Examiners triunmh, 
and the career of the Servant of Society begins in earnest. The 

S isition of his parents secures for him an entrance into good houses. 

e is a young man of great tact and of small aoeomplismnents. He 
can warble a song, aid a great lady to organise a social festivity, 
lead a cotillon, order a dinner, and help to eat it, act in amateur 
theatricals, and recommend French novels to inquiring matrons 
His manners are always easy, and his conversation has ;that spice of 
freedom which renders it imecially acceptable in the boudoirs of the 
smart. The experience of a few years makes plain to him that, in 
social matters, me serious person goes down before the trifier. He 
therefore cultivates flippancy as a fine art, and becomes noted for a 
certain cheap cynicism, which he sprinkles like a qnasi-inteUectnal 
pepper over the strong meat of risl^ conversation. Moreover, he is 
constantly self-satisfied, and self-possessed. Yet he manages to 
avoid giving offence by occadonally assuming a gentle humility of 
manner, to which he almost succeeds in imparting a natural air, and 


being forced to pretend 
must he added that he is always thoroughly harmless. He flutters 
about innumerable dovecots, without ever fluttering tho^ who dwell 
in them, and, in course of time, he comes to he known and accepted 
everywhere as a useful man. As might be supposed, he is never ob- 
trusively manly. The rough pursuits of the merely athletic repd- 
him, yet he has the kna<^ of assuming an interest where he feels 
and is able to prattle quite pleasantly about spor1» in which he 


takes Uttie or no active part. At the same time it must he admitted 
tMthe holds a gun fairly straight, and does not disgrace himself 
when the necessity of slaughtering a friend’s ph^sants interrupts 
for a few hours the reh^ursa^ of private theatricals, in company 
with the friend’s wife. CertaMy he is not a fool. He gauges with 
great accuracy his own capacities, and carefully limits his ambition 
to those smaller de^es which, since they exact no vaultingpower, are 
never likely to bring about a fail on the other side, (me objects 
of his admiration are mean ; and since he meanly admires them, he 
qTxite naturally under the Thackerayan definition of a Snob. 

Whilst he is still a year or two on the fair side of thirty, it may 
happen that a turn of the political wheel will bring into high oflBloe a 
statesman who is quite willing to be served by those who are able to 
m^e themselves useful to him, without exacting from them solidity 
either of character or of attainments. WTith him the l^rvant of 
Society, with an instinct that does credit to his discernment, will 
have established friendly relations. The politician was first amused 
and then impressed by his versatility ; now, having the opportunity, 
he offers to him the position of Assistiuit Private Secretary (unpaid), 
and it IS scarcely necessary to say that the young man accepts it 
with a gratitude which proves that he believes his patron capable of 
conferring further favours. From this time forward he begins ti) 
abandon the merely frivolous air that has hitherto distinguished him. 
He lays in a mixed stock of solemnity, mystery, and importance, and 
occasionally awes the friends of Ms flippant days by assuming the 
reticent look and the shake of the head of one who is marked off 
from common mortals by the possession of secrets the revelation of 
which might, perhaps, imperil the peace of the world. In country- 
houses, in London dra-mug-rooms, and at Clubs, where he had 
hitherto heeu mentioned with a laugh as 
‘^Little So-and-So,” he comes to he talked of 
as “ So-and-So—of course you know him — 
Lord Blank’s Private Secretary.” Thus he 
becomes quite a personage. But he is fax from 
abandoning the role of Servant of Society. 
Indeed, he only enlarges and glorifies tae 
scope of Ms ministrations, without in any way 
ceasing to cultivate those smaller trifles which 
stood Mm in such good stead at the outset of 
Ms career. He now has the satisfaction of 
seeing many of those who desire anything 
that a Cabinet Minister can give, cringing to 
one whom they despise, and who rejoices in 
the knowledge that he can afford to patronise 
them, and perhaps crush them by obtaining 
for them that which they want. 

When, in the course of a few years, Lord 
Blattc’s party ceases to direct the govemment 
of the country, his Astistant Private {Secretary 
follows Mm into the cold shade of adversity 
and opx>osition, and stands by him with exem- 
plary usefulness and fidelity. But, though 
he is often pressed, he never contests a 
constituency, freling, p6rhax>s, that it is im- 
possible to serve both Soodety and the Caucus. 
In time Ms name becomes tbe oommon property of all Society journals 
—his biography is published in one, Ms discreet service is extolled in 
another, while a third goes so far as to hint that, if the truth were 
known, it would be found tiiat the various departments of the State 
could not possibly carry on their affairs without Ms enlightened 
counsel. He adopts an antique fasMon of dress, in order to empha- 
sise Ms personality. He wears a stock, and a very wide-brimmed 
hat, and carries a onnch of seals dangling from a fob. 

At forty-five he marries the daughter of a powerful Peer, and, 
shortly afterwards, insnres so much of the favour of Royal^ as to he 
spoken of as n persona grcUa at Court. Henceforward Ms services 
are o^n employed in delicate negotiations, wMch may necessitate 
the cMmbing of many bsLck-stairs. On such occasions, and after it 
has been announced in tbe papers that *^Mr. Bo-and-so was the 
bearer of an important communication ” from one great person to 
another, it is his custom to ^ow Mmsdf in Ms Clubs and in crowded 
haunts, so that he may enjoy the pleasure of being pointed out, 
dtgita preetereuntiumy and of cateMng the whispers of those who 
nudge one another as they mention his name. 

Finally, it will be mmoured that he has been oollecting materials 
for the Memoirs wMoh he proposes shortly to publish. But though 
he uever disclaims the intention, and is even understood, on more 
than one occasion, to allude iu conversation to the precise period of 
his life to wMch his writing has then brought Mm, it is quite certain 
that he wijl never carry out the intention, or bring out the book. At 
the age of sixty he wxll still be a young man, with a gay style of 
banter peculiarly his own. Towards the end of Ms life he will of 
talk darkly of great evenis in wMeh he has played a part, and 
extraordinary services which only he could have perform^ ; and 
when he dies, the country will be called up<m to mourn f(nr one 
who has saved it from social degradation, and from political disaster. 



voi. xcai* 
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[Aaeacdiiiy to the 52a)i^r<;, by the new Meat In'^peotioii Law, just come 
TJmted Stat^, American cattle and pigs for export to 
■^ eari, France, or Gwmany, are to bo inemeofed before learing Amence. 
S™ * ^ rranorag' the gronnds of cibjectioii on the part of those 

ewraBMrti to the nnr^<^ reception of these important American 
GoTomment, fearful of pleuro-pneumouia or 
^ infallibility of the American inspectors, 

^FraBde^ofj^Tlni^ States is authorised to retaliate by directiS 

StotoO ^ 

O S^ATOE Edkoki> 8« of verdant YermoEt* 

Of wis^m you may be a marvellous font ; 

But you 11 hardly get Joh^,— ^ tis too much of a joke !— 
lo ouy m your fashion a Pig in a Poke ; 

Whh^ iml^y can expect ! 

ymtt whm readdng our shore, 
xo® piSsaidy thinkm no ^id of a bore ; 


But even your valiant Vermonters to please, 

We cannot afford to spread Cattle-disease, 

Which nobody can desire* 

A Yankee Inspector is all very fine, 

But if pleuro-pneumonia crosses the line, 

Ai^ Bull’s bulls and heifers should play up the deuce, 

A Yankee Inspector ^n’t be of much use. 

Which nobody can dispute* 

A Yankee Inspector you seem to suppose is 
A buckler and barrier against trichinosis ; 

But triohinsB pass without passports. Bacilli 
And microbes that Yankee might miss willy-nilly, 

Which nobody can deny* 

^ri^slaughter restrictions may limit your trade. 

Well, yonr Tariffs Protective £o help tta aren’t made. 
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And we caimot run dangers to plump up 
your wealth, 

Until you can show us a clean hill of health. 
Which nobody can assert. 

And as to that cudgel tucked under your arm, 
You fancy, perhaps, it ^Hl act as a charm. 
Ko, Jonathajt! John to your are^ent’s 
dull, [his skull, 

And you will not convince him by cracking 
Which nobody can suppose. 

The Gaul and the Teuton seem much of my 
mind, [hud 

And, despite your new Law, you will probably 
That Yankee Inspectors, i>lus menaces big, 
Behabilitate not the American Pi^ 

Which nobody can amnn. 

No, JoNATHAif, Johnny feels no animosity, _ 
He’d like, with yourself, to have true 

procity ; [stroke. 

But neither your Law, nor a smart cudgd- 
Will make him— or them— buy your Pig m a 
^ Poke— Which nobody can particularly 
wonder at, after all ; now can 
they, Jonathan ? 


Latest eroh the Lyceum.— With a view 
to supplying the entire world with the current 
number, Mr^ Furich goes to press at a date 
too early to permit of a criticism of JSxivens^ 
fBood, Bo he contents himself (for ^e present) 
by merely recording that at the initial per- 
formance on Saturday last all went as happily 
(“merrily,” with so sombre a plot, is not 
the word) as a marriage-hell. There was a 
striking situation towards the end of the 
drama which was both novel and interesting. 
Mr. Lelving received and deserved a grand 
reception, and it was generally admitted ^t 
amongst the ma^ a&iirable imx>ersonation8 


her Bride of Bammermoor appropriately 
“ takes the <^e I ” 

MT PEETTY JANE, 

(Zcdesi FersioTi.) 

[It is said that the price of wh^t and the mtt- 
riage-rate go together, most people gettang married 
when wheat is highest.] 

My pretty Jane, my dearest Jane, 

Ah, never look so shy, 

But meet me, meet me in the market, 
When the price of wheat rules high. 

The glut is wauing fast, my love, 

And com is getting dear ; 

Good (Hymen) times are coming, love, 
Geres our hearts shall cheer. 

Then pretty Jane, though poorish Jane, 
Ah, never pipe your eye. 

But meet me, meet me at the Altar, 
For the price of wheat rules highj 

Yes, 'name the day, the happy day, 

I can afford the ring ; 

For com rules high, the marriage rate 
Mounts up like anything ; 

The “ quarter ” stands at fifty, love. 
Which, for Mark Lane is dear. 

Our wedding day is coming, love, 

Our married course is clear. 

Then, pretty Jane, if poorish Jjjsns , 
Ah, never look so shy ; 

But meet me, meet me at the Altar, 
When the price of wheat rules high ! 

“Nomine Mutato.” — For some weeks 
there was a considerahle amount of oorre^ 
spondence in the Times^ anent ** Ecclesiastioal 
Gfitles,” which suddenly disappeared. Was 
the topio resumed one day Is^ week tinder 
he new headi^, ** The SytnhoUcal Itepre- 
eentaiion of Ciphers 



TAKEN ON TRUST. 

Viscount Conamorey {whose recoHectiom oj {he antique wre somewJuU kassy), “ Aw — ^A — ^wmat 
BBAUnTUL A-RVfl AND HlNDS YOU *VB GOT, MbS. BoUNDBE I ThET BEHIND HE OF THE VeNUS 
OF Milo’sI*' Mrs^B, {who has never com seen the Venus of Mile), “to/ you FLATTM & ERr * 


AN INTOCATION. 

{By a Town Mouse,) 

Coke hack to Town 1 Why wander where 
The snow-clad peaks arise ? 

Our EngUsh sunsets are as fair, 

With red September skies. 

Sof tajh^ ^tu- 

1 TIE Whm^ musing 

i m ou your face, 

iST ^ ^ 

Bay, do you listen to his prayer, 

Or slay him with a frown r 
At any rate I can’t be there. 

Come back to Townl 

Why linger by some far-off lake 
Or Continental strand? 

St. Martin’s Summer comes to make 
A glory in the land. 


The river runs a golden stream 
Where Week’s great dome looks down , 
Thine eyes, methinkE, have brighter gleam; 
Come back to Town 1 

I hear your voice upon the wind, 

In dreamland you appear ; 

But do you wonder that I find 
The day so long and drear ? 

Lentis adhcsrensorachiis come 
Once more my life to crown ; 

Withont thee ’tis too burdensome. 

Come hack to Town I 


MB. PUNCH’S DICTIONABY OF 
PHRASES. 

At an Afternoon Caul. 

“ So glad to see you at last. Now donH let 
me interrupt your taJJt with Mrs, VxRSZSR ; ” 
».e., “If I do, I shall be let in for being 
button-holed.” 

“jDo let me get you some tea-~you must 
he dying for a cup ; ” “ Enow i am,” 

“ So sorry-^Ifear everything is cold. Do 
let me have some freeh tea made for you ; ” 
“He can’t accept that offer.” 

In a Non-Smoeing Carriage. 

“ You donH mind my cigar ^ do you? ” ue*^ 
“I know he does, hut I’m not going to 
waste it” 

{Beply to the above query,) 

“OA, not at allP^ f.c,, “Beastly thingl 
If he wasn’t so confoundedly sdfish and 
stingy, he’d throw it away.” 
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PM AFLOAT!^' 

(TTbwcastle-on-Tyne Yersion. ) 


Ph afloat, I 'm afloat on the 
ooaly black Tyne I 
The draft licence sent me I 
begged to decline : 

Though other chaps had ’em, 

1 they were not for me ; 

I prefer a free flag, an the 
strictest T. 

A sly “floating factory” 
thus I set up 

(I’m a mixture of Et^pert 
the Rover and Krtjpp). 

At Jarrow Slake moored, my 
trim wherry or boat 
I rejoiced in, and sung “I’m 
afloat I I ’m afloat I ” 
Forquick-firing guns ammu- 
nition I made, 

Engaging (says Ford) in the 
contraband trade. 

An inquest wcis held, but its 
verdict cleared me, 

I ’m afloat, I ’m afloat, and 
the Eover is free ! 

I fear not the Government; 
heed not its law, 

I Much rumpus is made, we I 
shall hear lots of jaw : I 

An explosion took place on 
October the third, / 

My sly “floating factory” 5 
blew up like a bird. 

It killed one poor f eUow, and 
damaged a lot. 

But I am a Great Gun, and 
got ofl like a shot ; 

Indeed all were weU, hut for 
cold Colonel Ford, 

Who blames me, the Rover ! 
Too had, on my word ! 










The Pirate of Elswiok shall 
not he the sport 
Of a fussy Commission’s ill- 
tempered Report. 

To bring me to hook is all 
fiddlededee — 

I ’m afloat, I ’m afloat, and 
the Rover is free ! 

I contraband, careless? Why, 
everyone owns 
That is natural, ’neath the 
black flag and cross-hones. 
Ho mere paltry maker of fire- 
works am I, 

But a Rover who’s free, 
whose sole roof is the sky. 
The law of the land may the 
petty appal. 

But frighten the Rover P Oh 
no, not at all I 

And ne’er to Commissions or 
Colonels I ’ll yield, 

Whilst there’s Black Tyne 
to back me or WhitehaU to 
shield. 

Unfurl the Black Flag I 
shake its folds to the wind I 
And 1 ’ll warrant we ’ll soon 
leave sea-lawyers behind. 
Up, np with the flag I Pi- 
rate’s Uoence for me ! 

I ’m afloat, I ’m afloat, and 1 
the Rover is free ! 

Depinition op MiriTART 
Man(ettvees. — “ Peaoe- 
work.^JI 

Darwinites.— “ The Evo- 
lutionary Squadron.” 


Capital title. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Speaphnu of Seynari the Fox, 1 was made, by a slip of the prin- 
ter’s hand— -I am accustomed to seeing sli^s/row Ms hand, wMch is 
quite another thing— to say that tMs mediaYal romance “ presents a 
trner picture of life than novels in which vice is pnnished and virtue 
/if .at 1 */ '/ rewarded.” After consider- 

\ earth I could 

V > have meant by “patiently rewarded,” 

t/ ^ remembered that I had written 

«« ‘4lri ' * patently rewarded,” The printer pnt 

my “i” out, and without an “i” it 
was^ver^dimoult to perceive the sense 

d'l ' j i ■ Nutshell Novek, by that crack writer 

—no, not “ crack’d”— and poet, whose 
verses send a frill right through ns, 
r\ -.L 1 T xi * « Mr. J. Ashbt-Sxbrry, are coming out. 
Oapitai title. As Shakspeaee says, “Sermons in stones, novels 
in nutsMlls, and good in everything.” Shellex’s poems might 
^ brought out in pooketable form under a similar title, Nut- Shelley 
Foems. I have not yet seen the volume in question, only heard tell 
01 it, and should not be surprised to hear that the central novel and 
the best was a short military novel, entitled The Kernel Messrs. 
Hutchinson & Co. are the publishers. I hope Mr. Sterrx has 
lUustrated Itself. He can draw and paint, hut he won’t, and 
were s an ena "qn t. He must follow up the Nutshells with a volume 
miockers, abdut Christmas time. 

Jutft been lootog through London Street Arabs, by Mrs. H. M. 
publi^d by Casseir & Co., which firm— whose tele- 

s ^ 80 od name too— writes 

ISO tne ^aron thus In forwarding you an early copy ” — pTna]| 

' we will ask yov, to he good 

quoth the Baron)-“fo cmflne 
en^^ from th ^ntro duehon to an extent not exceeding One- 
^^o/tAe •v Willmyly.my dear ‘ Caspeg,’ ” replies the 

BM^who doa ^t like Vwing dictated to, aud, to gratify yoi with to 
i BwkeVo eitractaat aU from the boot, a prooeed- 

' “ Ca!®#g, London.” Wh£t next ? 

VYiH pubhsfaers send to th\® Baron, and request Mm not even to 


breathe the names of their books ? By all means* He has no objec- 
tion, as, whether sent to him for review, or purchased by hiTn pour 
se distraire, the Baron oply mentions those he likes, or, if he mentions 
these he- dislikes, ’tis pro hono publico, and there ’s an end on’t. 
Mrs. Stanley appreciates humour, as the following anecdote will 

show But, dear me, the Baron is forgetful— he begs “Caspeg’s” 

pardon; he mustn’t quote. Mrs.* Stanley can he truly sympathetic 

with sorrow, as the following story proves no, “Caspeg,” the I 

story must not follow. Never mind — the Baron’s dear readers will I 
read it for themselves if they feel ‘ ‘ so dispoged.” The Baron supposes 
that all tMs was written and drawn while Mrs. Stanley was Miss 
Dorothy Tennant, because her recorded opinion, probably, as 
a spinster, is (and here the Baron “quotes” not, but “alludes”), 
that you can find better artistic material in this line at home, than 
you can obtain by seeking it abroad; yet when she married, ofl 
she went to Milan, Yenice, and so forth. For pleasure, of course, 
not work; but work to her is evidently pleasure. May happiness 
have aceompanied her everywhere I The drawings are pretty, rather 
of the goody-good “ Sunday-at-home-readings” kind of iUnstra- 
tions. And what on earth has a sort of pictorial advertisement for 
‘ *. Somebody’s Soap ” got to do with Street Arabs ? Washed Ashore ; 
or, Nappy At LastF might be the title of thia mer-baby picture, 
in whicn two naked children, not Street Arabs, or Arabs of any 
sort, are depicted as examining the inanimate body of a nondescript 
creature, half flesh and half fish, wMch has been thrown up by the 
waves “ to he left till called for ” by the next Mgh-tide, when, 
p^haps, its sorrowing parents, Mr. and Mrs. Merman, or its 
widowed mother, Mrs. A&rwomcan, arrayed in sea- “weeds,” may 
come to claim it and give it un-ohristian burial. But that the 
Baron, out of deference to the wishes of “Caspeg, London,” does 
not like to quote on© smgle line, he could give Mrs. Stanley’s own 
account of how tMs picture of the Mer-baby came to be included 

aj i 1. Tn_ . 1 •» .-1 vi. 


Nays of Palmyra, Good, S 9 far ; but several new books have come 
in, and Palmyra cannot receive my undivided attention, says 

The Baron re Book- Worms. 

P.S,— My faithful “ Co.” has been reading Ferrers Court, by John 
Strange winter, anthor of Booties Baby and a number of other 
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novelettes of like iind. He says that he is getting' just the least hit 
toed 01 Mtgnon^ the plain-spoken girls, and tne rest of them. 
By the way , he observes that it seems to be the fashion, jndging 
tom the pages of Ferrers Courts in what he may call “Serviw 
Suckles, to talk continually of a largely advertising lady’s tailor. 
If this ^stom spreads, he j^resumes that that popular topic of 
conversation, the weather, will have to give place to the prior 
claims for consideration of Somebody’s Blacking, or Somebody- 
else s Soap. KMs is to be regretted, as, in spite of the sameness of 
subject o± the Footl&s jBaoy senes, John Stbanob WrcrcEa is always 
more amusing than nine-tenths of his (or should it be her?) con- 
temporaries. B. BE B.-W. & Co. 

P.S. 1 ^ 0 . 2. — ^The Baron wishes to add that on taking up the Bride 
of Lammermoor in order to refresh his memory before seeiug the new 
drama, he was struck by a few liues in the description of Lucy 
A.8Mon^ wMch, during rehearsals, must have been peculiarly appro- ! 
priate to her representative at the Lyceum, Miss EIiLEN Tebry. 
Here are “ To these det^s, however trivial, Lucy lent 
patient and not indinerent attention. They moved and interested 
B:enry^ and that was enough to secure her ear.” “ Great Scott I ” 
indeed I Perfectly prophetic, and prophetically perfect. 

B. BE B.-W. 

STALKING THE SAGACIOUS STAG. 

S'portmg Botes from Our Special Eepresentative^ 

I H^ an invite tom JepsoNj a Stock Exchange acquaintance, 
who has rented a Moor for the winter months, and who, happening 
to hear that I and my two foreign friends were in the neighbour- 
hood, most kindly asked me to come and have a look at his box, 
and bring them with me. 

“ I hear,” he writes, ** that the deer are very lively, and if you 
want to show your foreign friends some first-rate British Sport, you 
can’t do better than bring them.” 

IsTeed I say that I j'umped at this. Coming along on the top of the 
coach, that takes us to Spital-hoo, the place my friend baa rented, I 
have been endeavouring to describe what I imagine to be the nature 
of the sport of Deer-stalking to the Chief and toe Bulgarian Count. 
The former, who has^ been listening attentively, says that, from 
my description, stalking a stag must be very much toe same as 
hunting the double-humped bison in Mwangumbloola, and that 
toe only weapon he shall take with him will be a pickaxe. I have 
pointed out to him that I don’t think this will be any use, as in 
deer-stalking I fancy you follow the stag at some distance^ but he 
seems resolute about toe pickax^ and so, I suppose, I must let him 
have his way. The Bulgarian Count was deeply interested in the 
matter, and says that evidently the proper weapon to use is a species 
of quick-firing, repeating Hotchkiss, and that he has one now on 
its way through Edinburgh, toe invention of a compatriot, that 
will fixe 2700 two-ounce bullets in a minute and a-ha&. I fancy, 
if he uses this, he will surprise toe neighbourhood ; but, of course, 

I have not said anything to interfere wito his project. 

We have arrived at Spital-hoo all safe and sound, and'JEPSON 

has given us a 
most cordial wel- 
come. But I must 
now have once 
more recourse to 
my current notes. 

I have now been 
something like 
five hours on toe 
tramp, plodding 
my way through a 
deep glen in a pine 
forest, but have 
not yet come across 
any sign of a stag. I started wito toe Chief andiltoe Count, but toe 
former soon went ofi at a tangent somewhere onyiis own hook, and 
the latter, who had got his Hotchkiss with him and found it heavy 
work to drag it up and down toe mountain paths, I have left behind 
to take a rest and recuperate himself. I pause in my walk and 
listen. The forest is intensely still. Not a sign of a stag anywhere. 

Jepson is left at home, as he is expecting a couple of local 
Ministers to tea, but he has told me I’m “bound to come across 
whole herds of them,” it I only tramp long enough. Well, I ’ve 
been at it five hours, and I certainly ought to have spotted something 
by this time. By Jove, though, what ’s that moving in the path 
ahead of me P It is ! It is a stag ! A magnificent fellow— though 
he appears to have only one horn. But, how odd ! I believe he has 
seen me, and yet doesn’t seem seared ! Yes, he is actually approach- 
ing in the most leisurely fashion in the world. But that isn’t toe 
correct thing. In deer-stalking, I ’m sure you ought to stalk the 
deer, not toe deer stalk you. And this creature is absolutely coming 
down on me. Oh I I can’t stand this. I shall have a shot at him. 


AN EFFECTIVE MILITARY MANOEUVRE. 

The day of cocked hats and plumes is past and gone. This Head-dress is 
utterly nnsuited for active service .” — Military Oerrespondenfs Letter to Times, 



SxroorsTioN, in consequence, eoe Hew Costume foe Geneeal 

OfFICEES — so THAT THEY MI&HT BE MISTAKEN BY THE EnEMY 
FOE HAEMIESS GeNTLEMEN-FaEMEES BNOAOEB IN AOEIOUITUEAL 
PUESUITS, 


Bang I Have fired— and missed ! And, by Jove, toe stag doesn’t 
seem to mind! He is coming^ nearer and nearer. He actually 
comes close to where I am kneeling, and with facetious friendliness 
removes my Tam o’Shanter I But, hulloah ! who is this speaking ? 
“Ha, and would ye blaze awa wi’ your weepons upon poor 5d 
Epaminondas, moni ” It is an aged Highlander who is addressing 
me, and he has just turned out of a hye-pato. He is fondling toe 
creature’s nose affectionately, and toe stag seems to know him. I 
remark as much. 

“Ha! sure he does,” he replies, “Why there’s nae a body doon 
the glen but has got a friendly word for pnir Old Epaminondas, 
You see he’s blind o’ one ’ee, and he’s lost one o’ his antlers, and 
he ’s a wee bit lame, and all toe folk here about treat him kindly, 
when ye thought to put that bit o’ lead into him just noo, sure he 
was just oomiu’ to ye for a bit o’ oatmeal cake.” 

I express my repet for having so nearly shot toe “Favourite of 
the Glen” through inadvertence ! I explain that I came out deer- 
stalking, and did not expect, of course, to come across a perfectly 
tame and domestic stag, 

“ A weel, there ’s nae mischief done,” continues my interlocutor; 
“but it’s nae good a stalking Epaminondas, for he’s just a 

sagacious beastie altogether.” 

# # # # « # 

Here we are at toe Lodge. But, hulloah I what ’s this uproar on 
toe lawn f A herd of deer dashing wildly over everything, fiower- 
beds and all, and, yes, absolutely five of them burstiM into the 
house, through one of the drawing-room windows, while jxpson and 
toe two Mrk Ministers emerge hurriedly, terrified, from toe other. 
Crash! And what’s that? Why, surely it canH be— but yes, I 
believe it is— yes, it positively is toe Chief’s pickaxe that has fiown 
through toe air, and just smashed through toe upi^r panes, scat- 
tering the glass iu a toousand fragments in all directions I 

And thus ends ‘my Stalking for the Present, and (probably) the 
Future I 
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THE BRITISH LlOH AND THE CERMAN 
FOX; OR, A MISTAKE SOMEWHERE. 

THE SEaXIEL OF A FABLE. • 

{See “ The German Fox and the British Lion” 
Fmch, November 17, 1888.) 

“ When’ Fox with. Lion linnts, one would be 
sorry 

To say who gains— until they Ve shared the 
q.narry ! 

Snch was the Moral 

Of the first chapter of our modem Fable. 

Is the co-partnership still strong and stable, 
Or are there signs of q^uarrel 
More than mere querulous quidnuncs iuvent 
To break companionship and mar content ? 

Reynard has settled down into that latitude. 
Pilgrim, perhaps, but certainly a Trader. 
Does he not show a certain change of 
attitude, 

Suggestiye father less of the Crusader, 
Fager to earn the black-skinned bondsman’s 
gratitude, 

Than of the Bagman with his sample-box ? 
Ah, Master Fox I 

Somehow the scallop seems to slip aside, 

And that brave banner, which, with honest 
pride 

You waved, like some commercial duixote — 
verily 

’Tis not to-day so valorously fiaunted, 

And scarce so cheerily. 


You boast the pure knight-errantry so 
vaunted, 

Some two years since, 

Eh ? You unfeigned Crusading zeal evince ? 

Whence, then, that rival banner 
Which you coquet with in so cautious 
^ manner ? 

Hoisting it? Humph! Say, rather, just 
inspecting it. 

But whether with intention of rejecting it. 

Or temporising with the sly temptation 
And making Proclamation 
Of riews a trifie mooified, and ardour 
A little cooled by thoughts of purse and 
larder. 

Why, that ’s the question. 

Reynard will probably resent suggestion 
I Of playing renegade, in the cause of Trade, 

I To that same Holy, Noble, New Crusade. 
“Only,” he pleads, “don’t fume, and fuss, 
and worry. 

The New Crusade is not a thing to hurry ; 

I never meant hot zealotry or haste— 

Things hardly to the solid Teuton taste I 

And Leo ? Well, he always had his doubts, 
Yet to indulge in fierce precipitate fiouts 
Is not his fashion. 

The Anti- Slavery zeal, with him a passion. 
He knows less warmly shared by other 
traders ; 

But soi-dieant Crusaders 
Caught paltering with the Infidels, like 
traitors. 

And hot enthusiast Emancipators 


Who the grim Slavery-demon gently tackle, 
Wink at the scourge, and dally with the 
shackle. 

Such, though they vaunt their zeal and ortho- 
doxy, 

Seem— for philanthropists — a trifie foxy 1 

RtcLAME (Q-jblatis). — ^W here is the Lessee 
of the Haymarket ? He ought to have been 
in India. He was wanted there. The Daily 
Neuos^ last week, told us in its Morning 
News Columns that “at a place called 
Beerbhoom”— clearly the Indian spelling of 
Beerbohm — “there was a desirable piece of 
land lying waste”— the very spot for a 
theatre — “because it was reputed to be 
haunted by a malignant goddess,” — that 
wouldn’t matter as long as the “ gods” were 
well provided for. Then it continues, ‘ ‘ They ” 
(who ?) “ did all they could to propitiate her, 

setting apart a tree .” Yes ; but it wasn’t 

the right tree : of course it ought to have 
been a Bebbbhoom Teee. His first drama 
might have shown how a Buddhist priest 
couldn’t keep a secret. Thrilling I 

Woman’s Happiest Hour. 

{By a Sour old Cynic,) 

A YxionEB Journal raises wordy strife 
About “the happiest hour of Woman’s life,” 

I ’ll answer in less compass than a sonnet : — 
“When she outshines her best friend’s 
smartest bonnet ! ” 
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THE BEITISH LION AND THE GERMAN FOX; 


OB, A MISTAKE SOMEWHEBE ! 

{Vide Cartoon^ Kov^ IT, 188 S.) 
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THE PLEASURES OF GETTING UP EARLY TO GO ‘ CUBBING.” 



1. The Meet was to be at Cropper’s Corse, 5 30. At 4*30 2. After we bad gone a couple of miles, a steady rain came 

Thompson called for me. He said be knew the way perfectly. on. I didn’t think much of the beauties of early morning. 



3. ^‘‘Well, my man,” said Thompson, “seen the hounds? 4, “Extraordinary thing I should have been mistaken,” 
This is Cropper’s Q-orse, I suppose ? ” “ Hoa, Sur ; this be said Thompson. •* Never mind. Let ’s canter on, and we ’ll 
Cropper’s Plantation. The Corse be four miles over yonder ! ” see some fun yet.” 



5. “Hi! my boy, is this Cropper’s Corse ?” asked Thomp- 6. Then Thompson had the decency to say, “Let’s go 
son. “Noa, fcJur. This be Cropper’s Common. The Corse back and have breakfast.” 

be five miles over yonder I ” 


EATS IN COUNCIL. 

A MASS meeting of Eats was held (unknown to the Park-keepers) under the Reformer’s Oak in Hyde Park, 
at midnight of last Sunday. The object of the gathering was to protest against the proposal made by a 
Correspondent of The Times ^ that the “sewer-rats who had established themselves in the sylvan retreat” 
known as Hyde Park Dell, should be exterminated by means of “twenty ferrets and a few capable dogs,” 

Mr, Rodent (Senior) was called upon to preside. He took the hillock amid waving of tails and iniich 
enthnsiasm^nd remarked that he trusted that that vast assembly, one of the most magnificent demonstrations 
that even Hyde Park had ever known, would show by its orderly behaviour,^ that Eats knew how to 
conduct business, {Cheers,) They lived in strange times, A barbarous suggestion had been made to evict 
them—to turn them out of house and home, by means of what he might call Emergency Eerrets, {Groans ^ 
and cries of “ Boycott them J ”) He feared that boycotting a ferret would not do much good. (A squeak— 
‘I Why not try rattening and laughter,) Arbitration seemed to him the most politic course under the 
circumstances, {Cheers,) They were accused of eating young moor-chicks. Well, was a Eat to starve? 
(“ No. no .'”) Did not a Eat owe a duty to those dependent upon it ? {Cheers^ and cries of “ Yes ! ”) He 

appealed to the opinion of the civilised world to put a stop At this point in the Chair-rat’s address, an 

alarm of “Dogs I ” was raised, and the meeting at once dispersed in some confusion. 


THE J0URNALIST-AT-ARM8. 

Who would not be a J our- 
nalist-at-Arms ? 

Life for that paladin hath 
poignant charms. 
Whether in pretty quarrdl 
he shall run 

Just half an inch of rapier 
—in pure fun — 

In his opponent’s biceps, or 
shall fiick 

His shoulders with a slen- 
der walking-stick. 

The ‘ * stern joy ” of the man 
indeed must rise 
To raptures and heroic 
ecstacies. 

Oh, glorious climax of a 
vulgar s(iuabble, 

To redden your foe’s nose, 
or make him hobble 
For half a week or so, as 
though, perchance, 

He ’d strained an ancle in a 
leap or dance I 
Feeble sword-play or futile 
fisticujffs 

Might be disdained by 
warriors— or roughs ; 
But to the squabbling scribe 
the farce has charms. 
Who would not be aJour- 
nalist-at-Arms ? 


WANTED ! 

A THOROUGHLY 
well appointed and 
handsomely furnished 
Country Mansion (Eliza- 
bethan or Jaoobsean period 
preferred) wanted imme- 
diately. It must contain 
not less than 50 bed- 
rooms, appropriate recep- 
tion-rooms, and a hall 
capable of being ntiHsed 
for fetes and gala enter- 
tainments on a large scale, 
and must stand in the 
midst of extensive tim- 
bered grounds, surrounded 
by orangeries, hot-houses, 
and beautifully kept plea- 
sure grounds replete with 
the choicest pieces of sta- 
tuary and ornamentalf oun- 
tains arranged for electrical 
illumination, the perfect 
installation of which on the 
premises, on the newest 
principles, is regarded as a 
sine qua non by the Adver- 
tiser, The shooting over 
four or fi.ve hundred acres, 
and the meeting of not less 
than three packs of hounds 
m the immediate neigh- 
bourhood, with salmon and 
trout fishing within easy 
distance of the mansion, 
are also considered indis- 
pensable, Particulars as to 
the surrounding country 
entiy are requested, 
Vrite also stating whether 
any recognised raoe-meet- 
ing is held in the immediate 
vicinity. The distance of 
the property from town 
must not be more than half 
an hour’s railway journey, 
and the inclusive rent must 
not exceed five and twenty 
shillings a week. 
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ODE TO OZONE. 

(By a Poor Paterfamilias,) 

“ London is a terrible consumer of ozone.” 

Standard, 

Air — ** The ButchmarCs Little Dog.'* 

0 'vrHERE and 0 where, is onr treasured Ozone ? 

0 where, and 0 where can it he? 

From London to leeward ’tis utterly gone, 

To windward hnt Ettle ioats free. 

Since ScHONBEiN of Basle discovered the stuff, 
We Ve lived half a cen-tn-ree. 

If of it we only could swallow enough, i 
How healthy, how happy were we I | 

Condensed form of oxygen, essence of air 
That ’s fresh, or eleofiioitee, 

Ozone is the stuff shaken health to repair. 

’Tis for it we sR fly to the sea I 

Solidified Ozone they talk about now, 

To be bought in small bricks like pressed 
tea, 

The air that is cheering when breathed on 
one’s brow 

In cubic foot-blocks would bring glee. 

How pleasant to buy one’s Ozone, like one’s 
coal, 

And store it up an-nu-al-lee I 
And not fly for it to some dull cockney hoi 
Just because it is dug by the Sea I 

Ah yes, let us have it, this needful Ozone, 

In portable parcels I Ah me ! 

Ho longer need Paterfamilias groan 
At the cost of that month by the Sea I 

Shakspeariant Motto por the Hew 
Unionism. — (Dedicated to the Artisan left 
out in the “In the ambush of my 

nme, strike home!” — Measure for Measure* 


TO MY UMBRELLA. 

’Twere hard indeed to try to get 
A theme without some poem on it— 

A vilaneUe, a triolet, 

An ode, an epic, or a sonnet. 

Castara’s charms were sung of old. 

Both SwiET and Sidney wrote to Stella, 

But mine it is to 
first unfold -jj. 

The praise of my 
beloved Umbrella. 

Ton are not difficult 
to please, 

Although no doubt 
a trifle “ knobb 3 [ ; ” 

Whilst I ’m reclining 
at mine ease, 

I leave you standing 
in the lobby, 

I ever treat you thus, 

Ihaven’tgotafriend 
who’s firmer; 

In point of fact, you even let 
Me shut you up without a murmur. 

How some seek solace sweet in smoke, 

And make a pipe their Amaryllis ; 

So think not that I do but joke 
In calling you my darling Phyllis. 

And though the gossips never spare 
For ill-report to seek a handle, 

The (indiarubber) ring you wear 
Prevents the very thought of scandal. 

“ Fair weather, friend,” we’ve often heard 
Used as a term to throw discredit, 

Though clearly it were quite absurd 
If speaking of yourself one said it. 

When skies are blue (a thing that ’s rare) 

I in the coolest way forsake you, 


But when the Forecast tells me “ Fair,” 

Or “Settled Sunshine,” then I take you. 

I like to think of one sweet day 
When oats and dogs it kept on raining, 

(Why “cats and dogs,” it’s right to say, 
Who will oblige me by explaining ?) 

When someone, who had golden hair. 

And I were walking out together. 

And underneath your sheltering care, 

Were happy spite of wind and weather. 

One day I asked a friend to dine, 

The nriend I most completely trusted. 

We sat and chatted o’er the wme, 

He liked the port— my fine old crusted. 

At length we said “ Good-night.” He went 
But not alone. For to my sorrow 

My mind with jealousy was rent, 

To find you missing on the morrow. 

You had eloped I Yet all the same 
I felt quite sure you were his victim, 

When back a sorry wreck you came, 

I very nearly went and kicked hini ! 

Did Love take wings, and fly away P 
Grew my affection less ? Ho, never ! 

To tell the truth, I ’m bound to say 
I fonffiy loved you more than ever I 

With him— the man who was my friend— 
It ’s pretty clear you got on badly ; 

Your ribs, somehow, seem prone to bend, 
Your silken dress seems wearing sadly. 

It ’s very hard, I know, to part. 

And sentimental feelings smother, 

But even though it break my heart, 

I’m going, next week, to get another. 

Epitaph on a Piate op Venison (a 
suggestion^ at the service of those who eoUeet 
menu cards)* — “ Though lost to sight, to 
memory deer 1 ” 
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HISTOEY AS SHE IS WEOTE ! 


Town. The name of the author is either Shakspeabe or Smitic* 
I am not sure which, hut think Smith. 


Last week the St, Jameses Gazette published an article proving: -n d r\ -n* 

that the Bastille, so far from being a gloomy prison, was the most Diary once ag^. 

delightful of hotels. This historical record has, however, caused no said that ^^.s 
surprise in 85, Fleet Street, because the following extract from a 

very old diary has for years been awaiting publication. The time t^ latter. For the rest, if again I am pressed to go to ^e Play 
has now arrived for it to see the liffht. strap me I but, comfortable as I am, I will pack up my traps, and 


has now arrived for it to see the light. 

GAT MOMENTS AT THE ANCIENT BAILEY. 

Newgate^ September 29, 17 — .—Got up with the assistance of my 
valet, and held my customary lev4e. The Governor of the place 
asked my permission to enter my luxuriously furnished apartments, 


WP'^ 




r' 


j4i'^ 




be o£E from Newgate— for ever I 

THE REAL GRIEVANCE OFFICE. 

{Before Mr. CoMMissioisrBB. Punch.) 

A Shareholder in a^Qae Company introduced. 

The Commissioner {sharply). Well, Sir, what is it ? 

Shareholder. I have come to complain about the Gas Com- 
panies — 

The Com, I am not surprised. They are generally causing some 
one or other trouble. 

Shareh, No, I beg your pardon, Sir, but yon misunderstand me. 
I am interested in the prosperity 




ifl 


w 1 






Mv" bimal) gave his reasons ? 

^ Shareh, Well, yes; be cer- 

to show me an amnsing set of irons that had been discovered in one tainly had been served with a 

of the cells used dumg the last two htindred years for the storage demand to pay £1 4^. 10^?. within three days, to “ prevent the neces- 
of fire-wood. The droll things were called the Little Ease,” and sity ” of the gas supply to his premises being discontinued at a time 
seemingly, were intended to create merriment. One of the oj6S.oers when he and his family were out of Town, and his house was closed 
was complacent enough to assume them, and caused great diversion for the recess. 

by his eccentric gestures. My Zev^ewas not qnite so successful, as The Com, Prm«/acee, that seems a strong order ! And I suppose 
IS generally the case, as that todions old gossip, Guido Faux, obtained the complainant wrote to the Gas Company, and got no redress r 
admisaon. usn^ he had a grievance. It appears that a report Shareh, Well, yes. But then, you see, this demand for payment 
nM got abroad that hewas executed in the days of our late lamented witbin three days may have been a final notice. 

Monarm, JAMES THE First of Gr^t Britain, and Sixth of Scotland. The Com, {drily). Seems to have been very final indeed! Was 
bays Gupo, If this be beneved by the multitude there will be a there anything on the face of the notice to distinguish it from an 
dem^d for my expulsion, and what s^U I do if I he turned out ? ” ordinary unstamped circular ? 

g)ndoled with him, md escaped his ^portunities by joining with Shareh, No, I believe not. But, then,' possibly, the account had 
1 ?^ Sheppahd, and Squire TuitPiif in a game of “Lome been submitted to him before. 

Ten Hys, a recreation reoe:^ly introduced by my good neighbour The Com, How do you know ? Speaking from my own experience. 
Monsieur Claude du Yax. Failed in making a goal, and put out a demand-note is generally left at the house when the master is 
thereat, iiowe^r, regai^d my usual flow of spirits on receiving away, and the Collector does not take the slightest trouble to collect 
a polite request from the Governor to join him and his good Dame the money. He leaves it to chance whether the money is sent or not. 
m a -mit to the rower of London, to call upon Lady Jane Geex— Surely you must know that in your character of a householder ? 

aDd now a guest m that admirable institution. Was Shareh, Well, yes; I fancy that the collector does sometimes act 
CTaci^sly received by Her Ladyship, who is now of advanced age. in a very perfunctory manner. 

va^ly amused at the news that had reached her The Com, And that servants frequently are unable to distinguish ! 
insist that she has lost her head. “ I have between the open circular of a Gas Company asking for the settlement 


go^ feUows, Six WXLTIS The aged Kmght is always up Shareh. WeU, yes— very likely-but the law is 

* ns Cm, {stM. The Law and its name should not he lightly 
TU IS a well-paid taken m vain. I have seen on a Gas Company's circular the terrors 

greatly pleased mth my mornmg's of a statute invoked to secure prompt payment of a few shillings! 
who de^ed monopoHsts) are merely tradfrs, 


^ oiiuciuamcu uue u-overnor ax aiimer, .aixer au, tue u-as Uompanies albeit monopolists) are merely tr 

he, could never get so good a meal m his own and the Public axe tL customers. If a butcher, rbaier, 

and, were it not that oandle-stick maker invariably attempted to secure immediate pay- 


d^^haS^ ^ LMe performance m the obtain redress. If you want to improve your position, k^pybur 

oharaoter while prmcipal male eye upon your employes, and teach them> the meaning of that well- 

Misfress SiDDONS, and worn phrase, Suaviter in modo, fortiter in re J ' You may go ! 
niece is in the oast. The title of the [^The Witness then retired^ with difficulty- repressing a painful 

piece IS Hamlet, and I am told it is written by a young man new-tol exhibition of the most acute em^Uon, ^ ^ 


exhibition of the most acute emotion, ^ 


{£$• or Contributions, whether MS., Priiited Matter. Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wiU 

jn no case be retu rned, not ev en when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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MR. PUNCH'S PRIZE NOVELS. 

New Series. — Important Announcement. 

This age kas beea called an Age of Progress, an Age of Eeform, 
an Ago of Intellect, an Age of Shams ; eyerything in fact except 
an Age of Prizes. And yet, it is perhaps as an Age of Prizes that 
it is destined to^ be chiefly remembered. The humble but frantic 
solver of Acrostics has had Ms tom, the correct expounder of the 
law of Hard Cases has by this time established a complete code of 
eti( 3 [uette ; the doll-dresser, the epigram-maker, the teller of witty 
stories, the calculator who can discover by an instinct the number 
of letters in a given page of print, all have displayed their ingenuity, 
and have been magMtieently rewarded by prizes varying in value 
from the mere publication of their names, up to a policy of life 
insurance, or a completely furnished mansion in Peckham Eye. In 
fact, it has been calcMated by competent actuaries that taking a 
generation at about thirty-three years, and making every reasons^le 
allowance for errors of postage, stoppage in transitu^ fraudulent 
bankruptcies ^d unautnorised conversions, 120 per cent, of all 
persons alive in Q-reat Britain and Ireland in any given day of 
twenty- four hours, must have received a prize of some sort. 

Novelists, however, have not as yet received a prize of any sort, at 
least as novelists. The reproach is about to be removed. A prize 
of £1000 has been offered for the best novel by the Editor of a news- 
paper. The most distinguished writers are, so it is declared, entered 
for the Competition, but qnly^ the name of the prize-winner is to be 
revealed, only the prize- winning novel is to be published. Such at 
least has been the assurance given to all the eminent authors by the 
Editor in question. But Mr» Punch laughs at other people’s 
assurances, and by means of powers conferred upon Mm by himself 
for that purpose, he has been able to obtain access to all the novels 
Mtherto sent iu, and will now publish a selection of Prize Novels, 
together with the names of their authors, and a few notes of Ms own, 
wherever the text may seem to require them. 

In acting thus Mr, Punch feels, in the true spirit of the newest 
and the Eeviewest of Reviews, that he is conferring a favour on the 
authors concerned by allowing them the publicity of these columns. 
Sometimes pruning and condensation may be necessary. The opera- 
tion will be performed as kindly as circumstances permit. It is 
hardly necessary to add that Mr, Punch will give his own prize in 
his own wctf/i and ^ at his own time^ to the author he may deem the 
best. And herewith Mr, Punch gives a specimen of — 

No. I.— ONE MAN IN A COAT. 

{By Arey 0. K, Arrt, Author of “ SHge Fices^^* Cheap Words of a 
Chippy Chappie etsetterer,) 

[Preeatory Note. — ^Tbis Novel was carefully wrapped up in some odd 
leaves of Marx Twain’s Innocents Abroad, and was accompanied by a letter 
in wMch the author declared that the book was worth £3000, but that “ to 
save any more blooming trouble,” he would be willing to take the prize of 
£1000 by return of post, and say no more about it. — ^E d.] 

Chapter I. 

It was all the Slavey what got us into the mess. Have you ever 
noticed what a way a Slavey has of snuffling and saying, “Lor, Sir, 
00 ’d ^a thought it ? ” on the slightest provocation. She comes into 
your room just as you are about to fill your finest two-handed 
meerschaum with Npy-cut, and looks at you with a far-away look 
in her eyes, and a wisp of hair winding carelessly round the neck of 
her print dress. You murmur something in an insinuating way 
about that box of Yestas you bought last night from the blind man 
who stands outside “The Old Xing of Prussia” pub round the 
comer. Then one of her hairpins drops into the fireplace, and you 
rush to pick it up, and she rushes at the same moment, and your 
head goes crack against her head, and you see some stars, and a 
weary kind of sensation comes over you, and just as you feel 
inclined to send for the cat’s-meat man down the next court to 
come and fetch you away to the Dogs’ Home, in bounces your land- 
lady, and with two or three “Well, I nevers!” and “There’s an 
imperent ’ussey, for you ! ” nearly bursts the patent non-combustible 
bootlace you lent her last night to hang the brass locket round her 
neck by. 

Pottle says his landlady ’s different, but then Pottle always was 
a rum ’un, and nobody knows what old rag-and-bone shop he gets 
Ms landladies from. I always get mine only at the best places, and 
advise everybody else to do the same. I mentioned this once to Bill 
Moser, who looks after the calico department in the big store in 
the High Street, but he only sniffed, and said, “Came, you don’t 
know every tMnk ! ” wMch was rude of him. I might have given 
Mm one for himself just then, but I didn’t. I always was a lamb ; 
but I made up my mind that next time I go into the ham-and-beef 
shop kept by old Mother Moser I ’ll say something about “’orses 
from Bmgium” that the old lady won’t like. 

Did you ever go into a ham-and-beef shop? It’s just like this. 
I went into Moser’s last week. Just when I got in I tripped over 



Sis Reverence, ‘Dinner, 7*30, I*ll give you a Quarter oe an 
Hour’s Grace 1 ” 


His Irreverence, “Then COMMENCE AT 7*30, and I'll be there 
AT 7*45 I ” 


some ribs of beef lying in the doorway, and before I had time to say 
I preferred^ my beef without any hoot-blacking, I fell head-first 
against an immense sirloin on the parlour table. Mrs. Moser called 
all the men who were loafing around, and all the hoys and girls, and 
they carved away at the sirloin for five hours without being able to 
get my head out. At last an old gentleman, who was having his 
dimer there, said he couldn’t bear wMskers served up as a vegetable 
with his beef. Then they knew they ’d got near my face, so they 
sent away the Coroner and pulled me out, and when 1 got home my 
coat-tail pockets were full of old ham-bones. The boy did that — 
young varmint ! I ’ll ham-bone Mm when I catch Mm next.I 

Chapter II. 

Let me see, what was I after ? Oh, yes, I remember, I was 
going to tell you about our Slavey and the pretfy pickle she got us 
into. I ’m not sure it wasn’t Pottle’s fault. I said to Mm, just 
as he was wiping his mouth on the back of Ms hand after Ms fourth 
pint of shanay-gaff, “Pottle, my boy,” I said, “you’re no end 
of a chap for shouting ‘ Cash forward ! ’ so that all the girls in the 
shop hear you and say to one another, *My, what a lovely voice 
that young Pottle’s got ! ’ But you’re not much good at helping 
a pal to order a new coat, nor for the matter of that, in helping him 
to try it on.” But Pottle only hooked up his nose and looked 
scornful. Well, when the coat came home the Slavey brought it up, 
and put it on my best three-legged chair, and then flung out of the 
room with a toss of her head, as much as to say, “ ’Ere ’s extrava- 
gance ! ” First] I looked at the coat, and then the coat seemed to 
look at me. Then I lifted it up and put it down again, and sent 
out for three-ha’porth of gin. Then I tackled the blooming tMng 
a^ain. One arm went in with a ten-horse power shove. Next I 
tried the other. After no end of fumbling I found the sleeve. “ In 
you go ! ” I said to my arm, and in he went, only it happened to he 
the breast-pocket. I jammed, the pocket creaked, but I jammed 
hardest, and in went my fist, and out went the pocket. 

Then I sat down, tired and sad, and the lodging-house cat came in 
and lapped up the milk for my tea, and Moser’s bull-dog just 
looked me up, and went off with the left leg of my trousers, and the 
landlady’s little hoy peeped round the door and cried, “Oh, Ma^ the 
poor gentleman ’s red in the face— I ’m sure he ’s on fire 1 ” And the 
local fire-brigade was called up, and they pumped on me for ten . 
minutes, and then wrote “Inextinguishable” in their note-books, 
and went home ; and all the time I couldn’t move, because my arms 
were stuck tight in a coat two sizes too small for me. 

Charter HI. 

The Slavey managed 

[No, thank you. No more.— Ed.] 


FirouRTTE Tool of Railway Companies.— A Screw-Driver I 1 
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A Briton in tlie saddle is a pietnre, 
and onr pride, 

In scarlet or in imiforra at least onr 
lads can rids^ 

Away, away they go, 

With a tally, tally-ho ! 

With a tally, tally, tally, tally, tally, 
tally-ho ! 

Bnt riding, for onr Cavalry, is, after 
all, not all. 

To lead the field, to leap a fence, to 
bravely face a fall. 

Are well enough. And first-rate stnfE 
from the hunting-field may come, 

Bnt something more is wanted when 
Bellona beats her drum. 

And calls onr lads to go, 

With a rally, rally-ho ! &e. 

Good men and rattling horses are not 
all that England needs ; 

She wants sound knowledge in the 
men, and training in the steeds. 

Scouting and reconnaissance are not 
needed for the fox, 

ISTor ‘I leading in biff masses ” for the 
furious final shocks, 

When away the troopers go, 
With a rally, rally, ho ! &c. 

But when a squadron charges on the 
real field ot war, 

Courage and a good seat alone will 
not go very far ; 

Onr lads must “know their busi- 
ness,*’ and i their oficers must 
“lead,” 

Wot with cross-country dash alone, 
but skill and prudent heed, 

When away the troopers go. 
With a rally, rally, ho ! &o. 



War’s field will test the Cavalry, or clad in blue or red ; 

In all things they must “ thorough” be, as well as thorough-bred. 
“Heavy” or “light,” they’ll have to fight ; not such mad, head- 
long fray. 

As marked for fame with pride— and shame— that Balaklava day, 
When away onr lads did go. 

With a rally, rally, hoj &c. | 

Eh ? “ Inefficient,” Mr. Bull, “ and not prepared for war ? ” 

That judgment, if ’tis near the truth, on patriot souls must jar. 

And Mr. Punch (IJmpire-in-Chief) to John (Paymaster), cries, 

“ Ton ’ll have to test the truth of this before the need arise 
For onr lads away to go, 

With a rally, rally-ho I ” &c 

And since that Soldier’s incomplete for Duty unprepared, 

Although he ’s game to dare the worst that ever Briton dared. 

To supplement our trooper’s skill in saddle, pluck and dash, {cash ! 
You must have more manoeuvres, John, and— if needs be,— more 
Then away away we ’ll go 
With a tally rally-ho ! 

And never be afraid to face the strongest, fiercest foe I 

HAD HE SUCCEEDED ! 

{A Possible Page m French History that ^probably will never be written,) 

The General-President had been established at the Elysie for 
some three months, when his aides-de-camp found them labours 
considerably increased. At all hours of the day and night they 
were called up to receive persons who desmed an interview with 
I their chief and master. As they had received strict orders from 
His Highness never to appear in anything but full uniform (cloth 
of gold tunics, silver-tissue trousers, ^d belts and epaulettes of 
diamonds) they spent most of their time in changing their costume. 

“lam here to see anyone and everyone,” said His Highness; 
“ but I look to you, Gentlemen of the Eing, I should say Household, 
to see that I am distiirbed by only those who have the right of 
entree. And now, houp-ld / You can go.” 

' Thus dismissed, the unfortunate aides-de-camp could but bow, 

' and retire in silence. But, though they ^gave no utterance to their 
thoughts, their reflections were of a painful^ character. They felt 
what with five reviews a day, to say nothing of what might be 
termed scenes in the circle (attendances at the Bois, dances at the 


H6tel de YiUe, and the like), their entire exhaustion was only a 
question of weeks, or even days. 

One morning the General-President, weary of interviews, was 
about to retire mto his salle-d-manger, there to discuss the twenty- 
five courses of his simple dejeuner d la fourchette^ when he was 
stopped by a person in a garb more remarkable for its eccentricity 
than its richness. This person wore a coat with tails a yard long, 
enormous boots, 'a battered hat, and a red wig. A close observer 
would have doubted whether his nose was real or artificial. The 
strangely-garbed intruder bowed grotesquely. 

“What do you want with me?” asked the General-President, 
sharply, “ Do you not know I am busy ? ” 

“Not too busy to see me,” retorted the unwelcome guest, striking 
up a lively tune upon a banjo which he had concealed about his 
person while passing the Palace Guard, but which he now produced, 

I pray you step with me a measure.” 

Thus courteously invited, His Highness could but comply, and for 
some ten minutes host and guest indulged in a breakdown. 

“ And now, what do you want with me ? ” asked the General-Pre- 
sident when the dance had been brought to a satisfactory conclusion. 

“ My reward,” was the prompt reply. 

“ Eeward!” echoed His Highness. “Why, my good friend, I 
have refused a Eoyal Duke, an Imperial Prince, a Powerful Order, 
and any number of individuals, who have made a like demand,” 

“ Ah I but they did not do so much for you as I did.” 

“ Well, I don’t know,” returned the General-President, “but they 
parted with their gold pretty freely.” 

“ Gold ! ” retorted tne visitor, contemptuously, “ I gave you more 
than gold. From me you had notes. Where would you have been 
without my songs ? ” He took off his false nose, and thus enabled the 
General-President to recognise the “Pride of the Music Halls ! ” 

“ You will find I am not ungrateful,” said the Chief of the State, 
with difficulty suppressing his emotion. 

His Highness was as good as his word. The next night at the 
Cafi des Ambassadeurs there was a novel attraction. An old 
favourite was described in the o filches as le Duo de Nouveau- Cirque. 

The reception that old favourite received in the course of the 
evening was fairly, but not too cordial. But enthusiasm and hilarity 
reached fever-heat when, on turning his face from them, tiie 
audience discovered that their droll was wearing (in a somewhat 
grotesque fashion) the grand cordon of the Legion of Honour on his 
back I Then it was felt that France must be safe in the hands of a 
man whose sense of the fitness of things rivalled the taste of the pig 
whose soul soared above the charm of pearls ! 
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SCOTT-FREE; OR, RAVENSWOOD-NOTES WILD. 

ACT L— A wand old Casile in the distance, with foreground of! Waitee good*;bye, and finishes in his own way. Last scene of all, 
rude and mgged rocks. Aronnd the ragged rocks a quaint funeral and the loveliest. The earliest rays of the sun shining on the 
BfinriftA. TTtktst^v TpTTwft. Mnntfir’’ Bot only of Ravenswood^ advancing tide! Caleb picks np all that is left of “Master” — 


service, Henet Ievino, “the Master 
hnt the art of acting (as instanced 
by a score of fine impersonations), 
fionts the veteran comedian, 
Howe; and, Howe attired? He 
is in some strange garb as a non- 
descript parson, Then “Master” 

(as the Sporting Times would ^ 
irreverently speak of him) solilo- ^ / 
qnises over Master’s f ath er’ s coffin. [ ^ 
Arrival of Sir William Ashton* 

Eow and flashing of steel in torch- 
light. Appearance of one lovely ^ 

beyond compare— Elleist Teeet, | 

otherwise Zwcy -if graceful 

as a Swan, Swan and Edgar. 
Curtain. 

ACT II.— Library and Armoury. ^ 

Convenient swords and loaded 
blunderbusses. Lord Keeper ^ 
Ashton appears. Quite right that 
there should be the Keeper pre- 
sent, in view of Litcg suhse- ^ 
quently going mad. Young Henry 
Ashton, the youth Goebok- Ceaig, 
a lad of promise, and performance, 
has the entire stage to him sell 
for full two minutes, to show 




I 


' \ 
»// 






Mr. Irving making his Great Hit. The Bull’s-Eye! 
After such a hit, — “ there is no cause for fear now I ’’ 


W;; 

■j!, 


what he can do with a speech descriptive of some" pictures. Master a feather! With Miss Ellen, Master Henet, McMaeeiott, 
alone w^h Keeper, suggests duel. W'hy arms in Library, unless McMeeivalb, Maceintosh, Mackenzie, and Hawes McCbavens- 
duel? Fight about to commence according to Queensberry rules, wood, here is a success which the advancing tide of popular favour 
when Master sees portrait. Whose ? Lucy^s f “ Ho,” says Master; will float till Easter or longer, and will then leave a new feather in 
“not to he taken in. I know Lucy’s picture; it was done by the cap of Master. 

Waeb.” The Keeper explains that this is a portrait, not of the r. t tv,, 


author of The History of Two Parliaments, and Fleecing Gideon, 
but of his daughter Lucy, which has never yet been seen in any AN EMPEROR^S WILL. 

acoompUshed Sportsman, 

Mad bull heard able to bring down his birds at will.— jDa% 
without”-one of the “herd without,”— Master picks up blunder- v^ 4 . -u j 

buss, no blunder, makes a bSit and^saves a miss ; ue., Lucy* What an Emperor, and wear a g( 

fihftll bfi bmro ■orbn Villfl Knii a Knii 9 -4. With iiitv different uniiorms for everv single c 


He appears to he 


^all he have who kills the bullmth a bull ’it? Why, a tent at 
Cowshofc, near Bisley. 

Hext /Si7e«6.— Wolf’s Crag. Grand picture— thunder — music— 

Mackenzie— M r. Mac- 
^ INTOSH— “the two Macs” 

^ w —doing excellent work in 

yO m orchestra, and on stage — 

W storm— Miss Maebiott ad- 

K imrable as old Witch— red 

j fire-grate— blank 

( y/^ — s versehyMEEiVALE,andon 

f ‘ ACT III.— A Scene never 

to be forgotten— the Mer- 
maiden’s Well (quite weU, 
thank you}, by Hawes 
Ceaven, henceforth to be 
Hawes ^c^Ceaven^oob. 

— Master and Miss,^exchang- 

ZT'- Master gloomy, 

<=- #=??=-; — ^ Mis& lively. Miss promises 

'■ ~ M 1 to become Missus. Enter 

If I i Master’s future Modern 

1 ^ W Mother-in-law. Intended 

J/L to be vindictive, but really 

^ comfortable and comely 
body. Might be Mrs* 

Wkat Mr. Mackintosb ought to have done, ^nd^^^ox 
Balancing the Feather.’* An entertain- ^ 

ment on the sands. miough, off goes Master to 

A m- . . ranco. 


WoTJXB you like to be an Emperor, and wear a golden crown, 

With fifty different uniforms for every single day ; 

To make the nations shudder with the semblance of a frown, 

And, if Bismaecks should oppose you, just to order them away? 
With your actions autocratic, 

And your poses so dramatic ; 

Touts the honour and the glory, while the country ^ys the hill, 
With your shouting sempiternal, 

And your Grandmamma a Colonel, 

And the power — ^which is best of all — to shoot your birds by will. 

Then the joy of gallopading with a helmet and a sword, 

WMe the thunder of your cannons wakes the echoes from afar. 
And if, while you ’re iu Germany, you happen to be bored, 

Why, you rush away to Kussia, and you call upon the Czae. 
With your wordy perorations, 

. And your peaceful proclamations, 

While you grind the nation’s manhood in your military twiB- 
And whenever skies look pleasant 
Out you go and shoot a pheasant, 

Or as many as you want to, with your double-harrelled vrill. 

Y(m can always flout your father, too— he’s dead, hut never mind ; 

He and all who dream as he did are much better in their graves. 
Am you cross the sea to Osborne, and, if Grandmamma be kind, 
You become a British Admiral, and help to role the waves : 
With Jack Tars to say “ Ay, Ay, Sir I ” 

, , To this nautical young Kaiser, 

Who is like the waves he sails on, since he never can be still* 

Who to every other blessing 
Adds the proud one of possessing 
A gun-replacing, bird-destroying, game-bag-mling will. 

“Hats Off I Me, Ebwaeb^ Ceosslet, M.P,, is to be oongratu- 


ACT lY,— Another splendid Beene tt 4 latedon a narrow escape, according to the report in the Yim^^last 

ofBucMaw a^n^^ts to^idseV Wh. service m the Free Church at Brodi^, some portion of 

coeroee Lucy in white satin to si^n^e faW Tontr^t tte ceiling gave way, Cnosaip was covered with plaster-better 

Master, An ^ that awfnl -Fat settle to he covered with plaster before than after an accident— and “ his hat 

seeSfdby n is c«t to ptos.': From which it is to be inferred that “hats are 

shewn rfin. nf .‘n ' She has, already much worn” during Divine service in the Free Chnroh. as in the 


Sownsi^ns Ho^ ^oni” dming Divine. service in the Free Chnroh, alii th^ 
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EeTiewing. 

subsequent oue/wbere 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The Baron says that lie has scarcely been able to get through the 
first morning qi The Last Days of Palmyra^ which story, so far, 
reminds him —it being the fashion just now to mention Cardinal 
I^ewhab’s works— of the latter’s Callista, ^d d propos of Callista 

let me refer my 
readers to one of the 
best written articles 
on the Cardinal that 
I have seen. It is to 
be found in Good 
Words for October, 
and is by Mr. E. H. 
Httttoh. The Baron 
\ is coaching himself 
^ '3 up for a visit to 
^ the Lyceum to see 
Pavenswood^ of 
which, on all hands, 
he hears so much 
that is good. "What 
a delightful scene 
where Caleb steals 
the wild-fowl from 
the spit, and the 
Dame LigJitbody cuffs the astonished, little 
bairn’s head I “As fresh to me,” protests the Baron, “laughing in 
my chair, as I have been doiag but a minute ago, as it was when I 
read it, the Council and Kirk- session only know how long ago!” 
And this farcical scene was considered so “grotesquely and ab- 
surdly extravagant” by Sir Waxteb’s contemporary critics (peace 
be to their hashes ! Wno ijey ? What were their names ? Who 
cares ?) that the great novelist actually explains how the incident 
was founded on one in real life. 

Ifow to my books. Gadzooks, what’s here? Another^volume 
of outer Dicta f By one author this time, for iE my niemory fails 
me not, the previous little book was writ by two scribes. Well, 
no matter— or rather lots of matter— and by Augustihe Bihrell, 
who represents Obiter and Dicta too. With an unclassical false 
quantity anyone who so chooses to unscholarise himself, can speak 
of him as the GBiter^ so sharp and pungent are some of his 
remarks. Ah I here is something on * Latue. For me, quoth the 
Baron, Lamb is always in season, serve up the dish with what 
trimmings you may, but, if you please, no sauce. Size and'sha|)e 
are the only things against friend Obiter. It is not what t^ 
sort of. book ought to be, portable and potable, like^ the craftily 
qualified contents of a pocket-flask, refresMng on a tedious journey. 
Had Obiter been the size of either The Handy Volume Shakspeare^ 
or of Messrs. Eoutiedoe’s Eedbacks — both the Boon’s prime 
favourites — the Baron would have been able to dip into it ^ more 
frequently, as he would into that same pocket-flask aforementioned. 

“Kext, please!” Blackie’s Modern Cyclopedia. Yol. YIL, so 
we’re getting along. I’ll just cast my eye over it; one eye, not 
two, says the Baron, out of compliment to the Cyclops. This 
Yolume deals with the letters “P,” “E,” “ S,” and any person 
wishing to master a few really interestiog subjects for dinner con- 
versation will read and learn up all about Procyon, Pizemysi, and 
Pyrheliometer, Quotelet, Q,uintal, and Q,uito, Eegulus, Eamazan, 
Eheumatism, Ehyn chops. Eum- Shrub, and Eupar. Samoyedes, Semi- 
quaver, Sabjehanpur, Silket, Sinter, and Size. When it is known 
what a gay conversationalist he is, he may induce some one to put 
bim up for a cheery Club, where he vdll be Blackie-baUed, Still, by 
studying the Cyclopedia carefully, with a view to being ready with 
words for charades and dumb-crambo during the festive Christmas- 
tide, he may once again achieve a certain amount of popularity, on 
which, as on fresh laurels, he had better retire. ^ 

“ Kext, please I ” How Stanley Wrote his Darkest Africa. By 
Mr. E. Maestoit, A most interesting little book, published by 
Samesoh Low & Co*, illustrated with excellent photographs, and 
with a couple of light easy sketches, by, I suppose, the Author, 
which makes the Baron regret that he didn’t do more of them. “ Buy 
it,” says the Baron. The Baron recommends the perusal of this little 
book, if only to understand the full meaning of the old proverbial 
expression “ Going on a wild-goose chase.” The author is a wonder- 
fully rapid-act traveller. He apparently can “run” round every 
principal city in Europe and see everything that’s worth seeing in 
it in about an hour and a half at most. In this manner, and b’' 
not comprehending a word of the language wherever he is, or at aJ 
events only a very few of the words, he continues to pick up much 
curious information which probably would be novel to slower coaches 
than himself. 

Interesting account of Josee IsbaeIiS in^the Magazine of Art; 
but his portrait makes him look gigantic, which Josee is in Art, but 
not in stature. Those who “know not Josee,” if any such there be, 
will learn much about him , and desire to know more. * ‘ Baroness,” 


says the Baron, “you are right: let Hostesses and all dinner- 
givers read \Some Humours of the Cuisine’ in The Woman^s 
WorldP The parodies of the style of Mr. Pater, and of a transla- 
tion of a Tolstoian Eomance in The Cornhill Magazine, are capi^. 
In the same number, “Farmhouse Hotes” are to The Baron like 
the Eule of Three in the ancient rhyme to the youthful student, 
— “it puzzles me.” It includes a few anecdotes of some Farm’ous 
Persons ; so perhaps the title is a crypto-punnygraph. 

All Etonians should possess The English Lbustrated Magazine 
(MACMiLTiAy’s), 1889-90, for the sake of the series of papers and the 
pictures of Eton College. There is also an interesting paper on the 
Beefsteak Eoom at the Lyceum by Fbedebick BAwBiys. Delightful 

Beefsteak Eoom ! What pleasant little suppers But no matter 

—my supper time is past — “Too late, too late, you cannot enter 
here,” ought to be the warning inscribed over every Club or other 
supper-room, addressed chiefly to those who are of the Middle Ages, 
as is the mediaeval Babon be Boor-YTorms. 


FASHIONS IN PHYSIO. 

[The President of the British Pharmaceutical Conference lately drew 
attention to the prevalence of fashion in medicine.] 

A EASHioy in physic, like fashions in frills : 

The doctors at one time are mad upon pills ; 

And crystalline principles now have their day, 

W'here alkaloids once held an absolute sway. 

The drugs of old times might be good, but it’s true, 

We discard tbem in favour of those tnat are new. 

The salts and the senna have vanished, we fear, 

As the poet has said, like the snows of last year : 

And where is the mixture iu boyhood we quaff'd, 

That was known by the ominons name of Black Draught ? 
While Gregory’s Powder has gone, we are told, 

To the limbo of drugs that are worn out and old. 

Hew fads and new fancies are reigning supreme, 

And calomel one day will be but a dream ; 

While folks have asserted a chemist might toil 
Through his shelves, and find out he had no castor oil ; 

While as to Infusions, they ’ve long taken wings. 

And they ’d think you quite mad for prescribing such things. 

The fashion to-day is a tincture so strong, 

That, if dosing yourself, you are sure to go wrong. 

What men learnt in the past they say brings them no pelf, 
And the well-tried old remedies rest on the shelf. 

But the patient may haply exclaim, “ Don’t be rasb, 

Lest your new-fangled physio should settle. my hash I ” 


“TwiHKtE, Twihkle, Little Stab!”— Professor John Tyhball 
wrote to T. W. Etjsseli last week commencing: — “Here, in the 
Alps, at the height of more than 7,000 feet above the sea, have I 
read your letter to the Times on ‘the War in Tipperary.’ ” Prodigious ! 
“7,000 feet” up in the air. “How’s that for high?” as the 
Americans say. How misty his views must he in this cloudland — 
and that the Professor’s writing should he above the heads of the 
people, goes without saying. 


Female Athleticism.— If Ladies go in for “the gloves,” not as 
formerly by the coward’s blow on the lips 
of a sleeping victim — often uncommonly 
wide-awake— thenohleart of self-defence can 
be taught under the head of “ Millm-ery.” 


“ Charge oe Aib— Warteb,” by a party 
much broken up, a new tune to replace the 
'"'‘Boulanger March If the new tune 
cannot he found, we can at least suggest a 
change of title for the old one. So, instead 
of “ Hn revenant de la Benue^^ let it be 
“ Bn revant d la Bevue.^^ It should com- 
mence brilliantly, then intermediate varia- 
tions, in which sharps and flats would play 
a considerable part,^ and, Anally, after a 
chromatic scale, down not up, of accidentals, it should fimsh in the 
minor rallentando diminuendo, and end like the comic overture (whose 
we forget— Hater’s ?), where all the performers sneak off, and the 
conductor is left alone in his glory. 



The British Fke Brigade -representatives took with them a dog, to 
e presented to President Carrot. Waj only one dog ? Tjm fire- 
ogs are to he found on the hearth of every old French Chateau, 
^hy only half doit? ____ 
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‘DEATH AND illS BROTHER SLEEP.” 

Quem Mob. 

[Major Mabutdin, ia his Eeport to the Board of 
Tme on the railway collision at Eastleigh, attri- 
butes it to the engine -drirer and stoker haying 
‘‘ failed to keep a proper look-out/’ His opinion 
is, that both men were “asleep, or nearly so/’ 
owing to haying been on duty for sixteen hours 
and a-half. “ He expresses himself in very strong 
terms on great danger to the public of working 
engine-drirers and firemen for too great a number 
of hours/’— ChrofiieUJ\ 

Who is in charge of the clattering train ? 

The aades creak, and the couplings strain. 
Ten minutes behind at the Junction. Yes ! 
And we ^le twenty now to ihe had—no less ! 


With dogged valour they coolly brave ; 

So on rattling rail, or on wind-sconrged wave, 
At engine lever, at furnace front, 

Or steersman’s wheel, they must hear the 
hmnt 

Of lonely vigil or lengthened strain. 

Man is in charge of me thundering train I 


We must make it up on our flight to town. 
Clatter and crash! That’s me last tra 
down, 


Flashing by with a steamy trail. 

Pile on the fuel ! We must not fail. 

At a very mile we a minute must gain ! 

Who is in charge of the clattering train ? 

Why, flesh and blood, as a matter of course ! 
You may talk of iron, and prate of force ; 
But, after ail, and do what you can, 

The best — and cheapest — ^machine is Man ! 
Wealth knows it well, and the hucksters feel 
*Tm safer to tmst them to sinew than steel. 
With a hit of brain, and a conscience, behind, 
Muscle works better than steam or wind. 
Better, and longer, and harder aH round ; 
And cheap, so cheap I Men superabound 
Men Stewart, vigilant, patient, bold ; [cold, 
The stokehole’s heat and the crow’s-nest’s 
The choking dusk of the noisome mine, 
j The northern blast o’er the heating brine, 


Man is in charge of me thundering train I 

Man, in the shape of a modest chap 
In fustian trousers and greasy cap ; 

A trifle stolid, and something gnm, 

Yet, though unpolished, of sturdy stuff. 

With grave grey eyes, and a knitted brow, 
The glare of sun and the gleam of snow 
Those eyes have stared on this many a year. 
The crow’s-feet gather in mazes queer 
About their corners most apt to choke 
With grime of fuel and fume of smoke. 

Little to tickle the artist taste — 

Au oil-can, a fist-full of ** cotton waste,” 

The lever’s click and the furnace gleam, 

And the mingled odour of oil and steam ; ’ 
These are the matters that fill the brain 
Of the Man in charge of the clattering train. 

Only a Man, hut away at his hack, 

In a dozen cars, on the steely traoK, 

A hundred passengers place their trust 
In this fellow of fustian, grease, and dust. 
They cheerily chat, or they calmly sleep, I 
Sure that the driver his watch will keep 
On the night- dark track, that he will not fail. 
So the thud, thud, thud of wheel upon mil 
The hiss of steam-spurts athwart the dark. 
Lull them to confident drowsiness. Hark ! 

What is that sound? ’Tis the stertorous 


Full sixteen hours of continuous toil 
Midst the fume of sulphur, the reek of oil, 
Have told their tale on the man’s tired brain, 
And Death is in charge of the clattering 
train! 

Sleep— Death’s brother, as poets deem, 
Stealeth soft to his side ; a dream 
Of home and rest on his spirit creeps, 

That wearied man, as the engine leaps, 

I Throbbing, swaying along the line j 
Those poppy-fingers his head incline 
Lower, lower, in slumber’s trance ; 

The shadows fleet, and the gas-gleams dance 
Faster, faster in mazy flight, 

As the engine flashes across the night. 

Mortal muscle and human nerve 
Cheap to purchase, and stout to serve, 
Strained too fiercely will faint and swerve. 
Over- weighted, and underpaid. 

This human tool of exploiting Trade, 

Though tougher than leather, tenser than 
steel. 

Fails at last, for his senses reel. [eyes. 

His nerves collapse, and, witn sleep-sealed 
Prone and helpless a log he lies ! 

A hundred hearts beat placidly on. 

Unwitting they that their warder ’s gone ; 

A hundred lips are babbling blithe, 

Some seconds henee they in pain may writhe. 
For the pace is hot, and the points are near, 
And Sleep hath deadened the driver’s ear ; 
And signals flash through the night in vain. 
Death is in charge of the clattering larain I 


What is that sound? ’Tis the stertorous 

breath ^ “ Whxt TO no with Due GFibls/’ {Pater^ 

Of a slumbering man, — ^and it smacks of familias^s answer ,) — Give them away I (Ma- 
’ trimonially, of course.) 






Ootobbb 4 , 1890 .] 


PUN CH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVAEL 



ALL VERT VINE ! 

( TFith acknowledgments to the White Knight in 
** Through the Looking-Glass”) 

[“One of the most interesting exhibits (at the 
E-oyal Horticultural Society’s Orape and Dahlia 
Show at Chiswick) were clusters of grapes with the 
scent and taste of strawberries and raspberries, as 
grown in Transatlantic hothouses.” — Laily JPajper,] 

I ’ll tell thee everything I can ; 

There ’s little to relate : 

I met a simple citizen 
Of some “ United State,” 

“ Who are yon, simple man ?” I said, 

“ And how is it yon live i' ” 

And his answer seemed quite ’cnte from one 
So shy and sensitive. 

He said, “ I make electric cats 
That prowl npon the leads, 

To prey npon the brntes who raise 
Mad mnsic o’er onr heads. 

I also make all sorts of things 
Which much convenience give ; 

In fact, I ^m an inventor spry, < 

And that is how I live. ] 

“ And I am thinking of a plan * 

JFor artificial hens, 1 

And antomatic dairy-maids, ^ 

And self-propelling pens.” ^ 

Snch things are stale,” I made reply, 'I 
“ They ’re old, and fiat, and thin . c 

TeH me the last thing in yonr pate, s 

Or I will cave it in I ” c 

His accents mild took up the tale : t 

He said, “I’ve tried to make i 

A sirloin out of turnips, and 
A vegetable steak.” j 

I shook him well, from side to side, i 

To stimulate Ms brain ; ^ 

“ You ’ye got some newer dodge,” I cried, 
And that you must explain.” j 

He said, “ I always willingly ^ 

Do any thing to please, n 


What do you say to growing grapes 
That taste l^e s1a*awberr-ees I 
They ’re showing off at Chiswick'now, 
As I a sinner am, 

Some big black Hamburgs wMch, ^ 
pressed. 

Taste just like raspberry jam.” 

So now whene’er I drink a glass 
Of wine that seems like rum. 

Or peel myself an orange that 
Reminds me of a plum, 

Or if I come across a peach 
With fiavour Hke a bilberry, 

I weep, for it reminds me so 
Of Chiswick’s Grape and Dahlia Show, 
And that ’cute man I used to know. 
Who could at will transform a sloe 
Into a thing with the aro- 
-ma of all fruits known here below, 
From apricot to mulberry. 


HATIYD GROWTH. 

AccoRDiNa to a case about oysters—instead 
of a case, it ought to have been a barrel — 
heard before Mr, Alderman Wilkin, —and 


grapes paying 2;. 6d., and 3s., and even Ss. 6d. for 

BS I , real Hatives, some people were gratif^g 

ick^now, their molluscous tastes at the small charge 
M One Shilling and Threepence for thirteen, 
which, when or were getting six oysters and a half — ^e 
half be demm’d— for sixpence. Long time 
m.” is it since we paid la. Bd. for Real Royal 

^gg Natives, They may have left Whitstable at 

^ that price, but they never came to our Wits’ 

* Table at anytMng like that figure. StiU, to 

the truly Christian mind it Is pleasant, if 
not I consoling, to know that some of our 
fellow- creatures, not generally so well- 
’ favoured as ourselves, should have been able 

iaShow advantage of the most favoured 

^ow ’ Native clause in the Oyster Season of 1889. 

, sloe’ ***, answer to a Corre- 

spondent, who signs himself “ An Artpxjl 
elow Dredger, who Wishes to Live out of 

’ Town,” we beg to inform him that “ Reds ” 

is not a county specially celebrated for 
oysters. 


BREAKING A RECORD ON A 
WHEEL I 


as the case may be stOl sul-Aldermanicey ^ 

we have nothing to say as to its merits or On thy * Safety” swift, oh, “crack I” 
demerits,— it appears, that in September, And I would that my tongue could utter 
1889, the price of Royal WMtstable Natives ^y thoughts on the cyclist’s track. 


DXJLUUJLU UO OJULUWCU. JULtUlO UJUtJ lU, PC It A -/I TXTrv/Nnr. ' 

oysters or anything else, only Heaven and 

the erudite Editor of Notes and Queries That they break them every day. 
know. But, without further allusion to tte And the “ Safeties” still improve, 
baker, who has just dropped in accidently their riders develops more skill ; 

M he did mto the conversation between Mrs. And it ’s oh I for the records of yesterday I 

To-morrow they-U all he nilf 


Weller in, and they all “got a talk- ^ 

ing,” it is enough to make any oyster- Break I break 1 break I 
lover’s mouth water— no doubt the worthy On thy wheels, oh, S.B.C. I 
Alderman’s did water, — did water “like But the grace of Keith Falconer, Corxis, 
Wilkin I — to hear that while everybody, and Keen, 

including the worthy Alderman aforesaid, was Will they ever come back to me ? 
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LOST HlIES-AT-LAW. 

“SiauEL to a Breach of Promise Case” is the heading 
to a paragraph in the Daily Telegraphy recording how 
Turner y. Avant was heard before Mr. Commissioner 
Kebe* who adjonmed the case for three weeks, because, as 
Mr. Agabeo, the Counsel for the PlaintiiEP, observed, with- 
out agabegging the gnestion, they coiddn’t get any infor- 
mation essential to tne proceedings as to the whereabouts 
of the Miss Hairs, who, after failing in her action against 
Sir George Elliott, M.P., gave up minding her own busi- 
ness, which she sold, and retired to the Continent; and 
Plaintiffs also wanted to know the present address of a 
certain, or uncertain, Mr. Hollaio), somewhile Secretary to 
the Avant Company. Odd this. Hot find Hairs in Sep- 
tember ! Cry “ Dn Avant / ” and let loose the harriers ! — a 
suggestion that might have been appropriately made by the 
Commissioner whose name alone, with respect be it said, 
should guaJify him for the Chief Magistracy in the Isle of 
Dogs. In the meantime the Plaintiffs have three weeks’ 
adjournment in order to search the maps and find Holland. 


Titled Months. — In the list given by the Figaro of those 
present at Cardinal Lavigerie’s great anti-slavery function 
at Saint Sulpice was “ un anden ministre plenipotentiare le 
Baron d^AvriV^ What a set of new titles this suggests for 
any creation of new Peers^in England ! Duke of December I 
Earl of Eebruart ! Of course, the nearest title to Baron 
d’Avril with us is the Earl of March. The Marguis of 
Mat sounds nice ; Lord August, Baron Jult ; and, should 
a certain eminent ecclesiastical lawyer ever become a Law 
Lord, there will be yet another British cousin to Baron 
d’AvRiL and the Earl of March in—Lord Jeune. 

Ho More Law Oeeicers !— “ An Automatic Eecorderon 
the Forth Bridge ” was a heading to a paragraph in the 
St. Jameses last Saturday. The announcement must have 
startled Sir Thomas Chambers, Q.C. Heavens! If there 
is one Automatic Eecorder in the Horth, why not another 
in the South ? Automatic Eeoorders would be foUowed by 
Automatic Common Serjeants, and Isn’t it too awful ! 



LOOKING FOEWARD. 

{Extract from ** The Daily Prize-fighter,** September 24 , 1900 .) 

Yesterday morning Loo Bobbett and Ben Mousetrap had an 
interview with Mr. Pheasant, the Magistrate presiding in the Horth- 
West London Police Court. The approaches to the Court were crowded 
from an early hour. Amongst those in the street we noticed Billy 
Blowproth, and Sam Sneezer, the well-known pot-boys from “ The 
Glove and Wadding” and “The Tap o’Claret” Hotels, Shiny 
Moses, Aaron Isaacs, and Sandy the Sossidge (so-called by his 
friends on account of his appearance), the celebrated bankers from 
the West-end of Whitechapel, and a large gathering of the elite 
of the Lambeth Eoad. Inside the Court the company was, if pos- 
sible, even more select. Mr. Titan Chapel, the proprietor of the 
Featherbed Club, was the first to arrive in his private brougham, 
and he was followed at short intervals by the Earl of Areiemore, 
Lord Tbimi Gloveson, Mr. Toowith Tew, Mr. Brandic Ohld, 
Mr. Splitts Oder, Mr. Gincock Tale, and Mr, Angus Tewrer, with 
a heap more of the best known patrons of sport in the Metropolis. 
Little time was cut to waste in the preliminaries, and it was generally 
acknowledged at the end of the day that no prettier set-to had been 
witnessed for a long time than that which took place at the Horth- 
West London Police Court. We append below some of the more 
salient portions of the evidence. 

Inspector Chizzlem. I produce a pair of gloves ordinarily used at 
London boxing matches. [Produces them from his waistcoat pocket. 

Mr. Pheasant {the Magtstrate). Pardon me. I don’t guite under- 
stand. Were the gloves that you produce to be used at this 
particular competition ? 

Inspector Chizzlem, Ho, your Worship. These are one ounce 
gloves. The gloves with which these men were to^fight are known 
as “ feather-weight ” gloves. 

Mr. Pheasant. Ah, I see. Feather-weight, not feather-bed, I 
presume. {Loud Laughtety in which both the accused Joined.) Have 
you the actual gloves with you ? 

Mr. Titan Chapel {from the Solicitor's table). I have brought 

them, Sir. Here dear me, what can I have done with them ? I 

thought I had them somewhere about me. {Pats his various pockets. 
A thought strikes him. Me pulls out his watch.) Ah, of course, 
how foolish of me I I generally carry them in my watch-case. 

[Opens wciitchy produces them, and hands them up to Magistrate. 


Mr. Pheasant. Dear me I — so these are gloves. I know I am'in- 
experienced in these matters, but they look to me rather like elastic 
bands. {Boars of laughter, Mr. Pheasant them on.) How- 
ever, they seem to fit very nicely. Yes, who is the next witness ? 

I The Earl of Arriemore {entering the witness-box)^ I am, my noble 
sportsman. 

Mr. Pheasant. Who are you ? 

The Earl of Arriemore ’s my name, yer W'ashup, 

wich I ’m a bloomin’ Lord. 

Mr. Pheasant. Of course— of course. How tell me, have you ever 
boxed at all yourself ? 

The Earl of Arriemore. Hever, thwulp me, never ! But I like to 
set the lads on to do a bit of millin’ for me. 

Mr, Pheasant, ftuite so. Yery right and proper. What do you 
say to the gloves produced by the inspector ? 

The Earl of Arriemore, Call them gloves ? Why, I calls ’em 
woolsacks, that’s what I calls ’em. [Much laughter. 

Mr. Pheasant, Ho doubt, that would be so. But now with regard 
to these other gloves, do you say they would be calculated to deaden 
the force of a blow ; in fact, to prevent such a contest from degene- 
rating into a merely brutal exhibition, and to make it, as I under- 
stand it ought to be, a contest of pure skill ? 

The Earl of Arriemore, That ’s just it. Why, two babbies might 
box with them gloves and do themselves no harm. And, as to skill, 
why it wants a lot of skill to hit with ’em at all. 

[Winks at Lord Trimi Gloveson, who winks hack. 

Mr. Pheasant. Really ? That is very interesting, very interesting 
indeed I I think perhaps the best plan will be for the two principals 
to accompany me mto my private room, to give a practical exempli- 
fication of the manner in \wch such a contest is generally conducted. 
{At this point the learned Magistrate retired from the Bench, and 
was followed into his wivate room by Loo Bobretx. Ben Mouse- 
trap, and their Seconas. After an hout^s mterval, "Mx. Pheasant 
returned to the Bench alone.) 1 will give my decision at once. 
Ihe prize must he handed over to Mr. Mousetrap. That last cross- 
counter of his fairly settled Mr. Bobbett. I held the watch myself, 
and I know that he lay on the ground stunned for a full minute. 
{To the Usher.) Send the Divisional Surgeon into my room at once, 
and fetch an ambulance. The Court will now adjourn. 

[Loud applause, which was instantly suppressed. 

Mr. Pheasant {sternly). This Court is not a Prize-Ring. 
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PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[October 4, 1890. 


""A STRUGGLE FOR LIFE^’ AT THE AVENUE. 

First of all, the title of the piece is against it. The Struggle for 
Life suggests to the general British Public, unaequaiuted with the 
name of Daubet, a melodrama of the type of Drink, in which a 
yariety of characters should be engaged m the great struggle for 
existence. It is suggestive of strikes, the great struggle between 
Labour and Capital, between class and class, between principal and 
interest, between those with moral principles and those without 
them. It is suggestive of the very climax of melodramatic sensation, 

and, being suggestive 
of all this to the ma- 
jority, the majority 
will be disappointed 
when it doesn’t get 
all that this very re- 
sponsible title has 
led them to expect. 
Those who know the 
French novel wiU be 
dissatisfied with the 
English adaptation 
of it, filtered, as it 
has been, through a 
French dramatic 
version of the story. 
So much for the title. 
For the play itself, 
as given by Messrs. 
BucHANAEr and Hor- 
ner, — the latter of 
whom, true to ances- 
tral tradition, will 
have his finger in 
the pie,— it is but an 
ordinary drama. 



/ / / '■ I , 

Altxander the Less and the preux Chevalier. 


Antonin Cam^ade for Ham, and Paul Astier for Steerforth, Per- 
haps it would be carrying the resemblance too far to see in Ltose 
Dartle, with her scorn for “that sort of creature,” the germ of 
JSsther de Sileny. Mix this with a situation from Le Monde oil Von 
s'ennuie, spoilt in ^e mixing, and there’s the drama. 

For the acting— it is admirable. Miss G-enevieye "Ward is superb 
as MadaTne JPaul Astier, ^d it is not her fault, but the misfor- 
tune of the part ; and, while they profess to have adapted it freely, 
the mistake of the adapters, t^t the wife of Faul is a woman old 
enough to be his mother, with whose sufferings, she, — with her 
eyes wide open, having married a man of whose worthlessness 
she was aware,— it is impossible to feel very much sympathy. She 
is old enough to have known better. Mr. G-eorgb Alexander’s 
prformance of the scoundrel, Daul, leaves little to be desired, but 
he must struggle for dear life against his — of course* unconscious — 
imitation of Henry Irvino. Shut your • 

eyes to the facts, occasionally, especially in 
the death scene, and it is the voice of 
Irving; open them, and it is Alexander 
agonising. Ho one can care for the fine lady, 
statuesquely I impersonated by Miss AuiyrA 
Stanley, who yields as easily to JPauVs 
seductive wooing as does Lady Anne to 
Richard the Third* After Miss Ward and 
Mr. Alexander, the best performance is 
that of Miss Graves as lAttle ErrCly Lydie, 
and of Mr. Frederick Here as Antonin 
Ham Caussade, — ^the last-named enlisting 
the genuine sympathy of the audience for a 
character which, in less able hands, might 
have bordered on the grotesque. The comio 
parts have simply been made bores by the 
adapters, and are not suited to the farcical 
couple. Miss Xatsb Phillips and Mr. At.-r p.t^t 
Chevalier, who are cast for them. If this 
play is to struggle successfully for life, the 
we^est, that is, the comic element, shoi^d 
at once go to the wall, and the fittest alone, 
that is, the tragic, should survive. Also, as ^ 
the play “begins at the convenient hour of 
$•45, it should end punctually at eleven. The Avenirer 
The only realistic scene is in Paul Astier^ $ ^ 

room, when he is dressing for dinner, and washes 'his hands with 
re^ soap, uses real towels, and puts real studs and liaks into bis 
shirt, and then suddenly reminded, as it were, by a titter which 
pervades the house, that there are ‘^ladies present,” he disappears 
tor a few seconds, and returns in his evening-dress trowsers and 
nice clean shirt, looking, except for the absence of braces, like a 



certain well-known haberdasher’s pictorial advertisement. It is 
vastly to the credit of the management that all the articles of PauVs 
toilet, including Soap ( I ! ), are not turned to pecuniary advantage 
in the advertisements on the programmes. But isn’t it a chance lost 
in The Struggle for Life at flie Avenue? 


CITY VESTRI3S AND CITY BENEFACTIONS. 

I HAVE lately had the distinguished honour conferred upon me of 
being unanimously elected a Yestryman of the important Parish of 
Saint Miehael-Shear-the-Hog, which I need hardly say is situate in 
the ancient and renowned City of London. I owe my election I believe, 
to the undoubted fact that I am what is called — ^I scarcely know 
why— a tooth-and-nail Conservative, no one of any^thing approach- 
ing to BadicaHsm being ever allowed to enter within the sacred 
precincts of our very select Body. Our number is small, but, I am 
informed, we represent the very pick of the Parish, and we have 
confided to us the somewhat desperate task of defending the funds 
confided to us, centuries ago, from the fierce attack of Commissioners 
with almost unlimited powers, but with little or no sympathy with 
the sacred wishes of deceased Parishioners. 

Our contention is that wherever, from circumstances that our pious 
ancestors could not have foreseen, it has become simply impossible 


mg Jt'ansJbL, 1 am not quite sure whether it is St. Margaret yji . 

St. Peter the dueer, a considerable sum was bequeathed by a pious 
parishioner in the reign of Q,ueen Mary, of blessed memory, the 

t J* -L. I.' J ’ • n « ' 


saving to the funds of the Farish in question. 
the present tme, as we all know, although there are doubtless plenty 
of heretics, it has ceased to be the custom to burn them, so the 
bequest cannot be appKed in accordance with the wishes of the pious 
founder. The important question therefore arises, how should the 
bequest he applied ? Would it be believed that men are to he found, 
and men having authority, more ’s the pity, who can recommend 


its application to the education of the poor, to the providing of con- 
valescent hospitals, or even the preservation of open spaces for the 
healthful enjoyment of the masses of the Metropolis ! Yet such is 
the sad fact. My Yestry, I am proud to say, are unanimously of 
opinion that,^ in such a case as ihave described, common sense and 
common justice would dictate that, as the intentions of the pious 
founder cannot he applied to the punishment of vice, it should be 
devoted to the reward of virtue, and this would be best accomplished 
’-y expending the fund ia question in an annual banquet to those 
estrymen who attended the most assiduously to the arduous duties 
of their important office. Jc 


Joseph Greenhorn, 


ANOTHER TERC-ISH ATROCITY. 

{By a Sc&gtical Sufferer,) 

[Au Austrian physician, Dr. Terc, prescribes bee-stings as a cure for 
rheumatism !] 


How doth the little Busy Bee 
Insert his poisoned stings, 

And kill me keen rheumatic 
pain 

That mortal muscle wrings I 

Great Scott I It sounds so like a 
sell! 

Bee-stings for rheumatiz ? 


As well try wasps to make one 
well. 

That Tbrc must be a quiz. 

Rather would I rheumatics bear 
Than try the Busy Bee. 

Ho, Austrian Terc, your cure 
may work I 

But won’t be tred on me / 


Tl ira Loin.”— Great day for England in general, and for 
London in particular, when Adgdstxts Glossop 
Harris,— the “ Gloss-op ’’-portunely appears 
nothing without the gloss up-on him,— popularly 
known by the title of Adgdsttts Druriolands, 
pde to the Embankment with his trumpeters, — 
it being infra dig* to be seen blowing one him- 
self with his beautiful banners, and his foot- 
men all in State liveries designed by Lewis Le 
Grand WiNGHELD, he himself (Dritriolands, 
not Lewis Le Grand) being seated in his gor- 
geous new carriage; Sheriff Farkbr, too, 
equally gorgeous, and equally new, but neither 
so grand nor so great as Druriolantts The Mag- 
nificent. Then followed “ the quaint ceremony of admission.” Hot 
Free Admission,” by any means, for no man can be a Sheriff of 
London for nothing. There were loud cheers, and a big Lunch. 
Ave Ccesar! 
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M O n IT C M TV D F Q fashionable quarter. Here she pondered^f or a short time upon 

m u u K. ri n I Y r t o . the doubtful unkindness of fate which had deprived her of a husband 

{By Mr, ButlcWs ovm Type Writer,) whom she despised, and of a home which his presence had made 

TiTr. w rntri? TM'OTi-D n-PT? insuppoTtable. But she soon roused herself to face her new lack of 

JNO, AA. iHJL UiVUJiuiLilii. ^ ^ ^ responsibility, and to enjoy it. At first she moved cautiously. There 

The Court over which Sir J ames Hannen presides was instituted were numerous sympathisers who urged her to defy the world, such as 
for the purification of morals by the seppation of ill-assorted it is, and to show herself everywhere entirely careless of what people 
couples. Matrimonial errors, which had hitherto stood upon the might say. Such conduct might possibly have been successful, but 
level of political grievances, capable of redress only after the careful the Divorcee foresaw a possible risk to her reputation, and abstained, 
and unbiassed attention of British legislators had been, at much She began, therefore, by making her public appearances infrequent, 
expense both of time and money, devoted to them, were henceforth to In company with the devoted widow, whose evidence had ^most 
form the subject of a special procedure in a division of the Courts of saved her from an adverse verdict, she arranged placid tea-parties 
Law created for the purpose, and honestly calculated to bring sepa-' at which the casual observer might have imagined that the rules of 
ration and divorce within the reach even of the most modest incomes, social decorum were more strictly enforced than in the household 
The tyrant man, as usual, favoured himself by the rules he laid down of an archbishop. Inquiry, however, might have revealed the fact 
for the playinsr of the game. For whereas infidelity on the part of that a large proportion of the ladies present at these gatherings had 
the wife is held to be, in itself, a sufficient cause for pronouncing either shaken off the matrimonial shackles, or proposed to do so, 
a decree in favour^ of the husband, a kind, though constantly un- whether as plaintiffs or as defendants, whenever a favourable 
faithful husband, is protected from divorce, and only punished by opportunity presented itself. The men, too, who were, after a time, 
separation from the wife he has wronged. It is necessary for a man admitted to these staid feasts, were not altogether archiepiscopal, 
to add either cruelty or desertion to his other offence, in order that though they behaved as they were dressed, quite irreproachably, 
his wife may obtain from the laws of her country the opportunity of To counter-balance them to some extent, the Divorcee determined to 
marrying someone else. But the wit of woman has proved equi to secure the presence and the countenance of a clergyman. 

*vr 1 * - ^ i 3 


the emergency. Nowhere, it may be safely stated, have more tales 

of purely imaginative atrocity been lie- 

tened to with greater attention, or with ? • i . , 

more favourable results, than in the | i i i 1 * ■ % 

Divorce Court, On an incautious hand- \ ^ 

shake a sprained wrist and an arm 
bruised into all the colours of the rain- 
bow have been not infrequently grafted, i, j 

A British imprecation, and a banged door, 1 i 
have often become fioods of invective and i '|i»f - 1 ■ |j' ; 
a knock-down blow; and a molehill of a j!j 

pinch has, under favourable cultivation, Vib 
been developed into a mountain of ill- 

treatment, on the top of which a victorious \‘vTr 

wife has in the end, triumphantly planted O 

the banner of freedom. Iffl 

Hence the Divorce Court, after some \ 
years of suspicion, has gradually come to J ;i V. ^ 
be looked upon as one ot the sacred insti- ' 
tutions of the coxmtry. And, speaking 
generally, those who make use of its 

facilities, however much certain of the / ■ /j 

more strait-laced may frown, are con- , A“i r ' i' 

sidered by society at lar^e to have done l t !;'» j.] 

a thing which is surprisingly right and rJi { 

often enviable. The result at any rate 
is that the number of the divorced y 
increases year by year, and that a lady Of .-I H 

whose failings have been established . (■ ' ’H' 1 1 

against her by a judicial decree, may be ' 1 

quite sure of a band of ardent sympa- — 

thisers of both sexes, amongst whom 




E 
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After some search, she discovered one who was enthusiastic, 

deficient in worldly knowledge, and sus- 

A ceptible. To him she related her own 

5^ private version of her wrongs, which 

f she seasoned with quite a pretty flow of 

r., tears. The amiable cleric yielded without 

! i " ! ! ^ struggle, and readily placed at her 

! i j ^ service the protection of his white tie. 
^ . 1 ti' Thus strengthened, she moved forward a 

' I 'ii little further. She revisited theatres; 

\ 1 ' iH heard of at Clubs; she shone 

^ - II at dinner-parties, and in a year or 

^ ' '' I so had organised for herself a social circle 

which entirely satisfied her desires. 
-- r\ Sometimes she even allowed herself to 
dabble in good works. She was accused 
I ' -/^I of having written a religious poem for a 

I serious Magazine ; but all that was ever 

proved against her was, that a remark- 
able series of articles on The* Homes of the 
^ Wff'iillj! -Poor bore traces of a style that was said 

tongues still whispered 
' ■ in comers, and cynics were heard to scoff 
1 • occasionally; but the larger world, which 


iil! Il'IP 


S I ■ occasionally; but the larger world, which 
L I abhors cynics, and only believes what is 
good, began to smile upon her. She did 
not appear to value its smiles, — ^but they 
IjPP' were useful. Whenever London tired 
^ her, she flitted to Paris, or to the Biviera, 
or even to Egypt or Algiers.^ She sub- 

J scribed to charities, and acted in Amateur 

Theatricals. Finally, she married a 


she can hold her head as high as her inclination prompts her gentleman who was believed by his friends to be a poet, and who 
without exciting a larger number of spiteful comments than are certainly qualified for the title by the romance he had woven about 
allotted to her immaculate and undecreed sisters. She may not her. With him she lived for many years a poetic and untrammelled 
have been able to abide the question of the Counsel who cross- existence, and, when she died, many dowagers sent wreaths as 
examined her, but she is certainly free, even in a wider sense tokens of their sorrow at the loss of an admirable woman, 
than before. She may not, perhaps, stand on so lofty a social ,, 

pinnacle as the merely-separated lady whose husband still lives, 

and to whose male friends the fact that she is practically husband- YERSES FOR A YIOLHSTIST. 

less, and at the same time disabled from marriage, gives a delightful „ . , ^ , * a ^ ^ i >» 

sense both of zest and security. On the other hand, the separated “ The violin has now fairly taken its place as an instninient for girls, 

lady must be to a certain extent circumspect, lest she should place ^ jjatiy jsews, ^ 

a weapou for further punishment in the hands of her husband. But Ik old days of Art the paiuter much applause would surely win, 
to the Divorcee all thu^s apparently, are permitted. When he showed us Saint Cecilia playing on the viohn. 

.0 .Ml M .ydfUtt. 11. 1 

the beautiful Divorcee (for in order to be truly typical the Cecilia must content herself with an unworthy p . 

Divorcee is necessarily beautiful) might have proceeded immediately paf^y fingers fiash before me as the bow sweeps o’er each string ; 
to plant them afresh in the old soil. The various gentlemen who organ's vox humana^ Hark ! the instrument can sing, 

had sustained their reputation as men of honour by tampering 

on her behalf and on their own, with the strict letter of the That sona^ct of TAHTm’s in my ears will linger long ; 

truth, naturally felt that the boldness of their denials entitled It might be some prima donna scaling all the heights oi song. 

them to her ksting rega^, aaid themeelTOS read^ to ^dd ^ ^ difEerent language speaks beneath her sldlM sway 

her with their counsel. But, though she never ceased to protest n-P PAo.ATsma’T VinvAr ovat her to-dav ? 

her innooence of all that had been laid to her charge and proved of Pasaioti hover 07 er ner to aay r ^ 

against her, she was sufficiently sensible to give them to under- feel the passion throbbing through the music fraught with 

stand that for a time, at least, her path in the world would he pain: 

easier they ceased to accompany her. They accepted the sentence Tken, with feminine mutation, comes a soft and tender strain. 

or.*.. «»V. ^ Ma. '...a tw ot™d«r 
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THE TOURNEY. 

[“ Golf is superseding Lawn-Tennis .” — Daily Daj^er.'] 














vjsyk^ \yuA^ 

V. 









Tm Champions are monnted, a wonderful pair, 

TW w! his breath, 

xh^ breastplates and greaves ghtter bright in the air ; 

AtaK.5^5tfSSSJf££““ 

At the might of Sir Golf, the Eed Knight of the T.inV. 

® Knight of the Lawn, 

^Al^e tbrwe irf &e lady who loyes him bows low : 

He feaM not the fight, for his racket is drawn, 

A spttts his great steed as he charges ^e foe. 

jizteen, thirty, forty, deuce, vantage, I win! ” 


But the Red Knight, Sir G-olp, smiles a smile that is grim, 

A j t ^ triumph has mantled his cheek ; 

Am he shouts, I would scorn to be vanquished by Mm. 

■NT m my iron, my niblick and cleek. 

Row, Tennis, I have thee ; I charge from the Tee, 
lo the deuce with thy racket, thy scoring, and thee ! ” 

the ladies all cry, “ Oh, Sir Tennis, our own, 

A j hack whence he came to his bunkers and gorse.’ 

A^the men shake their heads, for Sir Tennis seems blown, 
■D X rr^ cracks m his armour, and wounds on his horse, 
hut the Umpire, Sir Punch, as he watches says, “ Pooh I 
Let them hght and be friends ; there is room for the two,^* 
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A LAMB-LIKE GAMBOL. 


C 


SoiiTE little time ago we notioed with, great satisfaction, 
that the Committee of the Sunday School Union had 
advertised in the Athen<sum for the “hest Tale on 
Gambling,’’ for which ^ they were anxious to pay One 
Hundred Pounds sterling. The principal “condition” 
that the C. S. S. U. attached to their competition was that 
“ the tale must be drawn as far as possible from actual 
life, and must vividly depict the evils of gambling, 
setting forth its ruinous effects sociably and morally on 
the young people of our land.” Perhaps the following 
short story may serve as a model to the candidates. 
This romance must be considered “outside the competi- 
tion.” Here it is. 

PLEASANT POVERTY BETTER THAN 
WICKED WEALTH! 

Peter was a good boy. He went to Sunday school 
regularly, and always took off his hat to his superiors— 
he so objected to gambling that he never called them 
“betters.” One day Peter found a sovereign, and 
fearing, lest it might be a gilded jubilee shilling, decided 
to spend it upon himself, rather than run the risk of pos- 
sibly causing the Police to put it in circulation, under 
the impression that it was a coin of the higher value. 
He spent ten shillings on a ticket to Boulogne-snr-Mer, 
and with the remaining half-sovereign played at Ohemin 
de Fer at the Casino. And, alas I this was his first 
straying from the path of virtue. Unfortunately he 
was most unlucky (from a moral point of view) in his 
venture, leaving the tables with a sum exceeding forty 
pounds. Feeling reluctant that money so ill-gained 
should remain for very long in his possession, he spent 
a large slice of it in securing a ticket for Monte 
Carlo. 

^ Arrived at this dreadful place he backed Zero fifteen 
times rimning, was unhappy enough to break the bank, 
and retired to rest with over ten thousand pounds. He 
now decided, that he had best return to England, 
where he felt sure he would be safe from further 
temptation. 

When he was once more in London, he could not make 
up his mind whether he should contribute his greatly 
scorned fortune to the Committee of the Sunday School 
Union, or plank his last dollar on a rank outsider for a 
place in the Derby. From a feeling of delicacy, he 
adopted the latter course, and was indescribably shocked 
to pull off his fancy at Epsom. Thinking that the Com- 
mittee of the same useful body would refuse to receive 
money obtained under such painful circumstances, he 
plunged deeply on the Stock Exchange, and again 
added considerably to his mnch-hated store. It was at 
this period in his history that he married, and then the 
punishment he had so justly merited overtook him. His 
wife was a pushing young woman, whose great delight 
was to see her name in the Society papers. This pleasure 
she managed to secure by taking a large house, and | 
giving costly entertainments to all sorts and conditions 
of individuals. Poor Peter soon found this mode of 
life intolerably wearisome. He now never knew an 
hour’s peace, until one day he determined to run away i 
from home, leaving in the hands of his wife aU that he 
possessed. His absence made no perceptible difference 
in Mrs. Peter’s menage. It was generally supposed that 
he was living abroad. However, on one winter night 
there was a large gathering at his wife’s house, and, 
it being very cold, the guests eagerly availed them- 
selves of the services of the linkman, who had told 
himself off to fetch their carriages. 

And, when everyone was gone, the poor linkman asked 
the mistress of the house for some broken victuals. 

“ Good gracious I ” exclaimed that Lady, “ if it isn’t my 
husband ! What do you mean, Peter, by so <Msgracing 
me ? ” 

“ Disgrace yon !— not 1 1 ” returned Peter, “ No one 
recognises me. Of all the guests that throng my house, 
and eat my suppers, I don’t believe there is a solitary 
individual who knows me by sight.” 

And Peter was right. Ah, how much better would it 
have been had Peter remained at school, and not found 
that sovereign! Had he remained at school, he would 
some day have acquired a mass of information that would 
have been of immense assistance to him when his father 
died, and he succeeded to the paternal broom, and the 
right of sweep over the family street-crossing ! 



TOO MUCH GENIUS. 

Poet. “Oh— A— I ALWAYS WRITE MY PoEMS RIOHT OEF, WITHOUT ANY COR- 
EEOTIONS, YOU KNOW, AND SEND THEM SXRAIUHT TO THE PRINTER. I NEVER 
LOOK AT ’em a SECOND TIME.” 

Critio. “No MORE DO YOUR Kbaders, my BoyI” 


ANSWERS TO COREE8PONDENTS. 

Ostrich: ‘‘FARMiNa.” — We are afraid we cannot give you any sound or 
useful information to assist you in your project of keeping an ostrich-farm in a 
retired street in Bayswater ; but that you should have already received a consign- 
ment of fifty “fine, full-grown birds,” and managed, with the aid of five 
railway porters, and all the local police available, to get them from the van in 
which they arrived up two flights of stairs, and locate them temporarily in your 
back drawing-room, augurs at least for a good start to your undertaking. That 
three should have escaped, and, after severely kicking the Yicar, who happened 
to be dining with you, terrified the whole neighbourhood, and effected an en- 
trance into an adjacent public-house, where they appear to have done a good deal 
of damage to the glass and crockery, upsetting a ten-gallon cask of gin, and 
frightening the barmaid into a fit of hysterics, being only finally captured by the 
device of getting a coal- sack over their heads, was, after all, but a slight centre^ 
Umps^ and not one to be taken into account when measured against the grand 
fact that yon have got all your birds safely lodged for the night. A litlie arnica, 
and a fortnight in bed, will, in all probability, set the Yicar all right. With 
regard to their food, we should advise you to continue the tinned lobster and 
muffins, which they seem to relish. You appear to be alaifmed at their swal- 
lowing the tins. There is no occasion for any anxiety on; this point, the tin, 
doubtless, serving as the proverbial “ digestive ” pebble with which all birds, we 
believe, accompany a hearty meal. We fear we cannot enlighten you as to now 
you make your profits out of an ostrich-farm ; hut, speaking at random, we 
should say they would probably arise by puUing the feathers out of the tails of 
the birds and selling them to Court Milliners. Tour idfea of trying them in 
harness in a Hansom seems to have something in it. Turn it over, by /all means. 
Meantime, get a Shilling Handbook on the Management of the Ostrich. We 
think you will have to cover in your garden with a tarpaulin as y/ou suggest. 
You cannot expect the fifty birds to stay for ever in your back drawing-room ; 
and the fact that you mention, of their having already kicked down and eaten 
one folding-door, is significant. They will be escaping from yontr balcony all 
over the neighbourhood if you do not take care to secure them and as they 
seem fresh, very aggressive, and strong in the leg, such a catastrophe might lead 
you into a good deal of nnpleasantness. Take our advice, and get them down* 
stairs, tight under a stout tarpaulin, as soon as possible. 
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HOW IT»S DONF. 

A Handbook to Honesty. 

Ko. L— Monaech oe All I Survey 

Scene— J n^erzor of newl^-erected building.. ^ Present the Builder 
and a Surveyor, the former looking timidly foxy^ the latt^ 
knowingly pompous, and floridly selflimportant ; Builder, in 
dusty suit of dittoes, carries one hand in his breeehes-pocket, 
where he chinks certain metallic substances — which may be coins 
or keys —nervously and intermittently. Surveyor, ^ a^ burly 
mass of broadcloth and big watch-chain, carries an intimidating 
note-book, and a menacing pencil, making mems. in a staccato 
and stabbing fashion, which is singularly nerve- shaking. 

Surveyor (speaking with his pencil^ in his moutK). Well, Mister 
er — er — er — ^Wotseename, I— er — think — ’m, 'm, ’m— things seem 
to he pretty right as far ’s I can see ; though of course 

Builder {hastily). Oh, I assure you I Ve taken the greatest p^us 
to conform to— er— rules in — er — ^in every way ; though if there 
shmld he any little thing that ketches your eye, why, you Ve only 
to 

Surveyor, Oh, of course, of course ! We know all about that. 
You see I can only go by rule. What’s right’s right; what’s 


a 





wrong ’s wrong ; that’s about the size of it J’ve nothing to do 
with it, one way or another, except to ses the law carried out. 

Builder. Ex— aok— lyl However, if you’ve seen all you want 
to, we may as well step over to the “ Crown and TMstle,” and 

Surveyor {suddenly). By the way, I suppose this wall is properly 
tindei^inned ? 

Builder {7iervously), Well— er— not exaokly— hnt, ’er, ’er— well, 
the fact is I thought 

Surveyor {sternly). What yon thought. Sir, doesn’t affect the 
matter. The question is, what the Building Act says. The whole 
thing must come down I 

Builder. But, I say, that’ll run me into ten pounds, at least, and 
really the thing’s as safe as 

Surveyor. Maybe, maybe— in fact, I don’t say it isn’t. But the 
Act says it ’s got to be done. 

Builder. Well, well, if there’s no help for it, I must do it, of 
course. 

Surveyor {looking somehow disappointed). Yery sorry, of course, 
hut you see what must he must. 

Builder {sadly). Yes, yes, no doubt. Well {brightening), anyhow, 
we may as well step over to the “ Crown and Thistle,” and crack a 
bottle of champagne. 

Surveyor [also brightening). Well, ours is a dusty job, and I don’t 
care if I do. 

iThey do so. Surveyor drinks his full share of Heidsieck, and 
^ smokes a cigar of full size and flavour. He and Builder 
^ exchange reminiscences concerning past professional expe- 
riences, the tricks of trade, diverse devices for “ dodging 
fl.e Actfl ^ 0 ., ^c. , Surveyor explains now stubborn 
^Uders like you, you know ”), who donH do the thing 
mndsome, often suffer by having to run themselves to ex- 
p^es that might have been avoided— -and serve ^em right 
toe ! Also, how others, without a temper above ^Hips,^^ and 
of a pen&r ally -gentlemanly tone of mind, save themselves lots 
of Jutle extras, which, maybe, the letter of the law would 
except, but which a Surveyor of sense and good feeling can 
get t^ver, “ and no harm done, neither, to nobody As the 
win& circulates, it is noticeable that good-fellowship grows 
almost boisterous, and facetiousness mellows into chuckling 
I cynie\ism of the winking, waggish, “ we all do it ” sort. 

Surveyor {tpssing off last glass, and smacking his lips). Well, well, 
the best of friends must part, and I guess I must he toddling, Yery 


glad to have met you, I ’m sure, and a better hit of hiiildmg than 
yours yonder I haven’t seen for some time. Seems a pity, hanged if 
it don’t, that you should have to put yourself to such an additional 
outlay— ah, by the way, what did you say it would cost you r 
Builder. Oh, about ten pounds, I suppose. , „ * , « 

Surveyor {lighting another cigar). Humph! Kf'^ffJ. 

Pity— pity I {Puff! puff !) How look here, my hoj-‘{confident%ally) 
— suppose you and me just divide that tenner between us, five to 
you, and five to me: and, as to the “ underpinumg ’ —well, 
nobody’ll be a bit the wiser, and the building won’t be a halfpenny 
the worse, Pll bet my hoots. Come, is it a bargain? 

\ After a little beating about the bush, the little job ” xs arranged 
amicably, on the practical basis of “ a fiver each, and mum? s 
the word on both sides,” thus evading the law, saving the 
Builder a few pounds, and supplementing the salary of the 
Surveyor. Ulterior results^ unsanitary or otherwise, do not 
come within the compass of this sketch. 


STRANGER THAN EIOTION! 

{Postmarks — Leeds, Hull, and Blsewhere.) 

Me. Punch was assisting at a Congress. The large room in which 
that Congress was being held was crowded, and consequently the 
heat was oppressive. The speeches, too, were not particularly 
interesting, and the Sage became drowsy. It was fortunate, there- 
fore, that a fair maiden in a classical garb (who suddenly appeared 
seated beside him) should have addressed him. The interruption 
reassembled in their proper home his wandering senses. 

“I fear, Mr. Punch” said the fair maiden, looking at herself in 
a small mirror which she was holding in her right hand, “ that you 
are inclined to go to sleep.” 

“ Well, I am,” replied the Sage, with unaccountable bluntness; 
“truth to tell, these orations about nothing in particular, spouted 
by persons with an imperfect knowledge of, 1 should say, almost any 
subject, bore me.” 

“ The information is unnecessary,” observed the young lady, with 
a smile, “I share your feelings. But if you will be so kind as 
to pay a little attention to the speakers while they are under my 
infinence, I think you will discover a new interest in their utterances.” 

“ Are yon an hypnotist, Madam ?” asked Mr. Punch. 

“Well, not exactly. But, when I have the chance, I can make 
people speak the Truth.” 

Then Mr. Punch listened, and was surprised at the strange things 
that next happened. 

“ I wish to be perfectly frank with you,” said a gentleman on 
the platform ; “I am here because I wish to see my name in the 
papers, and all the observations I have made up to date have been 
addressed to the reporters. I am glad I can control my thoughts, 
because I would not for worlds let you know the truth. It is my 
ambition to figure as a philanthropist, and on my word, I think this 
is the cheapest and most effective mode of carrying out my 
intention,” 

Then the gentleman resumed his seat with a smile that suggested 
that he was under the impression that he had just delivered hSnself 
of sentiments bound to extort universal admiration. 

“That is not exactly my case,” observed a second speaker, 
“because I do not care two pins for anything save the entertain- 
ments which are invariably associated with scientific research, or 
philanthropical inquiry, I pay my guinea, after considerable delay, 
and then expect to take out five times that amount in grudgingly 
bestowed, but competitionally provoked (if I may be pardoned the 
expression) hospitality. I attend a portion — a small portion— of a 
lecture, and then hurry off to the nearest free luncheon, or gratuitous 
dinner, in the neighbourhood. I should he a tax upon my friends 
if I dropped in at half-past one, or at a quarter to eight, punctually, 
and my motiyes would be too wisely interpreted to a desire on my 
part to reduce the sum total of my butcher’s book. So I merely drop 
in upon a place where a Congress is being held, and make the most 
of my membership.” 

“ These startling statements are decidedly unconventional,” said 
Mr. Punch, turning towards his fair companion, “ and that your 
infiaence should cause them to be made, astounds me. I trust you 
will not consider me indiscreet if I ask for ” 

“My name and address,” returned the fair maiden, smilingly, 
completing the sentence; “Learn, then, that I live at the bottom 
of a well, to which rather damp resting-place I am about to return ; 
and that in England I am called Truth,” 

And as the lady disappeared, Mr. Punch fell from his chair, and 
awoke ! 

“Hear me, I haye been dreaming!” exclaimed the Sage, as he 
left the meeting.^ “ Well, as everyone knows, dreams are not in 
the least like reality! But the strangest thing of all was to find 
Truth in a Congress ! ” 

And it was strange, indeed. 
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AT THE THEATEE ! 

The I/yceu7n again. The EaymarTcet once more, 

“ GtREAt Scott ! ’’ we exclaim, —not Critical Clement of that ilk, 
but Sir Walter,— on again seeing Ravenswood, Since then an 
alteration in the modus shootendi has been made, and Edgar no longer 
takes a pot-shot at the bull from the window, but, ascertaining from 
Sir William Ashton Bishop that Ellen Lueij Terry is being Terry fled 
b^r an Irish bull which has got 
mixed up with the Scotch “herd 
without,” Henry Edgar Irving 
rushes off, gun in hand; then 
the report of the gun is, like the 
Scotch oxen, also heard with- 
out,” and Henry reappears on 
thescene, haying saved Ellen 
Lucy Ashton by reducing the 
fierce bull to potted beef. 

“What shaE he have who 
kills the buU?” “The Dear! 
the Dear I ” meaning, of course, 

Ellen Lucy Ashton aforesaid. 

After this all goes well. Acting 
excellent all round— or nearly all 
round, the one exception being, 
however, the very much “all- 
round” representative of Lady 
Ashton^ whose misfortune it is to 
have been selected for this par- 
ticular part. Scenery lovely, and 
again and again must Hawes 
McCeaven be congratulated on the beautiful scene of The Mer- 
maiden’s Well (never better, in fact), Act III, The love-making bit 
in this Act is charming, and the classic Sibyl, Ailsie, superb. Nothing 
in stage effect within our memory has equalled the pathos of the final 
tableau. It is most touching through its extreme simplicity. 

The Haymarket has re-opened with the odd mixture of the excel- 
lent French Abbe Constantin and the weak, muddle-headed, Tree- 
and-Grundy-ised “ village Priest,” known as the Abbe JDuboiSy or 

Abbe Do Bore^^ as ’Ablet might call him. Changes are in con- 
templation, and may have been already announced. Whatever 
they may be. it is some consolation to learn that this Tree-and- 
Grundy-ised French Abbe is not likely to be a “ perpetual Curate.” 

MR. PUNCHES PRIZe NOVELS. 

No. II.-BUERA MDRRA BOKO. 

{By Kippierd Herring, Author of ^‘Soldiers' leaf '*Over the 
Larodeesf Handsome Heads on the Valets” More Black than 
White” Experimental Dittos f cOc,, d:c,) 

[Note. — The MS. of this story arrived from India by pneumatic despatch, 
a few puffs haviug been apparently sufficient. In a letter which was 
enclosed with it the author modestly apologises for its innumerable merits. 
“But,*’ be adds, “I have several hundred of the same sort in stock, and can 
supply them at a moment’s notice. Kindly send £1000 in Bank of England 
notes, by registered letter, to K, Herring. No farther address will be 
required/’] 

Bolla dan anta cat anta. What will you have, Sahib? My 
heart is made fat, and my eyes run with the water of joy. Kni 
vestog rind. Scis sorstog rind^ the Sahib is as a brother to the needy, 
and the afflicted at the sound of his voice become as a warming-pan 
in a for postah, Ahoo I Ahoo I I have lied unto the Sahib. Mi 
ais an dlims^ I am a servant of sin. Burra Murra Boko ! Burra 
Murra Boko ! 

There came a sound in the night as of an elephant -herd trumpet- 
ing in anger, and my liver was dissolved, and the heart within me 
became as a Fatoph BxWah under the noon-day sun. I made haste, 
for there was fear in the air, Sahib, and the Fleez Mahn that 
walketh by night was upon me. But, oh, Sahib, the cunning of 
the serpent was with me, and as he passed I tripped him up, and 
the raging river received him. Twice he rose, and the gleam of 
his eyes spake in vain for help. And at last there came a bubble 
where the man had been, and he was seen no more. Burra Murra 
Boko ! Burra Murra Boko J 

_ That night I spake unto her as she stood in the moonlight. “ Oh, 
sister of an oil-jar, and daughter of pig- troughs, what is it thou 
hast done P” And she, laughing, spake naught in reply, but gave 
me the Tcheke Slahp of her tribe, and her fingers fell upon my face, 
and my teeth rattled within my month. But I, for my blood was 
made hot within me, sped swiftly from her, making no halt, and the 
noise of fifty thousand devils was in my ears, and the rage of the 
Smak duns burnt fierce within the breast of me, and my tongue was 
as a fresh fig that grows upon a southern wall. Auggrh ! pass me 
the peg, for my month is dry. Burra Murra Boko / Burra Murra 




Boko! Then came the Yunkum Sahib, and the" Bunkum Sahib, 
and they spake awhile together. But I, like unto a Brerra-biL 
lay low, and my breath came softly, and they knew not that I ■ 
watched them as they spake. And they joked much together, ' 
and told each to the other how that the wives of their trienda 
were to them as mice in the sight of the crouching Tabhikat^ and | 
that the honour of a man was as sand, that is blown afar by the - 
storm-wind of the desert, which maketh blind the faithfuL and 
stoppeth their mouths. Such are all of them, Sahib, since I that 
speak nnto you know them for what they are, and thus I set forth 
the tale that all men may read, and understand. Burra Murra 
Boko ! Burra Murra Boko ! 

“’Twas the most ondacint hedivilmint ever I set eyes on, Sorr. 
There was I, blandandhering widout ” 

“Pardon me,” I said, “this is rather puzzling. A moment back 
you were a Mahajun of Pali, in Marwur, or a Delhi Pathan, or a 
Wali Dad, or something of that sort, and now you seem to have 
turned into an Irishman. Can you tell me how it is done ? ” 

“ Whist, ye oncivilised, backslidhering pagin ! ” said my friend, 
Private O’Eammis, for it was indeed he. “ Honld on there till I’ve 
tould ye. Fwhat was I sayin’ ? Eyah, eyah, them was the bhoys 
for the dhrink. When the sun kern out wid a blink in Ms oi, an’ 
the helly-band av his new shoot tied round him, there was Poetess 
and Athus lyin’ mixed up wid the brandy-kegs, and the houl of the 
rigimint tearin’ round like all the divils from hell bruk loose. 

“ Thin I knew there ’d be thrubble, for ye must know, Sorr, there 
was a little orf’cer bhoy cry in’ as tho’ his little heart was breakin’, 
an’ the Colonel’s wife’s sister, wid her minowderin’ voice ” 

“Look here, O’Rammis,” I said, “I don’t like to stop you; but 
isn’t it just a trifie rash— I mean,” I added hastily, for I saw Mm 
fingering Ms bayonet, “is it quite as wise as it might be to use up 
all your materials at once ? Besides, I seem to have met that little 
Orf’cer bhoy and the Colonel’s wife’s sister before. I merely mention 
it as a friend.” 

“ Yon let ’im go, Sir,” put in Poetbes, with Ms cockney accent. 
“ Lor, Sir, Teeencb knows bloomin’ well wot ’e’s torkin’ about, an’ 
wen ’e’s got a story to tell you know there ain’t one o’ us wot ’ll 
get a bloomin’ word in ; or leastways, Hi carn’t.” 

“ Sitha,” added Jock Atots. “ I never gotten but one story told 
my sen, and he joomped down my throaat for that. Let nn taalk, 
Sir, let un taalk.” 

“ Yery well,” I said, producing one of the half-dozen bottles of 
champagne that I always carried in my coat-tail pockets whenever 
I went up to the Barracks to visit my friend O’Rammis, “very 
well. Fire away, Teeencb, and let us have your story.” 

“I’m an ould fool,” continued O’Rammis, in a convinced tone. 
“ But ye know, J ock, now ’twas. I misremember fwhat I said to her, 
but she never stirred, and only Inked at me wid her melancolious 
ois, and wid that my arm was round her waist, for bedad, it was 
pretty, she was under the moon in the ould barrick square. ‘ Hould 
on there,’ she says, * ye boiled tMef of Deuteronomy. D’ ye think 
I ’ve kern here to be pMlandhering afther you. I ’d make a better 
man than you out av empty kyartridges and putty.’ Wid that 
she turned on her heel, and was for marching away. But I was at 
her soide agin before she ’d got her left fut on the beat. ‘ That ’s 
quare,’ thinks I to myself; ‘but, Terence, me bhoy, ’tis you 
know the thricks av the women. Shoulder arrums,’ I thinks, ‘ and 
let fiy wid the back sight.’ Wid that I just squeezed her hand 
wid the most dellikit av all squeezings, and, sez I, ‘Mary, me 
darlint,’ I sez, * ye ’re not vexed wid Terence, I know ; ’ but you 
never can tell the way av a woman, for before the words was over 
the tongue av me, the bhoys kem raging an’ ramshackling 

“Really, O’Rammis,” 1 ventured to observe, for I noticed that 
he and his two friends had pulled all the other five bottles out of my 
pocket, and bad finished them, “ I’m a little disappointed with you 
to-day. I came out here for a little quiet hlood-and-thunder before 
going to bed, and you are mixing up your stories like the regimental 
laundress’s soapsuds. It ’s not right of you. Now, honestly, , 
is it ? ” 

But the Three Musketeers had vanished. Perhaps they may re- 
appear, bound in blue- grey on the railway bookstalls. Perhaps not. : 
And the worst of it is, that the Colonel will never understand them, ' 
and the gentlemen who write articles will never understand them. . 
There is only one man who knows all about them, and even he is ; 
sometimes what my friend O’Rammis calls “ a blandandhering, i 
pMlandhering, misundherstandhering civilian man.” ; 

WMch Ms name is Kippieed Herring. And that is perfectly true. I 


So Much por Knotting'em. — The Dean of Rochester ”to be 
henceforth known as The Dean of Knouting’em. His new motto, 

“ Whack a * Shack ’ 

Smack on his back.” 

Perhaps the Dean would then like to make a Moslem of the loUop- 
ing do-nothing offender, and call him “ Shackahack.” 
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WAITING FOR THE EXPRESS. (NOUS AVONS CHANGE TOUT CELAJ 

Fikst. Class Passenoebs : — Sib Gobgius Midas, Lady Midas, and Goboids Midas, Esq., Jdnb. 

Second-Class Ditto : — Bdtlebs, Footmen, Grooms, Maids, &o., of the House of Midas. 

Thibd-Class Ditto The Hon. and Rev. James and Lady Susan de Vebb, General Sir John and Lady Hautcastlb, 
Madder Lake, Esq., R.A., and DAiraHTERs, Professor Parallax, F.R.S., &o., &c., &o. 


''HERCULES (COUNTY) CONCILIANS;” 

Or, “ Approaching ” the Sydra , 

[The London County Council adojited the Report 
of a Committee; “That the Committee be author 
rieed to enter into tentative nesrotiationa vith the 
Water Companies, for the purpose of ascertaining 
upon what terms the Companies will be prepared 
to dispose of their undertakings to the Council ” 
The Yice-Chairman (Sir T. FABitER) thought 
that the Committee “would be as wax in the 
hands of the clever agents of the Companies.” 
The Chairman (Sir John Lubbock) was in favour 
of deferring the question.] 

That Hydra again ! Monster huge, hydro- 
cephalous, 

Haimting our city of hlnnders and jobs, 
Born, it would seem, to bewilder and baffle us, 
Tv ho give you “ one ” for your numerous 
nobs. [you ; 

Many have menaced you, some had a shy at 
Saxisbubt stout, and bespectacled Cross, 
Each in his season has joined in the cry at you, 
Little, Hwquld seem, to your damage or loss. 
Still you eight-headed and lanky-limbed 
monster, yon 

Sprawl and monopolise, spread and devour. 
Many assail yon, bat hitherto, none stir you. 
Say, ha$ the hero arrived, and the hour ? 

Ho Infant Hercffles, surely, can tackle you, 
Ancient abortioiL with hope of success. 

It needeth a true luU-grown hero to shackle 
J uxnter’s son, and Alcmene^s, no less I [you, 
Our civic Hercules smacks of the nursery, 
Hot three years old, though ambitions, no 
doubt; 


Tow’ll scarce he captured by tentative? 
cursory. [“spout,” 

Snared by a “motion,” or scared by a 
Hera’s pet, < if spring of Typhon, the lion- clad 
Hero assailed, con amore ; but yow, 

Callous as Behemoth, hard as an iron-clad, 

‘ ‘ Conciliation ” with coldness will view 
Fancy “ approaching ” the Hydra with honey- 
bait, 

Tempting the monster to parley and purr ! I 
How will Monopoly look on a money-bait ? 

Hercules, too, who would “like to defer ? ’’ 
Hot quite a true hard-shell hero— in attitude — 
Hercules (County) Conciliaas looks ; 

Thinks he to move a true Hy'dra to gratitude ? 

Real Leviathan chortles at hooks I 
“Come, pretty Hydra I ‘Agreement pro- 
visional, \ 

Properly baited with sound L. S, D., 

Ought to entice you!” He’s scorn and 
derision all, [see ! 

Hydra, if true to his breed. "We shall 
Just so a groom, with the bridle behind him, 
Tempts a free horse with some com in a 
sieve. [him. 

Will London’s Hydra let “tentatives” blind 
Snap at the bait, and the tempter believe ? 
Or will the “ hero ” — ^in form of Committee— 
Really prove wax for the Hydra to mould f 
Yes, there’s the club, hut it’s rather a pity 
Hercules seems a bit feeble of hold. 
Tentative heroes may suit modern urgency, 
Lubbock may win where a Hercules fails. 
If we now hunt, upon public emergency, 
Stymphalian Birds, ’tis with ssdt for their 
tails! 


'‘YE CODS, WHAT A TERRIBLE TWIST I” 

Statistics are sweet things, and full of 
startling surprises. Like the Frenchman in 
“you never know what they’ll 
be up to next.” Here, for instance, is a 
“ statement showing the decrease in price in 
the United States of many articles within 
the past ten years largely consumed by the 
agricultural community,” And among these 
“many articles” “largely consumed,” are 
“ mowing machines, barb fence- wire, horse- 
shoes, forks, wire-cloth, slop-buckets, wheel- 
barrows, and putty,” JSTo wonder dyspepsia 
is the national disease in America. Fancy 
“consuming” French staples, pie-plates 
(though they sound almost edible), and 
putty ! 1 I The ostrich is supposed to be 
capable of digesting such daiuties as broken 
bottles, and tenpenny nails, but that vora- 
cious fowl is evidently not “in it” with the 
“ Agricultural community” of America. 

Odd. — A. Correspondent says he found this 
advertisement in the Guardian : — 

R ector of S. Michael’s, Lichfield, requires 
help of a LAT-READER. Visiting, S.-achool, 
cottage services, ass. in choir, (fee. Good salary. 

The explanation, we believe, is, that “ ass. ” 
is the abbreviated form of “ assisting.” The 
Rector had better have the unabbreviated 
assistant in choir, ^ particularly if he he 
already short of choristers ; unless the Rector 
should he also Yicar of Bray, in which case 
the “ass.” could he transferred from Lich- 
field to the more appropriate living. 
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MOSSOO IN EGYPT. 

Mr, Punch (to F/ench Guardian of Egyptian Monuments), ** CoMs, I sAY, Sir I 

BO YOU CALL THIS LOOKING AFTER THE MONUMENTS? WaKB UP, OB YOU 'LL 
HAVE TO GO 1 '"See ** Times'^ Leader, Oc t, Zrd, 1890, 

JOUENAL OP A EOLLING STONE. 

Seventh Entry. 

T 9 my intense surprise- shared, as far as I can see, hy all my friends and 
relatives—I have managed to pass the “ Bar Final ” ! I attribute the portentous 
fact to the Examiners having discreetly avoided all ref erence to the “Eule in 
She^ey’s Case.^' 

Find that the Students who are going to he “called within the Bar,” have 
TO oe presented to the Benchers on one special evening, after dinner, in Hall. 
Ceremony rather funereal, at my Inn— hut not the same at all Inns. About 
twenty of us summoned one by one to the High Table ; several go up before 
me, and as there is a big screen I can^t see what happens to them. Only- 
most remarkable circumstance this- not one of them comes hack / Have the 
Benchers decided to sternly limit the numbers of the Profession? Perhaps 
they are “ putting in an execution.” Just thinking of escape, when my name 
called out. March up to Table, determined not to perish without a spirited 
resistance. 

To complete the idea of its being an Execution, here is the Chaplain ! "Will 
he say a few last words ” to the culprit— myself— prior to my being pinioned ? 

As matter of fact, Bencher at head of Table (portly old gentleman, who looks 


about him, ^ter all. Tries to joke. Ho doubt regards us 
all as a pack of fools to ^oin over-crowded profession — 
still, as we are here, he will try and forget tlmt, in a few 
years, the majority of us will probably be starving. 

After an interval. Bored Bencher thinks it necessary 
^ to rise and make little speech. Assures us (Query — 
= hyproorisy ?) that we are all extremely likely to attain 
I to high positions at the Bar. Says something feebly 
I humorous about Woolsack, Bad taste, because we can’t 
all sit on Woolsack at once ; and mention of it excites 
feelii^s of emulation, almost of animosity, towards other 
new-nedged B^risters. I am conscious, for instance, of 
distinct repulsion towards man on my right, who is 
cracldng nuts, and who must be a son or nephew of our 
Chairman, judging by the familiarity with which he 
treats latter. Probably his uncle wiU flood him with 
briefs— and that will be called “making his own way 
m the world,” Pshaw I 

Wme-and-dessert entertainment only lasts an hour. 
Forbidding Bencher evidently feels that an hour is as 
much as he can possibly stand. So we aU depart, except 
the favoured nephew (or son), who, as I suspect, 
remains to prey on his uncle (or father), and pro- 
bably to be invited in to the real feast which no doubt 
the Inn worthies are enjoying upstairs, 

Hext morning meet a legal friend, who asks, “ When 
are you to be presented at Court ? ” 

“Presented at Court?”— I ask in surprise. 

“Yes- Court of daeen’s Bench— ha! ha! You’U 
A ^ one of these days in wig and gown to the 
U. B. D., and inscribe your name in a big book, and 
bow to the Judges, and come out,” 

It of doing that ? ” I want to know. 

“ Hone whatever. An old custom, ;that’s aU, A sort 
of legal Action, you know.” (Query— li a aueen’s 
Counsel writes a novel, isn’t that a real legal Action ?) 

You 11 feel rather like a little boy going to a] new 
school. Judges look at you with an air of ‘I say, you 
new feller, what’s your name? Where do you come 
from ? What^ House are you in ?— then a good kick. 
They can’t kick you, so they glare at you instead. 
Interesting ceremony. Ta, ta I ” 

, It turns out as my friend says. But previously there 
IS the other little formality of purchasing the trailing 
garments of the Profession, Go to a wig-and-gown- 
niaker near the Law Courts, Ask to see diflerent kinds 
of wigs. 

“We only make one kind,” replies "the wig-man. 
pityingly. “The Patent Yentilating Anticalvitium. 
You’ll And it as light as a feather, almost. Made of 
superfine ’orse-’air.” He says this as if he never got 
^s material from anything below the value of a Derby 
Wmner. 

“ Why do you call it the Anticalvitium ? ” I ask. 
Because it don’t make the ’air fall off. Sir, as aU 
other wigs do.” 

po they ? Another objection to the profession. Wish 
I had knoTO this before I began to grmd for the Bar 
Exam, Wig-man measures my head, 

“Bather large size, Sir/’ he remarks. Says it as if 
the brain at the very least. 
‘Middle Temple, I suppose?”— he queries. Why? 
Somehow it would sound more flattering if he had 
supposed Inner Temple, instead of Middle. Wonder if 
I shall ever be described as an “ Outer barrister, of the 
Inner Temple, with Middling abilities.” Is there a 
special cut of face belonging to the Inner Temple, 
another for the Middle (there is a “middle cut” in 


as it he might be described as a “ bottle-a-day-ot-port-ly ” old gentleman) shakes 
hands, coldly, and that’s all. Hot even a Oueen’s Shilling given me, as I am 
conducted off to another table close by. 

Mystery of disappearance of other candidates explained. Here they are- 
all at this table — “all silent, and aU called”! It seems that this is the 
Barristers’ part of the Hall, other the Students’, 

Ceremony not over yet. After dinner we are invited, all twenty, to dessert 
and^ wine with the Benchers — or rather, at the Benchers’ expense, because we 
d(m t reaUy see and chat with these great men, only a single representative, 
who presides at table in a long bare room downstairs, resembling a cellar. 
Benchers’ own Common-room above. Why don’t they invite us up there ? 

£ ?• down to preside over this entertainment, has a rather 

! torbiddmg air about him. Seems to be thinking— “ I don’t care much for this 
sort of function, , Stupid old custom. But must keep it up, I suppose, for good 
of Inn ; and Benchers (hang them!) have deputed me to take head of the table 
to-night— probably because I look so desperately lively,” 

There is a sort of “disinterred liveliness” (to quote Bishop Wilberpobcb) | 


salmon, why not in the law ?) and a third for Lincoln’s Inn ? 

Find, while I am meditating these problems, that I 
have been “suited” with a gown, also with a stock of 
ridiculous little linen flaps, which are called “bands.” 
Think about “forbidding the bands,” but don’t know ’ 
how to. 


NOTE for the new UNIONISM, 

“ Union is Strength.” Let lovers of communion 
Bemember Strength (of language) is mt Union I 

Hew Definition of a “Feather-Bed Fighter.”— 
A Boxer with gloves over four ounces in weight. And 
a^thing over that, we suppose, must be considered a 
feather-weight.’’ This gives a new signifloanoe to the 
saying, “You might have knocked me down with a 
feather.” 












Me. Ttms hiked a Mount with the Staghohnds, hot qttioklt came to the ookolhsion that it was a beutal shame to 

THE P OOR Deer up A^3D UOWK THOSE HORRIBLE BaNKS. 

A TALE OP THE TELEPHONE ‘‘K anyone tnows any jast cause or impediment,” he continued. 

T.xv * Ti » I do ! interrnpted a gentleman in a dressinfif-gown, who 

{A Story of what rnay Mjpym some day %n George Street ^ Hanov&r Square.) Jiad hurriedly entered the Chnrch. “ 1 heard yon about a quarter 

There were a few minutes unoccupied before the time appointed Wnffi ^ breakfasting at the Shaftesbury Avenue 

for the ceremony, and so the Pew-opener thought he could not do the same question, and came here 'vnthout changing my 

S4i?o"m."“'‘' of the\3 X Wefl.*S,twJry?u?> 

, You see, Sir,” he said, “ our pulpit is o-soupied by the best pos- the (now) ex-Bride, delightedly. “ We 

sible talent. The Ticar takes the greatest interest in Louring e?eL I a-, 

ruing preacher, and thus, Sunday after Sunday, we ha^e thi most 

starthng orations.” muoi. auswes. Me seemed to be a very popular personage. 

The Bridegroom (slightly bored) said that if he had happened to l?A a %■ Beown, the ex-Bride- 

Bve m the neighbourhood, he should certainly have taken nttings.^ * atTw this scen^ shown signs of embarrassment. 

“ But Hving in the neighbourhood is not nLessarv Sir ” Ssted ^ introduce you to Haebt,” said the 

the Pew,openlr. “ Let fnto the ZidKo^dTa tdepbonr^d another. I was going to marry 

so 9 ^ Vicar can supply the sermons preached here, hot mid hot, to turned up just in the nick of time, like a 

residentsinthe^aon Postal District. Considering the quamy of „„ •. , 

the discourses, be charges a very low rate. The svstem has been i, i your acquaintance, Sir,” said Mr. Johbs, 
krgelv adopted As aVatter It faltX wMe sS, and not ^ 

only the ptfpit, has been laid on to the principal Hotels and aubs.” ^ Ttr-Mp » Vp„ * •* j i ■ • 

But further conversation wag here cut short by the arrival of the +>,» must sit, darlmg, m 

Bnde, who, led by her brother, advanced towards the altar with an / seat intended for poor Haebt. I know you won’t mmd, Haeet 
air of confidence that charmed aU beholders. This self-poswssion now?), as I have «o 

was the outcome of the ladybeiug-as h^ Xe imti^Sl- S,?p have your breakfast at a 

cated-a widow. Congr^iSatmnf passed roW amongst tffi^ds feS oTSeX' ^ ® ^ 

Aia“W^ai.«-p.rty Mt th. a,™k, th. oi»t 

“ Have vou switchpfl na nn P cm’/i fn ihn uuswitohed the electric communication. 

“ Yes, Sir,” was the reply. “ We are Lw^hi^OTmunication with v‘ ” u sternly, to Mr. Browh, who had 

all the principal Hotels and Clubs.” j i ^5? himself. If our clients heard you, we should be 

*v‘‘ ”8^*- I ths* my oHents shall have fo telephonic supply shall be perfectly 

their full money’s-worth.” ind then the VicaV read wit>, *6® f«>m bad language ! ” 

emphMis the exhortation to the public to declare any “just cause or ' ' 

there was no response, Peophbt and Loss.-Good Mussulmen, so it is said, object to a 
half dozen containing some play entitled Mahomet being produced in London. The objection 

sion the its con dn- was snecesfrful in Paris.^ London Managers (except, perhaps, Sheriff 

instead of ^mno- ati to he<^me (hstracted, Drubioianus, who revived Le this season) will be on the 

TTa attaa 1'cS‘d the exhortation, side of the obi ec tors, as they would rather have to do with a Pennine 

“Amt Jonm ^\ndow^* Haeet Smith, bachelor,” and profit than a fiotitious one. Perhaps the non-production of Jahomet 

, wiaow. I jjiay |,g iQgg Literature and the Drama. 
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A BACHELOR^S IDYL. 

I AM not married, but I see 
No life so pleasant as my own ; 

I think it^s good for man to be 
Alone. 

Some marry not who once have been— 
A curious process— crossed in love, 

Who find a life’s experience in 
A glove ; 

Or else will sentimental grow 
At recollections of a dance ; 

But, luckily for me, I ’ve no 

Bomance. 

Of course I know ** love in a cot,” — 

The little wife who calls you “ hub,”- 

But I ’m content whilst I have got 
My Club, 

In some fine way, I don’t know how, 
Some fool, some idiot, who lacks 

A grain of sense, proposes now 
A tax. 

A Tax on Bachelors ! Ah, well. 

If this becomes the law’s decree, 

I cheerfully shall pay the L. 

S.D, 

Q,aite happy with my single lot, 
Convinced beyond a doubt that life 

Is just worth living if you ’ve not 
A wife. 

(A Little LjlTeb.) 




OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. THE GROAN OP THE GUSHLESS. 


a 


I ’ll sing eialtedly no more, 

But sadly in a minor key 
Will teU what fortune had in store 
For me, 

I rather think, the other day, 

That someone asked, Should women 
woo ? ” 

I ’ll answer that without delay— 

They do ! 

She came— I foolisHy was glad — 

She took me captive with a glano*=‘. 

Of course I never really had 

A chance. 

And when she bent her pretty head 
To ask the (Question, Iconfess 
That what at once with joy I said 

W'as “ Yes.” 

She says our wedding is to he 
On Monday — quite a swell affair. 

My wife and I shall hope to see 

You there. 


Is this the Hand ? ’’ 

The following, headed Scottish Leader^ 
was sent to us as a quotation : — 

« The Duke of Pip® has sold the estate of Eden, 
near Banff, to Mr. Thomas Adam, Deputy Chair- 
man of the Great North of Scotland Bail wav 
Company.” 

If the above information be correct, this 
transfer of “Eden” to “ Aeam” looks un- 
commonly like “ Paradise Regained.” 


The Baeoh must say a word about Voces 
PopuU^ hy P. Anstet, author of the im- 
mortal Vice Versa, That the series con- 

§ tained in this 
volume appeared 
in Mr, Punches 
pages is sufdeient 
guarantee for the 
excellence of its 
quality, and more 
th^thisitwoifid 

. Beenaed ^ae- 
^ TRiDGE the Baron 
can speak — and 
sgeak in terms of 

miration of them 

genuinely artistic 

are twenty illus- 




th, L«rmd Bm,«. ST”' Ti' “• 
, ten brace of Part- 
ridges, II he will allow the Baron so far to 
make game of him. The book is published 
by Lohgmahs, G-seen & Co. 

The Leadenhall Press has brought out, in 
rocket form, Prince Dorus, by Chables 
Lamb, with nine coloured illustrations, fol- 
lowing the original Edition of 1811. The 
lines are not very Lamb-like, but the illus- 
tyations are very quaint, and the Pocket 
Volume IS a curiosity of literature. 

Basoh be Book- Worms. 


A REALLY YALTJABLE SUGGESTION. 

{To the JSditor of Punch.) 

Bear Sib, — As the conductor of the recog- 
nised organ of the legal profession, 1 have 
the honour to address you. My learned and 
accomplished friend, Mr. Montagu Wil- 
liams, Q,.C., complained the other day that 
there was a right of appeal from the Police 
Court to the Bench of Middlesex Magistrates, 
rle said that ms colleagues were barristers, 

^ considerable eminence, and 

in those characters were better able to decide 
npon the merits of a case than the persons who 
compose the Tribunal to which appeal from 
tneir decision is permissible, I have not re- 
^ntly looked through the list of Metropolitan 
Police Magistrates, but. if they have been 
chosen from the ranks of literature and law, 
as they w^e thirty years ago, I can well un- 
derstand that they are an exceedingly capable 
body of men. That so accomplished a littSra- 
Jewr and admirable an advocate as my friend 
Mr. Montagu VYilliams himself should have 
been raised to the Magisterial bench, is a 
prooi that the standard has been maintained. 

Sir, can nothing be done for the other 
tribunal r 

Would it not be possible to appoint a 
certain proportion of stipendiaries, with ample 
salaries, to that body ? What is wanted are 
men vpith a perfect knowledge of the law, : 
and a large experience of the adversities as 
well as the pleasures of life. If they occa- 
sionally dabble in literature, so much the 
better. But, it may be said, where are such < 
men to he found ? I answer, in very many i 
places, and, to encourage the authorities in < 

^ personally 1 

headthe list. Tonrs, very faithf ulljr, < 

[Signed) A. Bbiefless, Junior. ] 

Pump-handle Courts Oct, 1890. j 


es [A Song d la Shenstone.) 

[“"What is described as an Anti-Gush Society 
L- has, according to a Pittsburg paper, been formed in 
IS New York, its obj pct being to check the growing 
d tendency, especially noticeable among young people 
*s of the period, to express themselves in exaggerated 
Lt language.' '] 

e Girl Member of the A, G, S, loq, 

Ye maidens, so cheerful and gay, 
j Whose words ever fulsomely fall, 
g Oh, pity your friend, who to-day 
Has become a Society’s thrall. 

I Allow me to muse and to sigh, 

“ Nor talk of the change that ye find ; 

I None once was more happy than I ; 

^ But, alas ! I ’ve left Gushing behind ! 

i Now I know what it is to have strove * 

1 With the tortures of verbal desire. 

“ I must use measured terms, where I love, 

J ‘And be moderate, when I admire.) 
r No slang must my diction adorn, 

' I must never say “ awfully swell.” 

" Alas ! I feel fiat and forlorn, 

I have bidden Girl- Gushing farewell ! 

’ Since I put down my name in that book 
) I have never called bonnets ‘ ‘ divine,” 

[ For our Sec. with a soul-shaking look. 

Would be down on yonr friend with a fine. 

, So the milliners now I pass by ; 

Though dearly they pleased me of yore ; 

If a girl musn’t gush, squirm, and sigh. 

Even shopping becomes quite a bore. 

i ll For “ gorgeous ” I Ian- 

'jj [ ,'l gnisbinvain, 

il Oh !^wh^ did I vow to 

T speech? It 

m soTinds awfully 
queer! 

I ' W< Stop 1 “ Awfully ” is 

fililj r allowed, 

Though it will slip 
out sometimes, 1 
Oh, I might as well sit in my shroud, [own. 
As use moderate language alone. 

To force us fair nymphs to forego 
Tbe hyperbole dear to our heart, 

And the slang without which speech is 
“ slow,” 

Is to make us a “ people apart.” 

Oh, to say (without fines) “ quite too- too I ” 

For dear “ awfully jolly ” I yearn. 

I would “chuck” all my friends, sweet — 
save you — 

To the pathways of Gush to return. 

Eh ? “ Chuck ” did I say ? That is Slang I 
And “ Sweet f ” That ’s decidedly Gush ! 
Ob, let tbe A. G. S. go hang I 
My old love returns with a rush. 

It is ** gorgeous” once more to be free, 

O'er a frock or a first night to glow. 

Come to-morrow ! Go shopping with me, 
Ownest own — and we ’ll gush as we go ! 

* Shenstonb, not Mr. Punch f is responsible 
for the peccant participle. 


The Modern Nelson Motto, — At the 
Church Congress. Lord Nelson expressed a 
strong desire for the union of Dissenters with 
Churchmen. If his Lordship's reading of 
tbe old Nelsonian motto is “ England expects 
that every clergyman (Dissenter or Church- 
man) should do somebody else’s duty,” then 
England will have to wait a considerable time 
for the Utopian realisatii.n of this pious wish. 


NOTICE. — Bejected Communications or Contributions whether m*? lur 

m no case be returned, not even when aocomplkiTd bv I « Pictures of any description, will 

ther. irfn > ,» na »«ompanictt oy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. lo thU rule 
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HOW IT ^8 DONE. 

A Handbook to Honesty, 

Ho, II.— The STEAianx “ Tip.” 

Scene— of “ Large Wholesale Housed Present^ one of 
the Principals, a pompous personage, with imposing watch-chain, 
and abundant space for it to meander over, and a sleekly sub- 
servient “ Head of Department.” Principal looks irritated. 
Head of Department apprehensive, the former angrily shuffling 
some papers, the latter nervously '‘^washing his hands with 
invisible soap, in imperceptible water P 

Principal, WeU, Mr.-er-er— Scroop, we— er— partners and 
self, are not quite satisfied with the way in which things are going 
in— er— in yonr department. 

Head of Department, Sorry to hear that, Sir. May 

I ask, Sir, in— er— in what partionlar I have— er— failed to give com- 
plete satisfeo- 

RealJy, '^ir, i 

— ah, am grieved to hear it, for, npon my word, I hardly know 

Principal (abruptly). There must he cutting down somewhere — I 
say somewhere, Mr. ScROOP — where, I must leave to you. By the 
way, it seems to me that Puddicombb’s prices are a bit high for a 
beginner in the trade as he is. I think his lines ” ought to run a 
little lower — eh ? 

H, of D, Well, Sir, I Ve suggested it to him myself, but he pro- 
tested there was hardly a margin left. However, sinoe you name it. 
Sir, I '11 see what I can do with him. (Aside.) Ruthless old grinder, 
that his game, is it ? Wants a few “ extra ” pounds to play with, 
and means squeezing them out of Puddicombe. Poor Puddicombe, 
I 've already put the screw on him pretty tightly. However, I must 
give it another turn, I suppose. 

Scene II. — Head of Department and PuDDtcoMBE, a hard-working, 
struggling manufacturer, who has schemed and screwed for 
years to keep in with the Big House. 

Puddicombe, Upon my word, Mr. Scroop, I can't— I really can’t, 
knock off another quarter per cent. It *s a tight fight already, and I 
canH do it. 

H. of D. (airily). All right, Puddicombe my boy, — as you please. 
Plenty who will, you know. 

Puddicombe. Really, Mr. Scroop, I don’t see how they can 

H. of D. (rudely). That's their business. I only know they will, 
and jump at it. 

Puddicombe (hesitatingly). But — er — ^I thought, when I made that 
little arrangement with you, a year ago, about the trifling bonus to 
you, you know, I thought you as good as promised 

H. of D. (severely). Mr. Puddicombe, you surprise me. I am 
here. Sir, to do the best I can for the Firm — and I shall do it. If 
somebody else’s prices are better than yours, somebody else gets the 
line, that 's all. Good day, Mr. Puddicombe. (Aside.) Confound 
his impudence !— he shan't have another order if I can help it I 
Trifling bonus, indeed I One thing, he daren’t split— so I 'm safe. 
IJExit Puddicombe, despondently. Enter, presently, a hopeful- 
looking person, with a sample-bag. 

H. of D. (cheerily). Ah, Mr. Pinchbb, how do — how do? Haven't 
seen you for an age. 

Mr. Pincher, Good day, Mr. Scroop, I heard you wanted to see 
me, and, as I 've a very cheap line in your way, I thought, as I was 
passing, I 'd venture to look in. 

H. of JD. Q,uite right, Pinches. What 's the figure, my boy P 

Pincher (slily), A shade lower than the lowest you've been giving. 
Is that good enough ? 

H, of D, Well— ahem I— yes— of course, if the quality is right. 

Pincher, 0, K., I assure you, Sir I 


H. of D. WeU, we 're quoted as low as forty-five. If you can 
beat that, I think I can place the order with you. 

Pincher (aside). Liar I Even poor Puddicombe wouldn’t go under 
fifty. However, here goes I (Aloud.) Will five ofi meet your views ? 
H. of D, Say seven and a half, and I 'm on, 

Pincher. Done with you, Sir.^ (Aside.) With what he 'U want 
for himself, there's “ nothing in it! ” — this time. 

H. of D. Well— subject, of course, to our Principal’s approval, 
I think I may say the line is yours, Pincher. (Aside.) Don’t know 
how the doose he does it ! Well, that 's none 0 ’ my business. Won’t 
old Skinflint be pleased ? Must try and spring him for a holiday, 
on the strength of it. 

Pincher. Thanks — ^many thanks. (Books it.) Hope we shaU do 
more business together, — to our mutual advantage. By the way, 
Mr. Scroop — (in a low voice) — if there is any little thing I can put in 

your way, you know, I, er — er ! 

H. of D. Oh, don’t mention it, Pincher. Give me a look up on 
Tuesday evening, at home. You know my little place at Peckham, 
My good lady 'U give you a little music. 

Pincher. Ah, I 've a good deal of influence in that line. How, if 
there's anything Mrs. Scroop might fancy— I know “perks” are 
not in your line, but the ladies, my boy, the ladies I 
H. of D. (laughing). You will have your joke, Pincher. WeU, 
oddly enough, the Missis was only saying last night she wanted a 

new piano— one of Broadwood’s grands, for choice— and if you 

Pincher (mysteriously). Leave it to me, my dear Sir, leave it 
to me. If Mrs. Scroop isn’t satisfied by this day week, why — never 
give me another line. Ha ! ha 1 Good day, Mr. Scroop 1 

\_Exit, chuckling, 

EOBEHrS EETURN TO THE CITY. 

I 'vB bin joUy cumferal lately at the Grand Hotel, as ewerybody 
in fac seems to be, for they cums in a smilin with hope, and gos 
away smilin with satisfacshun, and with the thorow oonwicshun of 
soom camming again, and sum ou ’em says to me, says they, 
“ Oh rewor 1 Mr. Robert I ” and others 
says, “Oh Plezzeer! Mr. Robert!” which 
both means, as my ynng French frend tells 
me, “ Here 's to our nex merry meeting I ” ^ 

but that sounds more like a parting Toast Ji 
with a bumper of good old Port to drink it - jjT 
in, but I dezzay as he’s right. But larst ‘ 
week I receevea a most prumptery order t 
from the Lord Mare, “to cum back to the ( 

City, if it were ouy for a week.” So in 
coarse back I cums, and a grand sort of a Yk 
week we has all had on it I I shaU fust V£ 

I begin with a re^lar staggerer of a dinner at ^ 
the Manshun House on Munday, given, as m 
[ I was told, to aU the Horthers and Hartists 
of Urope, who had jest bin a holding of a Meeting to let ewerybody 
kno as how as they ment for to have their rites in their hone ritings 
and pieters, or they woodn’t rite no more, nor paint no more ! 

My prefound estonishment may be more heasily described than 
oonseeved when I says as they was amost aU Forreners of warious 
countries ! so that when I handed anythink werry speshal to sum 
on 'em they would shake their beds and say, “Ho mercy!” or 
“Hine darnker ! ” as the case mite be. 

WeU, so much for Monday. On Toosday I spent nearly the hole 
day at Gildhall in surveyin, and criticism, hay, and in one case, 
acshally tasting the wundnis ooUecshun of all kinds and oondishuns 
of Fiute that the hole Country can perduce, that had been ooUeokted 
there I I wunders how many of the tens of thousands who came to 
GUdhaU to see the temting sight, can say the same. But ewery 
wise perducer of heatables or drinkables alius tries to oaptiwate the 
good opinyon of a Hed Waiter. The hid ear jest ocurs to my mind 
to ask at about what part of the next Sentry the County Counsil 
wiU be a dewoting of their time and money to a similar usefool 

E urpuss! And hecco answers, Wen! The uniwersal werdick of 
everybody as was there agreed in saying, that nothink like it in 
bu^y, and wariety, and size, wasn't never seen nowheres before. 
And then came the werry natural enquiry, what on airth 's a going 
to be done with it all ? And then came the equaUy nateral answer, 
“The Fruiterers’ Company is a going to send all the werry best of 
it to the Lord Mabe ? ” And then, “ Hey, Presto ! ” as the cunjurer 
says, and on Wensday evening there it was on the table at another 
Grand Bank wet at the Manshun House, and quite a number of 
the Fruiterers’ Company a sitting a smiling at the Lord Mare’s 
horspitable table, and the werry head on 'em all, Sir James White- 
head, giving the distingwished compny sitch a delightful aoount 
of what they had bin and gone and done, and was a going to do, as 
made ewerybody rejoice to think that we had such a nobel Company 
as the Fruiterers’ Company, and such a prince of Masters to govern 
'ein. And I feels bound in honor to say, that the black mpes was 
about the werry finest as ewer I ewer tasted. Robert. 


VOI. XCDC, 


R 
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THE SHIELD AHD THE SHADOW. 

[“ Bbpore the ‘ Bilent millions ' who make up the 
rank and file of Hindoos discard the cruelties of 
their marriage system, their opinions, prejudices, 
and habits of thought must change. Kothing is 
more certain than that tbey will change slowly ; 
but we hold to the belief that judicious legislation 
will hasten the process more powerfully than any- 
thing else .” — The “ Times ” on Child-Marriage 
and Unforced Widowhood in IndiaJ] 

Yes, compassion is due to thee, India’s young 
daughter : [despair 

The sound of thy sorrow, thy plaint of 
Have reached English ears o’er the wide 
westward water, [there. 

And sympathy stirred, seldom slumbering 

Child-Wife, or Child- Widow, in agony 
kneeling 

And clasping the skirts of the armed Island 
Clueen, [ing ; 

Her heart is not cold to thine urgent appeal- 

Considerate care in her glances is seen. 

Hot hot as the urgings of zealotry heady 

The action of her who’s protectrice and 
guide. 

Her stroke must be measured, her sympathy 
steady, Lwide, 

Whose burden ’s as great as her power is 

She stands, ^gis-armed, looked forth calm, 
reflective, 

Across the wide stretches of old Hindostan. 
The plains now subdued to her power pro- 
tective. 

Saw politic Aebab and sage Shah Jehah. 

If Aebab was 'pitiful, Islam’s great 
sworder. 

Shall she of the -^gis be less so than he P ^ 
The marriage of widows he sanctioned, his 
order [Suttee. 

Three centuries since laid the ban on 


And she, his successor, has rescued already 

The widow from fire, and the cMld from 
the flood ; 

For mercy ’s her impulse, her policy steady 

Opposes the creea-thralls whose chrism is 
blood. 

And now the appeal of _the Child- Widow 
reaches 

The ears ever open to misery’s plaint. 

She thinks— iot the sway of long centuries 
teaches [not faint. 

That zeal should not hasten, and patience 

The child kneeling there at her skirts is the 
creature 

Of tyrannous ages of creed and of caste ; 

She bears, helpless prey of the priest, on 
each feature, 

The pitiful brand of a pitiless past. 

Long-wrought, closely knit, subtly swaying, 
deep-rooted, [child ; 

The system whose shadow is over the 

By grey superstition debased and imbruted, 

By craft’s callous cruelty deeply defiled. 

But long-swaying custom hath far-reaching 
issues, [haste. 

The hand that assails it doth ill to show 

The knife that would search poor humanity ’s 
tissues 

Hath healing for object, not ravage or 
waste. 

Hot coldness, but coolness, sound policy pleads 
for, [yearn 

But. subject to that, human sympathies 

To aid the child-victim the woman’s heart 
bleeds for, [must burn. 

For whom a man’s breast with compassion 

Poor child ! The dark shadow that closely 
pursues her 

Means menacing Terror; she sues for a 
shield. 


And how shall the strong .^gis-bearer refuse 
her ? [yield. 

The bondage of caste to calm justice must 

We dare not be deaf to the voice of the 
pleader 

For freedom and purity, nature and right ; 

Let Wisdom, high-throned as controller and 
leader, [might ! 

Meet cruelty’s steel with the shield of calm 


MY MOTHER BIDS ME DYE MY HAIR. 

[Auburn is said to be the present fashionable 
colour in hair.] 

Mr Mother bids me dye my hair 
A lovely auburn hue, 

- Sh^e imys I ought 

crie^* inthout 

When no one else 

mv TT J XXT, TV ^ And I am quite 
The Hazard of the Dye, alone 

I sadly shed a bitter tear 
To think the Season ’s gone. 

But when the time again draws nigh, 

The time when maidens wed, 

I’m quite resolved to ** do and dye” — 
My tresses shall be red ! 
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"“P already suffioiently limited space, one was 
TO ENG E LB ERG AND BACK. strongly disposed, but for the presence of the military official of the 

Bting a Feuj NoUs iakm m route in Search of a Terfed Cwe. WagOM Lits who paced tte corridor before dlnd^ to, to pitch them 

all out of the window then and there. Bnt it was drawing on 
I don’t exactly know how I got mixed up with it, bnt I fonnd towards seven o’clock, and the gnestion of feeding naturally came 
myself somehow “fixed,” as our American cousins would say, to to the^ fore. How was the Dilapidated One to get his meal at 
foin a party who were going to see Old fTEPHSON (the Q,.C.), who had Tergnier, the place where the military official informed us we should 
broken down,” or broken “ up,” or had gone through some mental find “an excellent repast, ’ot, and ready, with plenty of time to I 


diate re^urse to mountain air,— to where he could get it of the right Young Jeebtmajn suggested the luncheon-basket, which he saw 

sort and (quality with as little strainer tax on his somewhat shat- an American get through the 
ter^ nerves as might be compatible with a dash into the heart of other day, containing two pork 
Switzerlandatthefag-endof the swarming tourists’ season. “Mur- sandwiches, nine inches long; 
ren will be too high for lum : totinctly too high for him,” half a fowl, a couple of rolls, 
thoughtfully observed the distinguished specialist who had been three peaches, a bunch of grapes, 
called in, and had at once prescribed the “ air tonic” in question ; a jam- tart, and a bottle of wine; 

and the BuTgenstoek would be too low. His condition requires an but Dr. Melchisidec put his 
elevation of about 3500 feet. Let me see. Ha ! Engelberg is the place veto on this, and, looking at the 
for him. My dear lady,” he continued, addressing Mrs. Jephson, Dilapidated One critically, as if 'Wr 
who had already imbibed the theory that every altitude, from Prim- he was wondering how much he 7 
rose Hill to Mont Blanc, suited its special ailment, the only thing weighed, if it came to carrying 
necessary bemg to hit on the right one, “My dear lady, get your Mm, came in with a judiciM 
good husband to Engelberg at once. Write to Heee Cattani, Hotel “ l^’o I no ! I thinV we can 
ptlis, Engelberg, Unterwalden, asking what day he can receive you manage to get him to the Buffet,” 

(use my name), and then, as soon as you can possibly get off, start. wMch settled the matter; and 
I can pro^e yon it will do wonders for onr patient.” ^ ^ with the annonneement that we 

So, m ahont five days, we fonnd onrselves, ajparty of six (including had all of vingt^trois minutes 

^ _ ^ ^ young ^ Jeeetman, (Tarret^^^ we found onrselves 

who said that, though stepping across the growing ' 

he saw no difference dusk of the platform, into the ^ 

between Lucerne and cheerful and brightly - lighted ^ 

Bayswater, except Station Hestaurantj where a 
that Bayswater was a capital and comfortable meal, “PVsffflnt 
“howlingsite bigger,” excellently served, was awaiting ^ Monsieur? 

he would come, “if ns. And, 0 ye shades of Ru^y, Swindon, Crewe, Grantham, and 
only for the lark of I know not what other British Railway feeding centres, at which I 
\X \ the dilapidated have been harassed, scalded, and finally hurried away unfed, would 

old hoy (ms way of that you could take a lesson from the admirable management, oon- 
wfening to his invalid si deration for, the digestion of the hungry passengers, and general 
w. 11 Uncle) “she- all-round thoughtfulness that characterises the taking of that meal 
^ veiled about the Ber- “ t?oyopre ” at Tergnier. 

nese Oberland like a To begin with, yon have about finished your soup, when a station 
: seedy Guy Eai^,”) official appears at the door and informs all the feeding passengers in 
crossing the silver an assuring and encouraging voice that they have “ awcora 
streak on that valued, minutes ’’—as much as to say, * ‘ Pray, my dear Monsieur, or Madame, 

^ steady - going, and as the case may he, do not hurry over that capital portion of hoeuf 
s excellentlywell-fonnd hraisi d VlmpiriaUy but enjoy its full flavour at your perfect leisure. 

X. ' 9r^pel fnend, the There is not, pray believe 

I \ Cala%s - Douvres, Of me, the remotest Jocoaision for /« | 

course we made a fresh any excitement or hurry.” y-W 

friend for life on board A little later on, in your A 'I li 

— one always does, repast, when you are just, ” //• V; j i 

We c^ted up ^ty- perhaps, beginning to won- S > iti 

seven fresh friends for der whether you oughtn’t ' ' \ 7 A ii|i , f 

life we had made, one M he thinking about return- CO 

way and another, on ing to the train, the good ‘\ )' ' j 

Lit de Luxe ! our way, before we got fairy official again appears A i 

o nr,.,, .. . 1 j. • 11 1 ,, hmue again. TMswas at the door, this time an- B) / i ■ 

5* foldmg-chair to the nouncing that yon have * / ■ ' 

0% “d, fln^g Mmself botmd also lor Engelberg, “enoore douze minutes” in ini / ■ . |i ! 

Q«neral-Dweotor and Personal Con- the same encouraging tones. u i 1 

V ‘*“5 Had we got our tickets through Cook, and that seem to say,* “^ow I , •' ■ 

hid ” “li^® Warned. “-VTe beg yon will quite finish tiiat i ' 

r • • i “ womd he all right.” And it was. On onr excellent ‘poulet’ and ‘sa- ' ' \L-Vl 

^ving at Ca^w, no crush, or excitement, and fighting for places, lade.’ Believe me yon have ^ ^ TO 

ample time. Trust to me. , , • . 

Mseiwea puces. Jloy^ty could not have fared better. “You’re sponsibilito of seeiiiB' i\w* 
all right with Cook,” observed Dr, M:BT mrTaTm...n , “He’s wt a von 
man everywhere ; and, ^ there ’s any Mtoh, you’ve only got to call and comfortably • ” wMch he 

for her e^l- ’JB 




lit de Luxe ! 


aye m 

in l/|j.r V^ 


vAki 


'iff 




a table, an h&tanZ a laSe^ for But perhaps the best testimony to the exoellenoe of the manage- 

spittoon ; bnt as one had no mime^te neeif of anv of “*7 oe found in the fact that the Dilapidated One was not bnly 

- rmmeaiate need of any of these things. 1 got out, bnt well fed, and put back in his place, with a whole minuto 
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to spare, witliout any exoitement, or more ttian the nsual expendi- 
ture of nerve-force required for the undertaking. 

“ I will, when Monsieur desires it, make up the bed for ’im,” volun- 
teers the military officer, towards eleven o’clock ; and, as there isn’t 
much going on, we say, “ All right— we ’U have it now ; ” and we 
disport ourselves in the corridor, while he works a sort of transfor- 
mation in our Gladstone Bag compartment, which seems greatly to 
diminish its “ containing” capacity. Indeed, if it were not for the 
floor, the ceiling, and the walls, one would hardly know where to 
stow one’s packages. Le train de Luxe I know has come in, of late, 
for some abuse, and some grumblers have made a dead set at it. I 
don’t know what their experience of a lit de luxe may have been, 
but, if it was anything like mine, they must have experienced a 
general feeling of wanting about a foot more room every way, 
coupled with a strong and morbid inclination to kick ofl roof, sides, 
back, and, in fact, everything, so as, somehow, to secure it. 

However, the night passed, the unceasing rattle of the train being 
occasionally changed for the momentary dead stillness, when it 
stopped, as it did now and then, at some small place on the way, for 
apparently no better reason than that of pulling the station-master 
out of bed to report it. Practically I was undisturbed, except at, I 
think, a place called Delle^ where, in the very small hours of the 
morning, a gentleman opened the door of my bedroom de Luxe^ and 
asked me in a voice, in which melancholy and sleep seemed to be 
struggling for the mastery, whether “ I had any declaration I wished 
to make to the Swiss Douanee^'* and on my assuring _him that I had 
“ none whatever,” he sadly and silently withdrew. 

Nothing further till Basle, where we [halted at 6 a.m. for break- 
fast and a change of trains, and where I was much impressed with 
the carrying power of the local porter, whom I met loaded with the 
Dilapidated One’s eflects, apparently surprised that that ** was all ” 
he was expected to take charge of. Lucerne in a blaze of stifling heat, 
with struggling Yankee and British tourists being turned away from 
the doors of all the hotels, so we were glad to get our telegram from 
Herr Cattani announcing that he was able to offer us rooms that he 
had “disponible ; ” and at 3 p.m. we commenced our carriage-drive 
to Engelberg, Towards five we quitted the plain and began the 
ascent. 


OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. ! 

A PEOMisiNO series, so far, is this re-issue by Messrs. Chatto ajstd 
WiNDUs of “ The Barler^s Chair^ by Douglas Jeeeold ; 

“ Gulliver's Yrat’e/®, by Dean Swxpt, and Sheridan’s Plays. 

“Etc.,” in both the flrst-mentioned books, forms a considerable 
portion of each volume. “Etc.,” in the flrst 
includes the Hedgehog Letters, which are very 
Jerroldian; and in the second it means the 
immortal Tale of a Tub, the Battle of the 
Boohs, and a fragment_from the Dean’s corre- 
spondence. 

The Baron begs to return thanks for an odd 
volume, one of privately printed opuscula of 
“ The Sette of Odd Volumes,'^ which has been 
presented to him by the Author, Mr. "Walteb 
Hamilton, E.R.G.8., and E.R.H.S., who has 
the honour of filling the important post of 
“ Parodist ” in the above-mentioned society or 
“Sette.” This little odd volume epitomises 
the Drama of England within the last three 
centuries in most interesting fashion, without 
losing a single important point. Why it 
should have fallen to the lot of the “ Parodist 
_ , - .D j to the Sette ” to do this, is only explained by 

Hound m Boards. ^he Sette being made up of Odd, very odd. 

Volumes. What are their rules ? Do they go * ‘ odd man out ” to decide 
who shall pay for the banquet? Must they dine in the daytime, 
because, being an odd lot, they cannot sit down to dinner at even- 
tide? 

A list of the Odd members is given in the little book ; but who 
cares what, or who, the Odds are, as long as they each and all are 
happy ? ’Tis a pity that, in this multum in parvo of a book, the 
author should have spoken disparagingly of “Glorious John.” It 
would be worth while to refer to Macaulay’s Bramatuts of the 
Restoration, and to compare the licence of that age with that of 
Shakspeaee’s time, when a Virgin Oueen, and not a Merry 
Monarch, was on the throne. And, when we come to Sheridan’s 
time, how about The Duenna, and The Trip to Scarborough, which 
was supposed to be an improvement on the original ? However, 
pum pura puerisque puellis, as my excellent friend, Miss Maxima 
Db Betue observes. But one ought not to look a gift pony m the 
mouth any more than one ought to critically examine a jest which is 
passed off in good company. The jest was not meant to be criticised, 
and the pony wasn’t given you in order that you might critioally 
express an opinion on its age. If a pony— a very quiet, steady 
grey pony— were presented as a mark of affection and esteem to the 



Baron, he most certainly would not inspect its mouth, seeing that 
he would not be a tooth the wiser for the operation; but, if the 
Baron had a friendly vet. or a hipposcientist at hand, he would 
certainly ask him to examine the gift cob before the Baron either 
drove or rode him. 

Quo tendimus f In Latium f Verily, for the next work at hand 
is Mr. Hutton’s Monograph on Cardinal Newman, which, of all the 
writings about his Eminence that I ’ve lately read, I can (says the 
Baron, in one of his more severely sedate moods,) most confidently 
recommend to general readers of au denominations, and of all shades 
of opinion, whom Mr. Hutton may address as “ Friends, Romans, 
Countrymen!” That learned Theban, “John Oldcastle,” has 
written an interesting Biography of “ The noblest Roman of them 
all,” which forms a special number of the Merry England 
Magazine. 

Margaret Byng, by F. C. Phillips and Fbndall, is a clever 
sensational story, spun out into two volumes, which can be devoured 
by the accomplished novel-swallower in any two hours’ train journey, 
and can be highly recommended for this particular purpose* It 
would have been better, because less expensive and more portable, 
had it been in one volume ; but the Baron strongly recommends it 
for the above space of time in a train, or whenever you ’ve nothing 
better to do, which will happen occasionally even to the wisest and 
best of us. The secret is very well kept to the end ; and an expert in 
novel-reading can do the first volume in three-quarters of an hour, 
and the next in half an hour easily, and be none the worse for the 
tour de force, as he will have amused and interested himself for the 
time being, will forget all about it in an hour or so, and wonder 
what it was all about if at any future time the name of the book 
should be mentioned in his hearing. It’s the sort of book that 
ought to be the size of a Tauchnitz edition, in one volume only, and 
sold for a couple of shillings. 

The facsimile of Dickens’s MS. of the Christmas Carol, published 
by Messrs. Elliott Stock, is a happy thought for the coming 
Christmas, and that Christmas is coming is a matter about which 
publishers within the next six weeks will not allow anyone to 
entertain the shadow or the ghost of a doubt. What a good subject 
for a Christmas story. The Ghost of a Doubt ; or. The Shadow of a 
Reason! “Metbinks,” quoth the Baron, “it would be as well to 
i register these two titles and couple of subjects before anyone seizes 
them as his own.” Most interesting is this facsimile MS., showing 
how Dickens wrote it, corrected it, and polished it up. Though, 
that this was the only MS. of this work, the Baron doubts. It may 
have been the only complete MS., but where are all the notes, rough 
or smooth, of the inspirations as they occurred P Those, the germs 
of this story or of any story, would be the most interesting of all ; that 
is, to the confraternity of Authors. There is a uleasant preface, 
lively, of course, it should be, as coming from a Kitten who might 
have given us a catty-logue of the works of Dickens in his pos- 
session. 

“Thank you, Mr. B. L. Faejeon,” says the Baron, ^ “for a clever 
little novel called A Very Young Couple.^' Perhaps it might have 
been a trifle shorter than it is with advantage ; and, if it had been 
published in that still more pocketable form which has made the 
Routledgean series of portable-readables so popular with the Baron, 
and those who are guided by his advice, the book would be still 
better. As it is, it is clever, because the astute novel-reader at once 
discards the real and only solution of the mystery as far too eommon- 

f lace, and this solution is the one which Mr. Faejeon has adopted, 
t is the expected-unexpected that happens in this case, and the 
astute reader is particularly pleased with himself, because he 
finishes by saying, “I knew how it would be, all along.” 

Baeon de Book-Woems. 


MR. PUNCH’S DICTIONARY OP PHRASES. 

During a Yisit. 

“ Peay donH move ; ” t.e., “ He will be a brute if be doesn’t.” 

I hope I am not disturbing you;'"* Le., “I don’t care the least 
if I am.” 

“ Whcd, a delightful volume of poems your last is! ” Le., Haven’t 
read one of them ; but he won’t find it out.” 

“ So much in your new booh that is interesting about those dear 
Japanese ; ” Le., “ Glad I happened to glance at that page.” 

“ Do tell me when you next lecture. WouldnH miss it for worlds ! ” 
Le.. “ Wild horses would not drag me there.” 

“ So sorry you are going. Mind you come and stay with us again 
very soon;’” Le., “Unless she comes without an invitation, she is 
not likely to cross this threshold again.” 


Incompbehensible I— At the dinner given by the Lord Mayor, 
a few days since, to the representatives of Art and Literature of all 
nations, a linguist, who is believed to understand seventeen 
languages, made a speech in the eighteenth I 
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A FAMILY QUESTION. 

A Song pob the Situation. 

Air — " The Chesapeake and the Shannon,^^ 

I McKinlet, brave and bold, as tbe universe is told, 

Brought forth his Tarifi Bill so neat and handy, 0 1 
-^.^^J^atriots,^ everyone thought the business splendid fun, 
VVrth their music playing Yankee-doodle dandy, 0 ! 
Yankee-doodle, Yankee-doodle dandy, 0 ! 
xae patoots came running, and admired McKiniet’s ounnins'. 

In the interests of Yankee-doodle dandy, 0 ! 

blame the new Economic game, 

I T 4 : V ^ Yankee like neat brandy, 0 ! 

m stone-broke by McKnrLEx’s master-stroke. 

Tmt mieux, my boys, for Yankee-doodle dandy, 0 ! 
Yankee-doodle, Yankee-doodle dandy, 0 1 
iJie measure is a lark, it map transfer the British market 
To the able hands of Yankee-doodle dandy, 0 ! 

T^fight tag s^oe begun, and the Tank has seen the fan 
Ut the rush of freighted vessels to he handy, 0 1 

oompeted, like yonng beauties 


T-sf ^a^ee-doodle dandy, O I 

thoughts ar^vittg to the “ increased cost of livinir ” 
Home-expenses burden Yankee-doodle dandy, 0 1 


Mip Columbia and her “ Ma ” have a fancy that Pap-pa, 

At raising “ worsted-staffs ” has been too handy, 0 ! 

Fifty per cent, on frocks, upon petticoats and socks, 

Somes the women-folk of Yankee doodle dandy, 0 ! 

Yankee doo^e, Yankee doodle dandy, 0 ! 

Taxing the BritisAcr ” may yet create a stir 
In the Home-affairs of Yardcee doodle dandy, 0 !] 

Pe^sylvania will rejoice, but a sort of still small voice 
TXT n Uncle Sam may sound quite handy, 0 ! 

Wail Street may feel smart shocks at the lowering of Stocks, 
mil Tin-plates ” comfort Yankee doodle dandy, 0 ? 

Yankee doodle, Yankee doodle, dandy 01 
Lower Stocks by raising “Stockings” Ah, methinks I hear the 
Shocldngs ” 1 

Of the women-folk of Yankee-doodle dandy, 0 ! 

Howsoever that may fare, let John Bull keep on his hair. 

And Miss Canada with flouts be not too handy, 0 1 
Common aense is safe commander, and we need not raise out dander 
At the Tariff tneks of Yankee doodle dandy, 0 I 
Yankee doodle ! Yankee doodle dandy, 0 1 
And may it eyer prove in trade fights, or brotherly love, 

JJuii can keep upsides with Yankee doodle dandy, 0 ! 

n *' Ch^sbI The Times reports that at Chester 

County Court last week, Mr. SiiviiLBr Hili, a C., M.P., Judge 
Advocate of the^ Fleet, was summoned for £25 —for goods supplied, 
and that the claim was unsuccessfully contested on the score that it 
was Limitations. Mr. Segar, who repre- 

sented the PlainM, md that the Defendant was “wrong in his 
law, and Judge Sir Hobatio Lloyd assented to the proposition by 
giving for the full amount claimed. From it would 

a Cockney would say) in 
I the point oi the H^— the^ Judge Advocate of the Fleet being on this 
occasion, if not m his native element, at any rate, “ quite at sea I ” 
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A FAMILY QUESTION. 

Miss Coltobia. “SAT, PAP-PA, WON’T THAT BILL BILE THE BRITISHERS, SOME? ANYHOW, GUESS 
YOU’LL HATE TO SHELL OUT PRETTY CONSIDERABLE ALL ROUND-^T HOME! /” 
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ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 

Steam-rolung Expertences. 
—That yon shonld haye en- 
deayonred to haye turned the 
birthday -gift of your ecceniaric 
nephews to account, and made 
an offer to the Municipality of 
West Bloxham to set the High 
Street for them by going oyer it 
with the I seyenteen-ton steam- 
roller, with which your youthful 
relatiyes had presented you, was 
only a nicb and generous im- 
pulse on your part; and it is 
undeniably a great pity that, 
owing to your not fully under- 
standing the working of the 
machine, you should haye torn 
away the front of three of the 
principal shops, finally going 
through the fioor of a fourth, and 
getting yourself apparently per- 
manently embedded in a position 
from which you cannot extricate 
yourself, in the yery centre of the 
leading thoroughfare. Your idea 
of getting out of the difRculty by 
presenting the steam-roller then 
and there to the Borough was a 
happy one, and it is to be re- 
gretted that, under the circum- 
stances, they felt no inclination 
to accept your offer. Their threat 
of further proceedings against you 
unless you take immediate steps 
to remoye your machine, though, 
perhaps, to be expected, is cer- 
tainly a little unhandsome. Per- 
haps your best plan will be to try 
and start your Steam-roller as a 
“ Suburban Omnibus Company,^’ 
as you propose. Certainly secure 
that Duke you mention for Chair- 
man, and, with one or two good 
City names on the Directorate, it 
is possible you may be sucoessM 
in your efforts to fioat the affair. 
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A HERO “fin DE SItCLE.” 

Todgers (of Sandboys Golf Club), ** My dear Miss Robinson, Golf *s 
THE ONLY Game nowadays for the Men, Lawn-Tennis is all 
yery well for you Qirls^ you know.’* 


Meantime, since the proprietor of 
the premises in which your Steam- 
roller has fixed itself refuses to 
allow you to try to remove it by 
dynamite, leave it where it is. 
Put the whole matter into the 
hands of a sharp local lawyer, 
and go on to the Continent until 
it has blown over. 


HIGHWAYS AND LOW WAYS. 

There is evidently all the dif- 
ference in the world between 
“The King’s Highway of song 
—and the Kingsland highway— 
of fact. Song says all is equal 
to— 

“High and low on the King’s high- 
way.” 

Experience teaches that a sober 
citizen traversing the highway 
unfavourably known as the Kings- 
land Road, is liable to be tripped 
up, robbed and thumped sense- 
less by organised gangs of King[s- 
land roughs. It seems doubtrul 
whether Neapolitan banditti or 
Australian bush-whackers are 
much worse than these Cockney 
ruf&ans, these vulgar, vicious and 
villanons “Knights oi the (Kings- 
land) Road.” Is it not high time 
that the local authorities— and 
the local police —looked to this 
particular “highway,” which 
seems so much more like a “ by- 
way ” not to say a “ by- word and 
a reproach” to a city suburb ? 

A Case for the Surgeons.— 
Mrs. Ramsrotham, who^ has a 
great respect for the attainments 
of Members of the Medical pro- 
fession, cannot understand why 
Army Doctors should be callea 
“ non-competents.” 


THE MODERH MILKMAID’S SONG. 

(At the Dairy Show.) 

An Mmtfact from fhs “ Goirvplete Angler^' of the 
Future, 

Piscator, Maudun, I pray you, do us the 
courtesy to sing a song concerning your late 
Visit to London. 

Maudlin sings 

Come live with me and be my love, 

And we will all the pleasures prove. 

That come in competition’s field 

From reckoning up the Shorthorn’s “yield.” 

To Town we ’ll come in modish frocks, 

Where swells appraise our herds and flocks. 
By days “ in profit ” great or small. 

All in the Agricultural Hall, 

Cockneys shall come and poke their noses 
Into our churns as sweet as roses ; 

And to quiz Maudlin in clean kirtle 
The toffs of Town will crush and hurtle. 

You ’ll see the Gueen, of pride chock-full. 
Take first prize with her Shorthorn bull ; 

Dr. H. Watney, of Buokhold, 

With “ Cleopatra” hit the gold. 

A medal or a champion cup 

For cheese to munch, or cream to sup, 

Are pleasures rural souls to move, 

So live with me and be my love. 

Butter and eggs, milch cows and chums, 
With cattle foods shall take their turA ; 

If Dairy Shows thy mind have won, 
Thei^Icome with me to Islington. 


Viator. Trust me, Master, it is an apt song, 
and archly sung by modish Maudlin. I’ll 
bestow a bucolic Cockney’s wish upon her, that 
she may live to marry a Competitive Dairy- 
man^ and have good store of champion cups 
and first prizes stuck about her best parlour. 


k LICEITCE FOR LORDS. 

[At the Blackheath Petty Sessions, Mr. Law- 
less, stated that the Trafalgar Hotel, belonged to 
the Lords of the Adoairalty, and asked the Bench to 
transfer the licence to the resident caretaker. 

Captain Robertson-Shbrsby, J. P. : Why not 
transfer it to the First Lord of the Admiralty.^ 
Are there no whitebait dinners held there ? 

Mr. Lawless said that he was afraid that the 
days of whitebait dinners were over. 

The Bench, finding the Admiralty held the hotel 
for charitable purposes, granted the application.] 

Come, landsmen, give ear to"my ditty, 

I ’ll make it as short as I dan. 

There was once— was it London ?— a city 
Which stretched from Beersheha to Dan. 

Of course that is gammon and spinach, 

Or, to put it correctly, a ioke. 

It extended from Richmond to Greenwich, 
This city of darkness and smoke. 

It had sailors who ruled o’er the ocean. 

And sat all the day upon Boards, 

And described, with delightful emotion, 
Themselves and their colleagues as * ‘ Lords.” 
They had tubes that were always exploding. 
And boilers that never were right, 

But had all got a trick of exploding. 

And blowing a crew out of sight. 


They had docks (and, alas I they had dockers), 
They had ships that kept sinking like stones, 
Which resulted in filling the lockers 
Provided below by D. Jones. 

Of their country these lineal successors 
Of Nelson deserved very well. 

When at last they became the possessors 
Of an old fuUy-licensed hotel. 

And they made up a case which was flawless, 
For the Sessions that sat at Blackheath, 
And they sent— which was strange — 
Mr. Lawless, 

Who was crammed full of law to the 
teeth, 

“ The days when we all lived in clover, 

With whitebait, can never revive, 

I assure you,” said Lawless, “ they ’re over, 
But, oh, keep the licence alive.” 

But the Bench, when they heard him, grew 
bolder — 

“Make it out to George Hamilton— he 
Is the man who should figure as holder,” 

Said Robertson-Shersby, J,P. 

J ust to think of the head of the Navy, 

The proudest and strongest afloat, 

Cutting joints or distributing gravy, 

First Lord of his own table d^kSte! 


Will their Charity be a beginner 
At home ? Will they dine there each day, 
These Lords, on a succulent dinner. 

Free, gratis, and nothing to pay r 
WeU, well, though we ’d rather prefer ships 
That burst not, we ’U take what they give. 
So we offer our thanks to their Worships 
For permitting the licence to live. 
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Ann the rear directs its ambiguous progress, the dozing occupant 

MR. PUNCHES PRIZE N O VE LS> may not always understand, but, hearing, cannot fail to be moved to 

No. III.-JOANNA OP THE CROSS WATS. 

(By Geokge Yeeimyth, Author of Eichard's Several Editions^* the man had wedded her. Of that there can be no doubt, since the 

“ The Afhoristf Shampoo's Shaving^Potf) chronicles have handed down the date of it. Wedded her with the 

[With this story came a long, explanatory letter. The story, however, is *‘yes” that bmds a tmsting soul in the world s chains. A 

itself so clear and easy to understand (as is all the work of this master), that foo. A reckless, mutton-nmncmn^ t^er-swi^ng animal! 

the accompanying commentary is unnecessary*! And yet a man. A dear, brave, numan heart, as it should have 

"Koon • narko'KIo if. nria’c "he A'f TITlRfil'fiRTl'nAaa nud deVOtlOTl ! bnt. fl.lfl.R ! 


^ _ been ; capable, it may be, of unselfishness Euid devotion ; but, alas ! 

OHAPTEE X. sadly twisted to the devil’s purposes on earth, an image of per- 

ils' the earlier portion of the lives of all of us there is a time, petual chatter, like the put^-faced street-pictures of morning 
heaven-given vdthout doubt, for all things, as we know, draw their soapsuds. His names stand in fuU. in the verse. J ohn*, shortened 


origin thence, if only in our blunder- 
ing, ill-conditioned way we trace them 
back far enough with the finger of fate 
pointing to us as in mockery of aU 
striving of ours on this rough bosom of 
our mother earth, a time there comes 
when the senses rebel, first faintly, 
and then with ever-increasing vehem- 
ence, panting, beating, bufieting and 
breasting the torrent of necessity, 
against the parental decree that would 
drench our inmost being in the remedial 

f owder of a Gregorian doctor, famous, 
doubt not, in his day, and much 
bepraised by them that walked deli- 
cately in the light of pure reason and 
the healthful flow of an untainted soul, 
but uow cast out and abhorred of child- 
hood soaring on uplifted wing through 
the vast blue of the modern phaima- 
oopceia. Yet to them is there not 
comfort too in the symbolic outpour 
ings of a primseval wisdom which, 
embodied for all time in imperishable 



familiarly, bnt not without a hint of 
contempt, to Jack, stares at you in all 
the bravery of a Christian name. And 
Speatt follows with a breath of musty 
antiquity. Speatt that is indeed a 
Speatt, sunk in the oil of a slothful 
imagination and bearing no impress of 
the sirname that should raise its owner 
to clondy peaks of despotic magni- 
ficence. 

But of the lady’s names no hint is 
given. We may conjecture Speatt to 
have been hers too, poor young soul 
that should have been dancing instead 
of fastened to a table in front of an 
eternal platter. And of all names to 
precede it the fittest surely is Joanna. 
Per what is that but tbe glorification 
with many feminine thrills of the 
unromantie chawbacon Joposr masti- 
cating at home in semi-privacy the 
hnsks of contentment, the lean scrap- 
ings of the divine dish which is offered 
once in every life to all. So Joanna 


verse, are chanted iu the haunts of the very young like the soft she shall be and is, and as Joanna shall her story be told, 
lappings of the inooining tide on a beach where rounded pebble CrriTyr-vx, tt 

diroutes with shining sand the mastery of the foreshore ? ^./BAPTBE li. 

So, too, while the infant chariot with its slow motion of treble Many are the tales concerning Joanna’s flashing wit. There 
wheds advances obedient to the hand of the wimpled maid who appeared many years back, in a modest shape that excited smal 
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interest amongst the revieidng herd, a booklet -whereof the title 
fuimshed little if any indication to the contents. The Spinster's 
Meticule^ for so the name ran, came forth with no blare of jonrnalistio 
trumpets challenging approval from the towers of critic^ sagacity. 
It appeared and lived. J5nt between its cardboard covers the bruised 
heart of J OAjfiri. beats before the world. She shines most in these 
aphorisms. Her private talk, too, has its own brilliancy, spun, as 
it was here and there, ont of a mnseful mind at the cooking of the 
dinner or of the family accounts. She said of love that “it is the 
sputter of grease in a frying-pan ; where it falls the fire bums with 
a higher flame to consume it.” * Of man, that “he may navigate 
Mormon Bay, but he cannot sail to Khiva Point,” The meaning is 
too obvious it may be, but the thought is well imaged. 

She is delightful when she touches on life. “Two,” she says, 

may sit at a feast, but the feast is not thereby doubled.” And, 
again, “Passion may lift us to Himalaya heights, but the hams 
are smoked in a chimney.” And this of the soul, “ He who fashions 
a waterproof prevents not the clouds from dripping moisture.” Of 
stockings she observes that, “ The knitting-needles are long, but the 
turn of the heel is a teaser.” Here there is a delightftl irony of 
which matrons and maids may take note. 

Such, then, was our Joanita— Joaitna Mutr-rsta Spratt, to give 
her that full name by which posterity ia to know her— an ardent, 
bubbling, baoon-lovmg girl-nature, with hands reaching from earth 
to the stars, that blinked egregiously at the sight of her innocent 
beauty, and hid themselves in winding clouds for very love of her. 

Chapter III. 

SiE J'oH]S’ Spj^tt had fashions that were peculiarly his own. 
Vamit were to inquire how, from the long-perished Spratts that 
went before him, he drew that form of human mind which was his. 
La-vra that are hidden from our prying eyes ordain that a man shall 
be me visible exemplar of v^ished ages, ofifering here and there a 
i^k of remembrance, on which a philosopher may hang a theory for 
^e world^s adding gaze. Par back in the misty past, of which 
tne labulists bear record, there have swum Spratts within this 
human ocean, and of these tlie ultimate and proudest was he with 
whose nfe-story we are concerned. It was his habit to carry with him 
on all journeys a bulky note-book, the store in which he laid by for 
occasions of use the thoughts that thronged upon him, now feverishly, 
as with the exultant leap of a rough-coated canine companion, 
reiea^sed from the thraldom of chain and kennel, and eager to seek 
the Serpntme haunts of water-nymphs, and of sticks that fell with 
a splash, and pe brought back time and again whilst the shaken 
spray bedews the onlookers ; now with the staid and solemn progres- 
sion that IS beloved of the equine drawers of four-wheeled chariots, 
Pr^®sting with many growls against a load of occupants. 

.. j had conversed. * ‘ An empty table, is 

rt not?” SMd she. “ITowherel” said he, and they proceeded. , 
had a penetratmg significance— the more signifi- 
cant for the sense that it left vague. ; 

And so the majTia«e arranged, the word that was to make i 
one of mose who had hitherto been two had been spoken, and the ^ 
celebratmg gifts came ponrmg in to the pair. < 

Sir JoHH walked home with triumph swelling high in his heart. I 
Overhead the storm-elonds gathered ominously. Picst with a patter, i 
then with a drenching flood, the prisoned rain burst its bars, and i 
dashed ekmonnng doTO to the free earth. He paused, umbrella- ' 
less,^ under a ghmmenng lamp-post. The hurrying steeds of a ‘ 
Mmage, pwamg at great speed, dashed the gathered slush of the 
Street over his dpk-blne Melton over-coat. The imprecations of the 
J if” ndngled strangely with the elemental roar, 
bir heeded them not. He stood moveless for a space, then 
note-hook, and sharpening his pencil, he ] 
toe, phrase Laid Brother to Banjo, one, two, ] 

Chapter IY. t 


JoAHHA pouted. ^ Her mind rebelled against dictation. Besides, 
were not her aphorisms superior to those of her husband ? The cold 
face of Sir J ohh grew eloquent in protest. She paused, and then 
with one wave of her stately arm swept mutton, platter, knife, fork, 
and caper sauce into the lap of Sir Johh, whence the astonished 
Binits, gasping in pain, -with much labour rescued them. Joanna 
had disappeared in a flame of mocking laughter, and was heard 
above calling on her maid for salts. But Sir John ere yet the 
sauce had been fairly scraped from him, unclasped his note-book, 
and with trembling fingers wrote therein, “Poole’s master-pieces 
are ever at the mercy of an angry woman,” 

Chapter Y. 

But the world is hard, and there was little mercy shown for 
Joanna’s freak. Her husband had slain her. That vras all. She 
with her flashes, her gaiety, her laughter, was consigned to dust. 
But m Sir John’s note-book it was written that, “The hoh-nailed 
hoot is but a bungling weapon. The drawing-room poker is better.” 

the end. 

“the QRASSHOPPERA” at the lyric. 

Hothino prettier than La Cigale at the Lyric Theatre has been 
seen in London for a very lon^ time. The dresses are perfect, and 
the three stage pictures which illustrate the graceful story could not 
he better. Then the book is admittedly a model libretto, set to music 

f at once fresh and charming. Yhat more 
could be desired ? Why capable exponents. 
Here, ap^ain, Mr. Selger is in luck’s way. 
With Miss G-eraidine Ulmar as the Grass- 
hopper, and Miss Effie Clements as the 
Ant, who could ask for more*? Without 
replying to the question, it may be said at 
once that “ more ” is excellently represented 
by Mr. Eric Lewis as a Duke, Mr. Lionel 
Brotjoh as a Landlord (by the way the 
Uncle of the Ant), and Mr. E. W. Garden 
as the Bill of the Play. Perhaps on the first 
night the Chevalier Scovel as the Chevalier 
“Turned on the Top Bernheim not quite at home in his 
Shc^ve^' s’wronadmgs. Accustomed to a more 

. serious kmd of entertainment, he anneared a 


i-n and with the spring that whispered softly 

hedge-rows, ^d the melancholy cry of the female 
! toi®' dow brood, JosOTTAhadleamt newlessoM of 

WVo them in aphorisms, shrfcen 

lil^ dew from the morning leaf of her teeming fancy, 

V* together. Birars, the butler, who himself 

“Ijtioiism, and had sucked wisdom from the privy perusal 
of Sir John’s note-book, had laid before them “14 on wHoh 
but well-boiled leg of one that had trod the South- 

“ You 1^, as Tuud, t^e the fat?” queried Sir John. 
flashes.*^ to-day, retorted Joanna, with one of her bright 

wHlMsiKyonteat."’’'^^ 

you iuteiufcgy humorous and brilliant. If 

you can t see It, BO mnnh the -worse for you. They are tereamert.—Q, V. 


A-'ij 1 . r .* serious kmd of entertainment, he appeared a 

tone heavy, and hia tenor notes (not unsuggestive of the Bank of 
Elegance) were sometimes of doubtful value. By this time, how- 
ever, no doubt, he has regained his normal composure, and sings as 
successfully as any of his colleagues. ® 

.^ter the last Act everyone was called, inclusive of the composers 
aud the author ; the latter, being at that very moment on his way to 
b ranee, could not respond to the hearty applause with which his name 
was greeted, and must accordingly await the personal congratnla- 
j until his return from foreign parts. Mr. Carxll 

who had done so much to musically illustrate the Christmas Tree 
Scene (thus meriting the title of Mr. Christmas Cartll), was also 
not to he found when wanted, and so the Sole Lessee and Manager had 
noting more to do than return thanks for all concerned, and make 

Easter ^ ^ 

TO MR. STANLEY. 

Corporation on Tuesday, October 7, a letter 
^ Stanley stating, that he would be unable to 

fulfil his engagement to visit Cardiff and accept the freedom of the borough, 
wv? ceremony; had been made, and a costly silver casket, 
which IS row useless, was specially ordered. Mr. Stanley’s excuse was 
pressure of busmess in preparing for his American tour.— Taper.'] 

Tm Council at Cardiff looked angry and glum, 

Their chagrin was so great it was useless to mask it, 

Ihey had only just heard you were not going to come. 

And alack ! and alas I they had ordered the casket I 

been settled ; the language was tnl} 

The phrases were apt and so beautifully rounded, 

Ihey had told of your pluck so well known to ns all, 

And your praises, of course, they had suitably sounded. 

can’t come ! — ^Bnt it scarcely avails 
_ become of excuses a common concocter, 

business ” will keep yon from Wales, 

W hy go down to Cambridge to pose as a Doctor ? 

Ym, think once again of your promise, and so 
Just ^ter your mind, it would he much too hard if 
^ j ^ unfulffied your engagement to go 
And receive (in a casket) the Ereedom of Cardiff. 


43* WOTICE—Eejected Conuanniestiotis or Contrihu tin.. whether »E rriiHi^.i tit-., T ~ 

m ao CM. b. Tetnmjsd, not ovon when aiooin^Sj^bv » of W description, wUI 

there will be no ezceptioiL ^ ^ ^ stamped and Addressed Envelope, Covere or 'W’rauDer. To rui« 


accomnanifid b w J wwings, or A^otures of any description, wiU 

accompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To to rule 
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lY.-BOB SILLIMERE. 

(By Mrs. Humphry John Ward Preacher, Author of '^Master 
Sisierson,*') 


taken occasion to point ont to Black tkat family livings were corrupt 
and indefensible institutions. Still, the thing had to he done ; and 
bitterly as Bob pined for the bracing air of the East End of London, 
he acknowledgea, with one of his quick, bright flashes, that, unless 
he went to Wendover, he could never meet Squire Mubbwell, 
whose powerful arguments were to drive him from positions he had 

j AT : 


[On the paper in which the MS. of this novel was wrapped, the following never qualifled himself, except by an irrational enthusiasm, to defend, 
note was written in a bold feminine hand : — This is a highly religious story. Of CATHERINE a word must be said. ^ Cold, with the delicate but 
George Eliot was unable to write properly about religion. The novel is austere firmness of a Westmoreland daisy, gifted with fatally sharp 
certain to be well reviewed. It is calculated to adorn the study-table of a lines about the chin and month, and habitually wearing loose grey 
Bishop. The £1000 prize must be handed over _ at once to the Institute gowns, with bodices to match, she was admirably calculated, with 
which is to be founded to encourage new religions in the alleys of St. 15^03. narrow, meat-tea proclivities, to embitter the amiable Silli- 
Pancras.— H. J. W . P. 1 here’s existence, and to produce, in conjunction with him, that 

CHAPTER 1. ^ ^ storm and stress, that perpetual clashing of two estimates without 

It was ev^ing— evening in Oxford. There are evenings in other which no modern religious novel could be written, and which not 
places oocasion^y. Cambridge sometimes puts forward weak even her pale virginal grace of look and form could subdue. That is 
imitations. But, on the whole, there are no evenings which have so a long sentence, hut, ah ! how short is a merely mortal sentence, 
much of the true, inward, mystic spirit as Oxford evenings. A with its tyrannous full stop, against the immeasurable background 
solemn hush broods over the grey quadrangles, and this, too, in spite of the December stars, by whose light Bob was now walking, with 
of the happy laughter of the undergraduates playing touch last on heightened colour, along the vast avenue that led to Wendover Hall, 
the grass-plots, and leaping, like a merry army of marsh-dwellers, the residence of the ogre Squire, 
each over the back of the other, on their way to the deeply impressive « y ^ 

services of their respective college chapels. Inside, the organs i^hapter iv. 

were pealing majestically, in response to 'the deft fingers of many The Sqnire was at home. On the door- step Bob was greeted by 


each over the back of the other, on their way to the deeply impressive « y ^ 

services of their respective college chapels. Inside, the organs i^hapter iv. 

were pealing majestically, in response to 'the deft fingers of many The Sqnire was at home. On the door- step Bob was greeted by 
highly respectable musicians, and all the proud traditions, the Mrs. Earcet, the Squire’s sister. She looked at him in her bird- like 

legendarjr struggles, the well-loved way. At other times she was el:^like, 

examinations, the afieotionate memo- I 1 txii* . j . and i^layed tricks with a lace hand- 

ries of generations of proctorial oj0S.cers, ■ I: ' , kerchief. , , .r. 

the innocent rnstications, the warning : I “ You know,” she whispered to Bob, 

appeals of authoritative Deans — all . IVv^ hii- ' “we’re all mad here. I’m mad, and 

these seemed gathered together into ■■'W ‘'V v (I'iliJii i*l,' Vi continued, bobbing diminu- 

one last lend finmpet-caU, as a tall, i I'Vi ifiM ! j 1 tively towards the Squire’s study-door, 

impressionable yonth, carrying with i P i !• “he’s mad too — as mad as a hatter.’ ^ 

him a spasm of feeling, a Celtic tern- j '• 1 Before Bob had time to answer this 

perament, a moved, flashing look, and |j» f ill||{W|ni(i| I 'l jffVli 1 || strange remark, the stndy-door flew 

a surplice many sizes too large for him, \ I 1 ' } ir | .ill 9P6^» Squire^ Murewele stepped 

dashed with a kind of quivering, (H f 1 Hii'I V '= =~ ^-=^ ! | j ] forth. He rapped ont an oath or two, 

breathless sigh, into the chapel of St. | | 1 ' IiIn TUkk 1 VI II nouced with faint polite- 

Boniface’s just as the porter was about If/ I |l 'j llfii ^ ll i ordered his visitor to enter, j 

to close the door. This was Eobbrt, ||/M1 IlyiLi flfM I , ,1 1 J The Squire was rough— very rough; 

or, as his friends lovingly called him, Pl' 1 & L J I ■ 1 1lniTi I fra ii Wm studied hard in Germany. 

Bob Siluhere, His mother had been ft/ “Bo you’re the young fooV’ he 

an Irish lady, full of the best IrLh imM/i observed, “who intends to tackle me. 

humour; after a short Mai, she was, i Ha, ha, that s a good joke. I 11 have 

however, found to he a superfluous i you round my little finger in two twos, 
character, and as she began to develop {i ' . Here,” he went 9n gruffly, ) take this 

differences with Catbderine, she caught j | ' hook of mine in your right hand, 

an acute inflammation of the lungs, '/ Throw your eyes up to the ceiling.” 

and died after a few days, in flie Eobert, ^shing to conciliate him, did 

eleventh chapter. as he desired. The eyes stuck there. 

Bob sat still awhile, his agitation ^d looked down with a quick lovable 

soothed by the comforting sense of the look on the two men below. How, 

oaken seat beneath him. At school he , .^9? can t see, 

had been called by his school-f eUows — — Pronounce the word testimony twice, 

“the Knitting-needle,” a remarkable slowly. Think of a number, multiply 


legendarjr struggles, the well-loved 

examinations, the afiectionate memo- I i j . . 
ries of generations of proctorial officers, ■ /; i'n\4 ' , 

the innocent rustications, the warning : yVl ! 
appeals of authoritative Deans — all . lyv^ 
tiiese seemed gathered together into ‘ i'y 

one last loud trumpet-call, as a tall, i 
impressionable yonth, carrying with / 

him a spasm of feeling, a Celtic tern- ^ 

perament, a moved, flashing look, and mil ^ / 
a surplice many sizes too large for him, 
dashed with a kind of quivering, jl f , 
breathless sigh, into the chapel of St. | \\ 

Boniface’s just as the porter was about j ,lf/ ) JM 
to close the door. This was Egbert, ||/' \\ v- j . 
or, as his friends lovingly called him, ' PP i (kj 
Bob Siluhere, His mother had been ! f fV M w 
an Irish lady, full of the best Irith imu 

humour ; after a short trial, she was, 
however, found to he a superfluous .'fj^ 
character, and as she began to develop { ' 

differences with Catherine, she caught j j IP' jjr^^ 

an acute inflammation of the lungs, 
and died after a few days, in the 
eleventh chapter. 

Bob sat still awhile, his agitation 
soothed by the comforting sense of the 
oaken seat beneath him. At school he 
had been called by his school-fellows 
“the Knitting-needle,” a remarkable 


example of the well-known fondnessof hoys for sharp, short nicknames ; by four, subtract the Thirty-nine Articles, add a Sunday School and 
hut this did not trouble him now. He and his eagerness, his boundless a packet of buns. Eesnlt, you ’re a freet hink er. And with that 
curiosity, and his lovable mistakes, were now part and parcel of the he bowed Bob out of the room, 
new life of Oxford— new to him. but old as the ages, that, with their Chapter V. 

rMbmio rMnrrent flow, like pulse of— [Two pages of fancy ^ tekbistx stonn was raging in tie Rector’s breast as be strode, 

^tngare here omttied. En.] Bbioham and Biack were m^apel, jeg„dles8 of the cold, along the verdant lanes of Wendover. “ Fool 
T that I was!” he mutteredf pressing both hands convulsively to his 

They had bnt little behef, hut Black oi^n preached, rad sides. “ Why did I not pay more attention to arithmetic at school ? 

held undecided views on Me and matnmony, haying been brought j have crushed hm, hut I was ignorant. Was that resnlt 

np m the cramped atmosphere of a nuddle-olass paxlow. At OMor^ . ^ P „ ^ ^fleeted awlule moumfuUy, hut he could bring it out 
two took pupils, and helped to ^pe Bob s Me. Once Bmc:^ ^ „ j go through with it to the hitter end,” he 

had pretended, as an act of pure benevolence, to he a Pro-Proctor, ooaoluded, “and Cathbbike must he told.” But the thought of 
but as he hada sardonic scorn, and a face which ooMd become a CATHBBUfii knitting quietly at home, while she read Fox’s JBook 
marble mask, the Tic^Chanoellor oaBed upon him to resign his (,f j^f^^tyrs, with a tender snule on her thin Bps, unmanned him. 
position, and he never afterwards repeated the experiment. bitterly. The front-door of the Eeotory was open. He 

Chaptke II. _ walked in. The rest is soon told. He resigned the_ Eeotory, and 

Oira evening Bob was wandering dreamily on thebaito of ihe made a brand-new religion, CaxBjBSIOTI frowned, but it was nseless. 
Upper Eiver. He sat down, and ■fought deeply. Opposite to him Thereupon she gave him cold bacon for lunch during a whole fort- 
was a wide green expanse dotted with white patches of geese. There night, and the brave young soul which had endured so xuRch 
and then, by the gliding river, with a mass of reeds and a few withered nnder this blight. ^ And thus, acknowledging the novelist’s 
poplars to fill in the landscape, he determmed to become a clergynjan. artistic necessity, Egbert died.-* [The End.] 

How strange that he should never have thought of this before ; how ■■■ ■— 

sudden it was; how wonderful I But the die was cast; aZeoyac^a Winter Season at Covent Garden.— Opening of Italian Opera 
est^ as he had read yesterday in an early edition of St. Augustine ; Saturday, mth. Atda. Very well done. “Wait” between Second 

and. when Bob rose, there was a new brightness m his eye, and a Third Act too long: “Waiters” in Gallery whistling. Wind 

fresh springiness in his steps. And at that moment the deep bell of ^ijj^tlnig* too, in St^s, Operatic and rheumatic. Eugs and fur capes 
.St. Mw’fi - — IThree pages omitted. Ed.] . . , — -flight be -kept on hire by StaE-keeperSi Airs-in xf'w/a delightful : 

Chapter III. draughts in Stalls awful. Signor Lago called before Curtain to receive | 

And thus Bob was ordained^d, having married Catherine, he Enst Night con^atulations. 
accepted the family living of Wendover, though not before he had “ m front,” as there ’s evidently no difficulty m raising the wind. | 


you isLcrXi 
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THE FIEE KINC AND HIS FRIENDS. 

{TTith ctcJcnowledgmenis to Monlc Lewis and the 
Authors of Rejected Addresses f) 

“ Ko liwdahjp would be inflicted upon manufac- 
turers,^ dangerous trades in general were subjected 
to such a supervision as would afford the largest 
a^inable measure of security to all engaged in 
them . The case is one which urgently demands the 
comideration of Parliament, not only for the pro- 
wk-people. but even for the protection 
of the Metropolis itself. It should never be for- 


T.^ Fire King one day rather f arious felt, 
He mounted his steam-horse satanic ; 

Its head and its tail were of steel, with a 
belt 

Of riveted boiler-plate proved not to melt 
With heat howsoever volcanic. 

The sight of the. King with that flame-face of 
his 

Was sometbing exceedingly horrid : 

The rain, as it fell on his flight, gave a fizz 

Like xinbottled champagne, and went off with 
a wmzz 

As it sprinkled his rnhicund forehead. 


The sound of his voice as he soared to the 
sky 

Was that of a ghoul with the grumbles. 

His teeth were so hot, and his tongue was so 
dry, 

That his shout seemed as raucous as though 
one should try 

To play on a big drum with dumb-bells. 

F rom his nostrils a naphthaline odour outflows, 
In his trail a petroleum- whiff lingers. 

With crude nitro-glyeerine glitter his hose, 

S*iffff©stions of dynamite hang round his nose. 
And gunpowder grimeth his fingers. 
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His hair is of flame fizzing over his head, 

As likewise his beard and eye-lashes ; 

His drink’s “low-test naphtha,” his nag, it is said, 

Eats flaming tow soaked in combustibles dread, 

Which hot from the manger he gnashes. 

The Fire King set spurs to the steed he bestrode, 

Intent to mix pleasure with profit. 

He was ofl to Yine Street in the Farringdon Hoad, 

And soon with the flames of fired naphtha it flowed 
As though ’twere the entry to Tophet. 

He sought Hakuod’s Stores whence soon issued a blast 
Of oil-flame that lighted the City 
Then he turned to Cloth Fair. Hold, my Muse I not too 
fast I 

On the Fire King’s last victims in silence we ’ll cast 
A look of respectfuUest pity. 

But the Fire King flames on ; Kow he pulls up to snatch 
Some fodder. The stable ’s in danger. 

His whip is a torch, and each spur is a match. 

And over the horse’s left eye is a patch, 

To keep it from scorching the manger. 

But who is the Ostler, and who is his lad, 

In fodder-supplying alliance, 

Who feed the Fire King and his Steed ? ’Tis too bad 
That TjaAUE should feed Fire, and his henchman seem 
glad 

To set wholesome Law at defiance. 

See, Trade stocks the manger, and there is the pail 
Full set by the imp Illegality ! 

That fierce fiery Pegasus thus to regale, 

When he ’s danger and death from hot head to flame- 
tail, 

Is cruelly callous brutality. 

Ah, Justice looks stern, and, indeei, well she may. 

With such a vile vision before her. 

The ignipotent nag and its rider to stay 
In their dangerous course is her duty to-day, 

And to do it the public implore her. 

“ By Jingo ! ” cries Punchy “ you nefarious Two, 

Tour alliance humanity jars on ! 

If you feed the Fire Fiend, with disaster in view,* 

And the chance of men’s death, ’twere mere justice to do 
To have you indicted for arson I ” 



FELICITOUS QUOTATIONS. 

“Oh, Kobekt, the Gbousb has been kept too lono I I wondee you can 

EAT IT I’* 

“My deae, ‘We needs must love the highest when we see it I 

{Guinevere,) 


VOCES POPULI. 

AT THE FRENCH EXHIBITION. 

Chorus of Arab Stall-keepers* Come am look ! Alaha-ba-li-boo ! 
Eet is verri cold to-day ! I-ah-rish Brandi ! ’Ere, Miss ! you com’ 
’ere I No pay for lookin’. Alf a price ! Yerri pritti, verri nah-ice, 
verri cheap, verri moch ! And so on. 

Chorus of British Saleswomen* Will you allow me to show you 
this little novelty. Sir? ^Ave you seen the noo perfume sminkler ? 
Do come and try this noo puzzle— no ’arm in looking Sir. very nice 
little novelties ’ere. Sir ! ’Eard the noo French Worltz, Sir ? every 
article is really very much reduced, &o., &c. 

At the FOLIES-BEEGilKE. 

Scene— -4 hall in the grounds* Several turnstiles leading to 
curtained entrances. 

Showmen {shouting). Amphitrite, the Marvellous Floatin’ Goddess, 
Just about to commence ! This way for the Mystic Gallery— three 
Illusions for threepence ! Atalanta, the Silver ftueen of the Moon ; 
the Oriental Beauty in the Table of the Sphinx, and the Wonderful 
Galatea, or Pygmalion’s Drpam. Only threepence ! This way for 
the Mystic Marvel o’ She ! Now commencing I 

A Female Sightseer {with the air of a person making an original 
suggestion). Shall we go in, just to see what it ’s like ? 

male Ditto. May as well, now we are ’ere. ( To preserve himself 
from any suspicion (f credulity.) Sure to he a take-in o’ some sort. 

\,They enter a dim apartment^ in which two or three people are 
leaning over a barrier in front of a small Stage ; the Curtain 
is lowered^ and a Pianist is industriously pounding away at 
a Waltz, 

The F. S* {with an uncomfortable giggle)* Not much to see so far, 
is there ? 

JETer Companion. WeU, they ain’t begun yet. 

[The Waltz ends, and the Curtain rises^ disclosing a Cavern 
Scene* Amphitrite, in blue tights^ rises through the floor* 


Amphitrite {in the Gallic tongue). Mesdarms et Messures, j’ai 
’honnoor de vous sooayter le bong jour I {Floats, with no apparent 
support, in the air, and performs various graceful evolutions, con- 
cluding by reversing herself completely)* Bong swore, Mesdarms et 
messures, mes remercimongs 1 rv . t t 

[iS'Ae dives below, and the Curtain descends* 

The F. 8. Is that aU ? I don’t see nothing in that f 

Ser Comp, {who, having paid for admission, resents this want of 
appreciatior^. she was ofl the ground the ’ole of the time, 

wasn’t she ? I ’d just like to see you turnin’ and twisting about in 
the air as easy as she did with nothing to ’old on by I 

The F. 8. I didn’t notice she was ofl the gronnd — ^yes, that was 
clever. I never thought o’ that before. Let ’s go and see the other 
things now. . 

Her Comp. Well, if you don’t see nothing surpnsmg in ’em till 
they’re all over, you might as well stop outside, I should ha’ 
thought. . , X . 

The F. S. Oh, hut I’ll notice more next time— you’ve got to get 
used to these things, you know. 

[ They enter the Mystic Gallery, and find themselves in ^ a dim 
passage, opposUe a partitioned compartment, in which a 
glass case, supported on four pedestals, with a silver crescent 
at the back. The Illusions— to judge from a sound of 
scurrying behind the scenes— have apparently been taken 
somewhat unawares. ^ 

The Female Sightseer {anxious to please). They’ve done that ’alf- 
mo m very well, haven’t they ? 

Voice of Showman {addressing the Illusions'^* Now then, ’tury 
up there— we ’re all waiting for you. 

[The face of Atalanta, the Silver Queen of the Moonf^ 
appears, strongly illuminated, inside the glass-box, and 
regards the spectators with an impassive contempt— ‘greatly 
to their confusion. 

The Male 8. {in a propitiatory tone). Not a had-looking girl, 
is she ? 

Atalanta, the Queen of the Moon {to the Oriental JBeauiy in next 
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compartment). Polly, when, these people are gone, I msh you’d 
fetch me my work ! 

[TAe fSightseers move ojiy feeling crushed. In the second com- 
partment the upper portion of a fc.male is discovered^ calmly 
hniitingin the centre of a small tahle^ the legs of which are 
distinctly visible. 

The Female S, Why, wherever has the rest of her got to ? 

The Oriental Beauty (with conscious superiority). That’s what 
yon ’ve got to find out. 

IThey pass on to interview Galatea^ or FygmalMs Bream^'* 
whose compartment is as yet enveloped in obscurity, 

A Youthful Showman (apparently on familiar terms with all the 
Musions), Ladies and Gentlemen, I shell now ’aye the honour of 
persentin’ to you the wonderful Gaiatear, or Livin’ Statue ; you will 
’ave an oppertoonity of ’andling the bust for yourselves, which will 
warm before your eyes into living flesh, and the lovely creecher live 
and speak.^ ’Ere, look sharp, oam’t yer’ ! , [.To Galatea. 

FygmalMs Dream (from the mystic gloom). Wait a bit, till I’ve 
done warming my ’anus. Bow you can turn the lights up . • . 
there, you ’ve bin and turned ’em out now, stoopid ! 

The Y, S,^ Don’t you excite yourself. I know what I ’m doin’. 
(Turns the lights up, and reveals a large terra-cotta Bust) At my 
re<iuest, this young lydy will now perceed to assoom the yew and 
kimplexion of life itself. Gaiatear, will you oblige us by kindly 
coming to life ? 

[The Bust vanishes, and is replaced by a decidedly earthly 
Young Woman in robust health. 

The Y, S, Tbenk you. That’s all I wanted of yer. hTow, will 
yon kindly return to your former styte ? 

[The Young Woman transforms herself into a hideous Skull, 
The Y, S, (in a tone of remonstrance), No— no, not that ridiklous 
fice! We don’t want to see what yer will be— it’s very hike yer, 

I know, but still (The Skull changes to the Bust) Ah, that’s 

more^ the stoyle ! (Takes the Bust by the neck and hands it round 
for inspection,) And now, thenking you for your kind attention, 
and on’y orsto’ one little fyvour of yon, that is, that you will not 
reveal ’ow it is done, I will now bid you a very good evenin’, Lydies 
and Gentlemen I 

The F, S, (outside). It’s wonderful how they can do it all for 
threepence, isn’t it ? We haven’t seen She yet I 
Her Comp, What, ’aven’t you seen wonders enough? Come on, 
then. But you are going it, you know ! 

[ They enter a small room, at the further end of which are a 
barrier and proscenium with drawn hangings. 

The Exhibitor (in a confidential tone, punctuated by bows), I will 
not keep you wai'^g, Ladies and Gentlemen, but at once proceed 
with a few preliminary remarks. Most of you, no doubt, have read 
that celebrated story by Mr. Rldeb Hagoaed, about a certain She- 
who-must-he-oheyed, and who dwelt in a place called K6r, and you 
will also doubtless remember how she was in the ’abit of repairing, 

, at certain intervals, to a cavern, and renooing her youth in a fiery 
I piller. On one occasion, wishing to indooce her lover to foller her 
I example, she stepped into the name to encourage him— something 
went wroi^ with the works, and she was instantly redooced to 
a cinder. I fortunately ’appened to he near at the time (you will 
escuse a little wild fib from a showman, I ’m sure !) I ’appened to be 
porsinby, and was thus enabled to secure the ashes of the Wonderful 
She, which — (draws hangings and reveals a shallow metal Urn 
suspended in the centre of scene), are now before you enclosed in that 
little uin. She— where are you ? 

She (in a full sweet voice, from below), I am ’ere ! 

Showman, Then appear! 

[The upper portion of an exceedingly comely Young Person emerges 
from the mouth of the Urn, 

The F, S, (startled). Lor, she give me quite a turn I 
Showman, Some people think this is all done by mirrors, but it is 
not so ; it is managed by a simple arrangement of light and shade. 
She will now turn slowly round, to convince you that she is really 
inside the urn and not merely beyind it. (She turns round conde- 
s^ndmgly,) She next pass her ’ands completely round her, 
thereby demonstrating the utter impossibility of there being any 
wires to support her. Now she will rap on the walls on each side of 
her, proving ti) yon that she is no reflection, but a solid reality, after 
which she will tap the bottom of the uru beneath her, so that you 
may see it really is what it purports to be. (She performs all these 
actions in the most obliging manner,) She will now disappear for a 
moment. (She sinks into the Urn,) Are you still there, She ? 

She (from the recess of the Urn), Yes. 

Showman, Then will you give us some sign of your presence ? 
(A hand and arm are protruded, and waved gracefully),) Thank you. 
Now you can come up again. (She re-appears,) She will now 
answer any guestions any lady or gentleman may like to put to her, 
always provided you won’t ask her how it is done— for I ’m sure she 
wouldn’t give me away, would you. She ? 

NAe (with a slow bow and gracious smile), Certingly not. 

The F,S, (to her Companion), Ask her something— do. 


Her Comp, Go on ! I ain’t got anything to ask her— ask her 
yourself I 

A Bolder Spirit (with interest. Are jowtfeet warm ? 

She, duite— thenks. 

The Showman, How old are you. She P 

She (impressively). Two theousand years. 

^Arry, And quite a young thing, too I 

A Spectator (who has read the Novel), ’Ave you ’card from Leo 
Yustcey lately ? 

She (coldly), I don’t know the gentleman. 

Showman, If you have no more auestions to ask her, She will now i 
retire into her um, thenking yon all for your kind attendance this 
morning, which will conclude the entertainment. 

[Final disappearance of She. The Audience pass-out, feeling— 
with perfect justice — that they have ^^had their money's 
worth,'' 

HOW IT^S DONE. 

A Hand-book of Honesty, j 

No. III.— Geaotmotheelt Goveenment. 

Scene I. — St, Stephen's, Sagacious Legislator on his legs advocating 
a new Anti- Adulteration Act, Few M,F,'8 present, most of 
them drowsing. 

Sagacious Legislator, As I was saying. Sir, the adulteration of 
Batter has been pushed to such abominable lengths that no British 

which is not absolutely unsophisticated milk-made Butter must be 
plainly marked, and openly vended as Adipocerene I 

[Amidst considerable applause the Act is passed. 
Scene II. — Small Butterman's ^ shop in a poor neighbourhood. 
Burly white-apron' d Froprietor behind counter. To him enter 
a pasty-faced Workman, with a greasy pat of something wrapped 
in a leaf from a ledger. 

Workman, I say, Guv’nor, lookye here. This ’ere stuff as you sold 
my old woman is simply beastly. I don’t believe it 's butter at all. 

Butterman (sneeringly). And who said it was f What did your 
Missus buy it as ? 

Workman, Why, Adipo— whot’s it, I believe. But that’s only 
another name for butter of a cheaper sort, ain’t it ? Anyhow, it ’s 
no reason why it should be nasty. 

Butterman (loftily). Now look here, my man, what do you expect ? 
That’ s Adipocerene, that is, and sold as such. If you ’ll pay for 
Butter, you can have it ; but if you ask for this here stuff, you must 
take yer chance. 

Workman, But what ’s it made on ? 

Butterman, That ’s no business of mine. If you could anerlirse it 
— (miud, I don’t say yer could)— into stale suet and sewer-scrapings, 
yon couldn’t prove as it wam’t Adipocerene, same as it’s sold for, 
could yer ? 

Workman (hotly). But hang it, I don’t want stale suet and sewer- 
sorapmgs, whatsomever you may call it. 

Butterman (decisively). Then buy Butter, and pay for it like a 
man, and don’t ^come a-bothexing me about things as I ’ve nothink 
to do with. If Guv’ment will have it called Adipocerene. and your 
Missus will buy it becos it’s cheap ; don’t you blame me if you find 
it nasty, that ’s all. Good morning I * 

^ [Retires up, swelling wisihly,'^ 

Workman, Humpb.! Betwixt Grandmotherly Government and 
M^factnrers of Mysteriousness, where aw I ? That’s wot I want 
to know I [Left wanting to know. 
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TO ENQELBERG AND BACK. 

Being a few Notes taken en route in search of a Perfect Cure, 

The Engineerfl wlio constructed tlie gradually ascending road 
which, slowly mounting the valley, finally takes you over the ridge, 
as it were, and deposits you at a height of 3800 feet, dusty but 
grateful, on the plain of Engelberg, must have been practical jokers 
of the first water^ They lead you up in the right direction several 
thousand feet, then suddenly turn you round, and apparently take 
you dean back again. And this not once, but a dozen times. They 
seem to say, “ You think you must reach the top this time, my fine i 
fellow? Not a bit of it. Back you go again.’* 

Still we kept turning and turning whither Jthe Practical-joking 
Engineers led us, but seemed as far ofi from our journey’s end as 
ever. A roadside inn for a moment deluded us with its light, but 
we only drew up in front of this while our gloomy charioteer 
sat down to a good square meal, the third he had had since three 
o’clock, over which he consumed exactly five-and-twenty minutes, 
keeping us waiting while he disposed of it at his leisure, in a fit of 
depressing but greedy sulks. 

At length we moved on again, and in about another half-an-hour 
apparently reached the limit of the Practioal-joking Engineers* 
work, for our surly charioteer suddenly jumped on the box, and 
cracking his whip furiously, got all the pace that was left in them 
out of our three sagacious horses, and in a few more minutes we 
were tearing along a level road past scattered chalets^ little wooden 
toy-shops, and isolated pensions^ towards a colossal-looking white 
palace that stood out a grateful sight in the distance before us, 
basking in the calm white-blue blaze shed upon it from a couple of 
lofty electric lights, that told us that up here in the mountains we 
were not coming to rough it, but to be welcomed by the latest 
luxuries and refinements of first-rate modern hotel accommodation. 
And this proved to be the case. Immediately he arrived in the large 
entrance-hall, the Dilapidated One was greeted by the Landlord of 
the Hotel et Kurhaus, Titlia, politely assisted to the lift, and finafiy 
deposited in the comfortable and electrically-lighted room which 
had been assigned to him. 

“ We are extremely full,’* announced the polite Herr to Dr. Mel- 
CHrsrDEC ; “ and we just come from finishing the second dinner,** — 
which seemed to account for his being “ extremely fuU,** — “ but as 
soon as you wifi descend from your rooms, there will be supper ready 
at your disposition.** 

“You’ll just come and look at the Bath-chair before you turn 
in?” inquired Dr. Melchisideo, of the Dilapidated One, “It’s 
arrived all right from Zurich. Come by post, apparently.” 

“Oh, that’s nothing,” continued young JEaETHAH, “why, 
there *s nothing you can’t send by post in Switzerland, from a house 
full of furniture, down to a grand piano or cage of canaries. You ’ve 
only got to clap a postage-stamp on it, and there you are! ” And 
the arrival of the Bath- chair certainly seemed to indicate that he 
was telling something very like the truth, 

“I don’t quite see how this guiding- wheel is to act,” remarked 
Dr. Meicblisidec, examining the chair, which was of rather pan- 
tomimic proportions, criticafiy; “but suppose you just get in and 
try it ! *Pon my word it almost looks like a * trick-chair * 1 ” which 


perhaps, he did~just a little,” was again assisted to the lift, and 
safely consigned to his room, where he was comfortably packed away 
for the night. 

“ I say,” says young Jeeevecan, next morning, “ what a place for 
bells!” 

And young JTeeeymant was right, for I was awoke in the small 
hours of the morning by a loud peal from the Monastery, as if the 













Si'' 

\\i lit ■ 


A Peripatetic Peal. 


Prior had suddenly said to himself, “What’s the use of the bells 
if you don’t ring ’em ? By Jove, I will ! ” and had then and there 
jumped from his couch, seized hold of the ropes, and set to 
work with a right good will. Then the hotels and pensions took it 
up, and so, what with seven o’clock, eight o’clock, and nine o’clock 
breakfasts, first and second dijeuners^ first and second dinners, 
interspersed with “Ofidce Hours” sounded by the Monastery, ana 
the sound of the dinner-bells carried by the cattle. Dingle-berg, 
rather than Engelberg, wonld be a highly appropriate name for this 


somewhat noisy, but otherwise delighSul health-resort. 

“I call this ‘fatal dull’ after Paris,” remarked a fair Americme 
to young Jeeetman; and, perhajps, from a certain point of view, 
she may have been right ; but, fatal dull, or lively, “^ere can be 
no two opinions about the life-giving properties of the air. 


try it ! ’Pon my word it almost 


OiD Joe Encoee.— Last Wednesday in the Eaeeab v. Publisher 
discussion, a Correspondent, signing himself John Taxioe, of 
Dagnall Park, Selhnrst, wrote to The Times to “ quote an anecdote” 
about Douglas Jebeold and “ a Pnblisber,” Rarely has a good old 
story been so spoilt in the telling as in this instance. The true story is 
of Albbet Smith and Douglas Jeehold, and has been abeady told in 
the Times by a Correspondent signing himself “ E, Y.” It is of the 
same respectable age as that one of Albeet Smith signing his initials 
“A. S.,” and Jebeold observing, “ He only tells two-thirds of the 
truth.” Perhaps Mr. John Tavloe, of Dagnall Park, Selhnrst, is going 
to favour us with a little volume of “ new sayings by old worthies ” 
at Christmas time, and we shall hear how Shebidan once asked 

Tom B ‘ ‘ why a miUer wore a white hat ? ’* And how EBSEpTB, 

on heariug a witness’s evidence about a door being open, explained 
to bim that his evidence would be worthless, because a door could not 
be considered as a door “ if it were a jar,” and several other excellent ! 
stories, which, being told for the first time with the verve and local 
colouring of which the writer of the letter to The Times is evidently 
a past-master, will secure for the little work an enormous popularity. 






A Scott and a Lot.— “ TMrty Years at the Play ” is the title of 
Mr. Clement Scott’s Lecture to be delivered next Saturday at the 
Q-arrick Theatre, for the benefit of the Actors’ Benevolent Eund. 
Thirty years of Play-time 1 All play, and lots of work. Mr. Ieving 
is to introduce the lecturer to his audience, who, up to that moment, 
will have been “ Strangers Yet,” and this Clement will be Scott- 
free to say what he likes, and to tell ’em all about it generally. 
“Scott” wifi be on the stage, and the “Lot” in the anditorimn. 
Lot’s Wife also. 


The Trick Chair. 

indeed it proved itself to be, jerking up in a most unaccountable 
fashion the moment the DQapidated One put his foot into it, tod 
unceremoniously sending him flying out on to his head forthwith. 
“ A little awkward at first,” he remarked, assisting the Dilapidated 
One on to his feet. “ One has to get accustomed to these thin^, yon 
see ; but, bless you, in a day or two yon won’t want it at aU. Ton ’ll 
find the ab here like a continual draught of champagne. *Pon my 
word, I believe you feel better abeady,” and with this inspiriting 
assurance the Dilapidated One, who had not only covered himself 
with, dust, but severely bruised his shins, saying that “ he thought, 


Ethee-Deinking in Ieeland.— Mr. Ebnest Haet (bless his 
heart and earnestness !) lectured last week on “ Ether-Drinking in 
Ireland.” He lectured “ The Society for the Study of Inebriety ” — 
a Society which must be slightly “mixed” — on this bad habit, and 
no doubt implored them to give it up. The party stog, “HTow? 
Kappy could we he with Ether and the discussion was continued 
until there was nothing more to be said. 

Cleegt in Pabliament.—As Bishops “ sit ” in the Dpper House, 
why should not “the inferior clergy” “stand” for the Lower 
House? If they get in, why shouldSi’t they be seated? Surely 
wbat *s right in the Bishop isn’t wrong in the Rector ? 

Litebaet Advebtisement.— The forthcoming work by the 
Yulnerable Archdeacon F-be-e, wifi be entitled, The Pharrarsee 
and the Publisher, 
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TRAIN UP A CHILD,” &c. 


TOB ALWATS TOLD THAT KlHI, HbAHTS WHEB MOKE THAH 

J^dy Clara Mobinson {nie Vcre de Vere), Certainly dear, most certainly 1 ” 
mv ^ believed you ; and J.m Bradawl has ashed me to be his Vife and I ’te accepted 

M, WE VB ALWAYS LOVED EACH OTHER SINCE YOU LEX US PLAY TOGETHER AS CHILDREN ! ’* ' 

— T - . \Htr Ladyship f{yrg6ts^ for once, the repose that stamps her caste. 


THE McQLADSTONE j 

Or, Blowing the Bugle. 

\Frag7Mnts from the latest ( SdidlothiaTi) version 
of “ The Lord of the Isles:^) 

McG-ladstone rose — his pallid cheek 
Was little wont his joy to speak, 

But then his colour rose. 

^ow, Scotland ! shortly shalt thou see 
That age checks not McGladstonb's glee, 
Nor stints his swashing blows ! ” 

Aga^ that light has fired bis eye, 

Agam his form swells bold and high : 

broken voice of aee is gone, 

Tis pgOToiis manhood’s lofty tone, 
due foe he menaces again, 

Thnce vanquished on Midlothian’s plain : 
Then, scomng any longer stay, 

Embarks, lifts sail, and bears away. 

Me^y, merrily bounds the bark. 

She bounds before the gale ; 

The ‘ flowing tide ” is with her. Hark ! 

Jiow joyous m her sail 
^ breeze like laughter hoarse ! 

Xne cords and canvas strain. 

The waves divided by her force 
In nppling eddies, chase her course, 
jTt- again. 

^is then that warlike signals wake 
IJalmeney s towers, and fair Beeslaek, 


And eke brave Balpour’s walls (Q,.C. 

And Scottish Dean of Faculty) 

Whose home shall house the great McQ-. 

A summons these to each stout clan 
That lives in far Midlothian, 

And, ready at the sight, 

Each warrior to his weapon sprung, 

And targe upon his shoulder flung, 
Impatient for the fight. 

Mraily, merrily, bounds the bark 
On a breeze to the northward free. 

So shoots through the morning sky the 
lark, 

Or the swan through the summer sea. 
MOTily, merrilv, goes the bark— 

Before the gale she bounds ; 

So darts the dolphin from the shark, 

Or the deer before the hgunds. 
MoQ-xadstohe stands upon the prow, 

The monntain breeze salutes Ms brow. 

He snuffs the breath of coming fight, 

His dark eyes blaze with battle-light, 

And memories of old, 

When thus he rallied to the fray 
Against the bold Buccleuch’s array, 

His clansmen. In the same old way 
He trusts to rally them to-day. 

Shall he succeed P Who, who shall say P 
But neither fear no doubt may stay 
His spirit keen and bold I 

He OHM, the CMeftain Old and Grand, 

I fight once more for mine own hand ; 


Meanwhile our vessel nears the land, 
Launch we the boat, and_seek the land I ” 

To land McQ-ladstone lightly sprung, 

And thrice aloud his bugle rung 

prolonged, and varied strain, 
Till Edin dun replied again. 

When waked that horn the party bounds, 
Scotia responded to its sounds ; 

Oft had she heard it fire the fight, 

Cheer the pursuit, or stop the flight. 

Dead were her heart, and deaf her ear, 

If it should call, and she not hear. 

The shout went up in loud Clan- Rad’s 
^ tone, 

‘ ‘ That blast was winded by McGladstonte ! ” 

Rum prom Jamaica— very.— When **the 
^uble ” was removed from the table of the 
House, by order of Oliver Cromwell, it was 
sent with somebody’s compliments at a later 
date to J amaioa, sind placed on the Parliament 
table. What became of it nobody knows. It 
w supposed that this ensign of ancient British 
Royalty was swallowed up by an earthquake 
of republican tendencies. Jamaica, of course, 
affreat place for spices ; but, in spite of all 
the highly spiced stories^ the origm of which 
IS more or less sus-spice-ious, it is to be 
regretted that, up to the present moment, 
what gave them their peculiar flavour, t,e,, 
the original Mace, cannot be found. 
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WANTED-A SOCIETY FOR THE PROTECTION OF “CELEBRITIES.” 

WBm some years ago Ei)]a:uOT)T7S Ed. Mtjio)! first introduced to 
London the gentle art of Interviewing, the idea was in a general way 
a novelty in this country. It “caught on,” and achieved success. 
Some public men affected, privately, not to like the extra publicity 
given to their words and 
actions; but it was only an 
affectation, and in a general 
way a great many suddenly 
found themselves dubbed 
‘ ‘ Celebrities,” hall-marked 
as such by The World, and 
able therefore to hand them- 
selves down to posterify, in 
bound volumes containing 
this one invaluable number, 
as having been recognised 
by the world at lar^e as 
undoubted Celebrities, igno- 
rance of whose existence 
would argue utter social 
insignificance. So great 
was the World^s success in 
this particular line, that at 
once there sprang up a host 
of imitators, and the Cele- 
brities were again tempted 
to make themselves still 
more celebrated by having 
good-natiired caricatures of themselves made by “ Ape ” and “ Spy.*’ 
^ter this, the deluge, of biographies, autobiograj^es, interview- 
ings, photographic realities, portraits plain and coloured— many of 
them uncommonly plain, and some of them wonderfully coloured, 
— until a Celebrity who has not been done and served up, with or 
without a plate, is a Celebrity indeed. 

“Celebrities** have hitherto been valuable to the interviewer, 
photographer, and proprietor of a Magazine in due pr<mortion. Is it 
not high time that the Celebrities themselves have a sfioe or two out 
of the cake ? If they consent to sit as models to the interviewer 
and photographer, let them price their own time. The Baron offers 
a model of correspondence on both sides, and, if his example is 
followed, up goes the price of “Celebrities,** and, consequently, of 
interviewed and interviewers, there will be only a survival of the 
fittest. 

From A, Sophie Soper to the Baron de Booh-- Worms. 

Sm,— Messrs. Tower, Fondler, Trotting- & Co., are now engaged 
in briuging out a series of the leading Literary, Dramatic and Artistic 
Notabilities of the^ present day, and feeling that the work which ! 
has^ now reached its hundred-and-second number, would indeed 
be incomplete did it not include your name, the above-mentioned 
firm has commissioned me to request you to accord me an inter- 
view as soon as possible. I propose bringing with me an eminent 
photographer, and also an artist who will make a sketch of your 
surroundmgs, and so contribute towards producing a complete 

E icture which cannot fail to interest and defight the thousands at 
ome and abroad, to whom your name is as a household word, and 
who will be delighted to possess a portrait of one whose works have 
given them so^ much pleasure, and to obtain a closer and more 
intimate acquaintance with the modus oper^andi pursued by one of 
their most favourite authors, I remain, Sir, yours truly, 

A. SoPHTB Soper. 

To the Baron de Book-Worms, Vermbulen Lodge. 

From the Baron de BooTc-^ Worms to A. Sophte Soper ^ Esq, 

Dear Sir, — ^Thanks. I quite appreciate your appreciation. My 
terms for an article in a Magazine, are twenty guineas the first 
hour, ten guineas the second, and so on. For dinner- table anecdotes, 
the property in which once made pubHc is lost for ever to the 
originator, special terms. As to photographs, I will sign every copy, 
and take twopence on every copy. I*m a little pressed for time 
now, so if you can manage it, we will defer the visit for a week or 
two, and then I*m your man. Tours truly, 

Baron de Book- Worms. 

Mr, A, Sophte Soper to the Baron de Booh- Worms, 

Mx Dea.r Baron, — I *m afraid I didn*t quite make myself 
understood. I did not ask you to write the article, being com- 
missioned by the firm to do it myself. The photographs will not be 
sold apart from the Magazine. Awaiting your favourable response, — 
I am, Sir, Yours, A. Sophte Soper. 
F^om the Baron to A, Sophte Soper, 

Dear Sir,— I quite understood. With the generous view of doing 
me a good turn by giving me the almost inestimable advantage 
of advertising myself in Messrs. Towers & Co.’s widely-circulated 


Magazine, you propose to interview me, and receive from me such 
orally given information as you may require concerning my life, 
history, work, and everything about myself which, in your opmion, 
would interest the readers of this Magazine. I quite appreciate aU 
this. Ton propose to write the article, and Vm to find you the materials 
for it. Good. I don’t venture to put any price on the admirable work 
which your talent will produce, — ^that *s for you and your publishers to 
settle between you, and, as a matter of fact, it has been already settled, 
as you are in their employ. But I can put a price on my own, and 
I do. I collaborate with you in furnishing aU the materials of 
which you are in need. Soit, For the use of my Pegasus, no matter 
what its breed, and, as it isn’t a gift-horse, but a hired one, you can 
examine its mouth and legs critically whenever you are going to 
mount and guide it at your own sweet wiU, I charge twenty guineas 
for the first hour, and ten for the second. It may be dear, or it may 
be cheap. That ’s not my affair. C'est d laisser ou d prendre. 

The Magazine in which the article is to appear k not given away 
with a pound of tea, or anything of that sort I presume, so that 
your strictly honourable and business-like firm of employers, and you 
also. Sir, in the regular course of your relations with them, intend 
making something out of me, more or less, but something, while I 
get nothing at all for my time, which is decidedly as valuable to me 
as, I presume, is yours to you. What have your publishers ever 
done for me that I should give them my work for nothing ? Time 
is money ; why should I make Messrs. Tower, Fondler & Co. a 
present of twenty pounds, or, for the matter of that, even ten shillings ? 
If I misapprehend the situation, and you are doing your work gratis 
and for the love of the thing, then that is your affair, not mine : I ’m 
glad to hear it, and regret my inability to join you in the luxury of 
giving away what it is an imperative necessity of my existence to sell 
at thejbest price I can. Do you honestly imagine, Sir, that my Kterary 
position will be one farthing’s- worth improved by a memoir and a 
portrait of me appearing in your widely-circulated journal ? If you 
do, I donH ; and I prefer to be paid for my work, whether I dictate 
the material to a scnbe, who is to serve it up in his own fashion, or 
whether I write it myself. And now I come to consider it, I should 
be inclined to make an additional charge for not writing it myself. 
Not to take you and your worthy firm of employers by surprise, I will 
make out beforehand a supposititious bill, and then Messrs. Tower 
& Co. can close with my offer or not, as they please. jg, 

To preparing (in special costume) to receive Interviewer, 
for putting aside letters, refusing to see tradesmen, &o. 3 0 0 
To receiving Interviewer, Photographer, and Artist, and 
talking about nothing in particular for ten minutes .500 
To cigars and light refreshments all round .... 10 6 

To giving an account of my life and works generally (this 

being the article itself) 20 0 0 

To showing photographs, books, pictures, playbills, and 

various curios in my collection 5 0 0 

To being photographed in several attitudes in the back 
garden three times, and incurring the danger of catching 
a severe cold , , , . . . , . .300 

(#** On the condition that I should sign all photos sold, 
inspect hooks, and receive 10 per cent, oj gross receipts,) 

To allovnng black-and-white Artist to make a sketch of my 

study, also of myself ^ 0 0 0 

(*** On the condition that only this one picture is to 
he done, and that if sold separately, I must receive 10 per 
cent, of iuch sale,) 

Luncheon, with champagne for the lot, at ISs. per head .260 

Cigars and liqueurs 0 10 0 

For time occupied at luncheon in giving further details of 
my life and history . . 10 0 0 


Total . . . £49 5 6 

The refreshments are entirely optional, and therefore can be struck 
out beforehand. 

Pray show the above to the eminent firm which has the advantage 
of your zealous services, and believe me to remain 

Your most sincerely obliged Baron de Book-Worms. 

To the above a reply may be expected, and, if received, it will 
probably be in a different tone from Mr. Sophte Soper’s previous 
communications. No matter. There *s an end of it. The Baron’s 
advice to all “ Celebrities,” when asked to permit themselves to be 
interviewed, is, in the language of the poet, — 

‘‘Charge, Chester, charge ! ” 

then they will have benefited other Celebrities all round, and the result 
will be that either only those authors will be interviewed who are 
worth the price of intervievdng, or the professional biographical com- 
pilers will nave to hunt up nobodies, dress up jays as peacocks, and so 
bring the legitimate business of “ Intervievsing ” into well-deserved 
contempt. 


Two Men in a Boat, By Messrs. Dillon and O’Brien. 
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StTBDBN APPEiLRANOB OF THE PICCADILLY GOAT TO ElDBRLY GENTLE- 
MAN, WHO IS QUIETLY DRESSING IN HIS KOOM ON SECOND FlOOB. 


A Club almost entirely disappears. Members make the 

BEST OF THE SITUATION. 


LART DE CAUSER. 

( With effects vp to date,) 

[EnglislL ladies, conscious of conversational de- 
fects, and desirous of shining in Society, may be 
expected to imitate their American Cousins, who, 
according to The Daily Nev)Sy employ a lady 
crammer who has made a study of the subject she 
teaches. Before a dinner or luncheon party, the 
crammer spends an hour or two with the pupil, 
and coaches her up in general conversation.] 

It really took us by surprise, 

We thought her but a mere beginner, 
And widely opened were our eyes 
To hear her brilliant talk at dinner. 

She always knew just what to say. 

And said it well, nor for a minute 
Was ever at a loss, — may 
As weU confess—we men weren’t in it I 

The talk was of Eoumania’s Q/ueen, 

And was she equal, say, to Dante ? — 
The way that race was won by Sheen^ 

And not the horse called Alicdnte — 

Of how some charities were frauds, 

How some again were quite deser\ing — 
The beauties of the Norfolk broads — 

The latest hit of Mr. Irving— 

Does sap go up or down the stem ? — 

The Boom of Mr. Eudtabd Kipling— 
The speeches of the G.O.M. — [ling ’’ — 

The strength of Mr. Mobley’s “strip- 
Was Jonah swallowed by the whale ?— 
The price of jute— we wondered all if 
They ’d have the heart to send to gaol 
Those heroes, Slavin and McAuuffe.’ 

“ Oh, maiden fair,” 1 said at last, 

“ To hear you talk is most delightful ; 
But yet the time, it ’s clear, you’ve passed 
In reading must be sometiimg frightful. 
Come— do you trouble thus your head 
Because you want to go to College 
By getting out of Mr. Stfad 
£300 for General Knowledge ? ” 


“ Kind Sir,” she promptly then replied, 

“ Your guess, i quite admit, was clever. 
And, if I now in you confide. 

You ’ll keep it dark, I’m sure, for ever. 
Yet do not get, I pray, enraged. 

For how I got my information 
Was simply this — I have engaged 
A CoacJi in General Conversation^ 

SERVED A LA RUSSE. 

Mt Dear Mr. Punch, 

Will you allow me, as one who 
knows Biussia by heart, to express my intense 
admiration for the new piece at the Shaftes- 
bury Theatre, in wMch is pven, in my 
opinion, the most faithful picture of the 
Czar’s dominions as yet exhibited to the 
British Public. ACT L is devoted to “ a 
Street near the Banks of the Neva, St. 
Petersburg,” and here we have a splendid 
view of the Winter Palace, and what I took 
to be the Kremlin at Moscow. On one side 
is the house of a money-lender, and on the 
other the shelter afforded to a drosky-driver 
and his starving family. The author, whose 
name must be Buohananoff (though^ he 
modestly drops the ultunate syllable), gives 
as a second title to this portion of his won- 
derful work, “ The Dirge for the Dead.” It is 
very appropriate. A student, whose funds are 
at the lowest ebb, commits a purposeless 
murder, and a “pope” who has been on the 
look-out no doubt for years, seizes the oppor- 
txmity to rush into the murdered man’s 
dwelling, and sing over his inanimate body 
a little thing of his own composition. Anyone 
who has been in Russia will immediately re- 
cognise this incident as absolutely true to 
life. Amongst my own acquaintance I know 
three priests who aid precisely the same thing 
—they are called Brownoff, Joneszi, and 
Eobinsonoff. 


Next we have the Palace of the Princess 
Orenburg^ and make the acquaintance of 
Anna Ivanovna, a young lady who is the 
sister of the aimless murderer, and owner 
of untold riches. We are also introduced to 
the Head of Police, who, as everyone knows, 
is a cross between a surburban inspector, a 
low-class inquiry agent, an d a flaneur moving 
in the best Socie^. We find, too, natiiraUy 
enough, an English attachi, whose chief aim 
is to insult an aged Russian General, whose 
solriguet is, “ the Hero of Sebastopol.” Then 
the aimless murderer reveals his crime, which, 
of course, escapes detection save at the hands 
of Prince Zosimoff, a nobleman, who I fancy, 
from his name, must have discovered a new 
kind of tooth-powder. 

Next we have the “ Interior of a Common 
Lodging House,” the ’counterpart of which 
may be found in almost any street in the 
modem capital of Russia. There are the 
religious pictures, the cathedral immediately 
opposite, with its stained-glass^ windows and 
intermittent organ, and the air of sanctity 
without which no Russian Common Lodging 
House is complete. Needless to say that 
Prince Tooth-powder — I beg pardon — 
Zosimoff and Anna listen wMe Fedor Ivano- 
vitch again confesses his crime, this time to 
the daughter of the drosky-driver, for whom 
he has a sincere regard, and I may add, 
affection. Although with a well-timed scream 
his sister might interrupt the awkward 
avowal, she prefers^ listen to the bitter end. 
This reminds me of several cases recorded in 
the Newgatekoff Calendaroff, a miscellany of 
Russian crimes. , ^ , 

After this we come to the Gardens of the 
Palace Taurida, when Fedw is at length 
arrested and carted off to Siberia, an excel- 
lent picture of which is given in the last 
Act. Those who realty ’know Russian Society 
will not be surprised to find that the Chief 
of the Police (promoted to a new position and 
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a fur-trimmed coat), and the principal characters of the drama have demanded privacy ; hut Old Moraiitt, catching sight of me, called 
also found their way to the Military Outpost on the borders of the out, “ Come along, Toby ! Only our little game. Fall in, and take 
dreaded region. I say dreaded, hut should have added, without your turn.” | 


M. Btjchananoit shows us a very pleasant picture 


Rather afraid of f^ng over, hut didn’t like to spoil sport ; cleared 


prisoners seem to have very little to do save to preserve the life of Ou) Morality capitally ; scrambled over Akers-Douglas : hut 

J T • 1 3 _._ 3 I _ ^ ^ 1 4 j . -T ^ 


indeed a strange one— and is, in the nick of time, arrested, by order of “ ’Tis hut a primitive pas 
the Czar. After this pleasing and natural little incident, everyone later, we sat down to dinner 
prepares to go hack to St. Petersburg, with the solitary exception stimulant for the appetite. 


1 can't pfet over mm," i said, apologetically. 

Cfo,” said Akers-Bouglas, “ he ’s a Torksnireman.” 

Tis hut a primitive pastime,” observed Old Morality, when, 

TirA 004*. 4/\ wAtvi a vIra'KI'rr 'n » * a 


‘ hut remarkably refreshing ; a great 


„ ^ ; ... — T. » w W. V .V , kru.u A x vjLi. «OJUJLXJ.g , a, gXCCbU 

prepares to go hack to St. Petersburg, with the solitary exception stimulant for the appetite. Indeed,” he added, as he transferred a 
of the Prince, who is ordered off to the Mines, R^o doubt the Emperor whole grouse to his plate, “ I do not know anything that more for- 
of Russia had used the tooth-powder, ^d, finding it distasteful to eihly brings home to the mind the truth underlying the old Greek 
him, had taken speedy vengeance upon its presumed inventor. _ aphorism, that a bird on your plate is worth two in the dish.” 

I have but one fault to find with the representation. The play is I gathered in conversation that when business gets a little heavy, 
capital, the scenery excellent, and the acting beyond all praise. But when time presses, and leisure for exercise is curtailed. Old 
I am not q,uite sure about the title. M. Buchauahoee calls his Morality generally has ten minutes leap-frog before dinner, 
play “TAe Sixth Commandment”— he would have been, in my “We used at first to play it in the corridor; an excellent place* 
opmion, nearer the mark, had he brought it into closer association apparently especially designed for the purpose : but we were alwavs 

4rtia "MiTtfL ? UaliATTA vma i^Aa-n 7W*. x* j i xx* xi i % n . . . -i 


with the Ifinth! 


Believe me, dear Mr. launch, liable to mterruptidn, and by putting* the chairs on the table here 

Tours, respectfully, Russ in IJrbe. we manage well enough. It ’s been the making of me, and I may 

add, has enabled my Right Hon. friends with increased vigour and 
ease to perform their duty to their Q,ueen and Country. The great 
^DEN. thing, dear Toby, is to judiciously commingle johysical exercise with 

mentm activity. What says the great bard of Abydos? Mem 
«««« in corpora sano^ which being translated means, mens— or per- 
haps I should say, men— should incorporate bodily exercise with 
mental exercitation.” 

^ ^ course I did not disclose to the Member for Sark, what had 

L 1 ?^ tK ri i^ifinnilFM ^ taken place in the privity of Old Morality’s room. That is not 

my way. The secret is ever sacred with me, and shall be carried 
1 ^ the silent tomb. But I was much impressed with the 
A P^f-?tioal suggestions of my esteemed Leader, and allured by their 
L \ evident effect upon his appetite. 

! contmued the Member for Sark, moodily, “do all kinds 

of things m the Recess to make up for the inroads on the constitution 
I sraered during the Session. Tney go to La Bourboule like the 
Marriss and Ratos ; or they play Golf like Prince Arthur ; or 
to their Mothers-in-law in the United States, like 
Chamb:^aqi and Lyon Playfair; or they go to Switzerland, 
India, Russia, Australia, and Sierra Leone. How if we had a 
rrv which we dug, and weeded, and clipped, and pruned 

ourselves, never eatmg a potato the sapling of which we had 
pot planted, watered, and if necessary grafted, with our own 
hands, we should live happy, healthful lives for at least a month 

TJPPOSE, Toby dear boy,” 

stii < for “ But you don't know anything about gardening, do you ? ” 

V s It* Anyone can keep a garden that has been 

* our^yes. brought up to the busineBS. But look what chances there are before 
TEMPtB ^d it, you know, two statemen of, I trust I may say without egotism, average intelli- 
genw, who take to gardening without, as you may say,® knowing 
affans of gate- „ anything about it. Think of the charm of being able to call a spade 
^ ^ i ® without vour companion, however contentions, capping the 

““ »a 

Secohd’s M^tJr ^ *« ^The seed is carrot, let ns suppose,” the Member for Sark 

i ° contmued, disregardmg my mterruption, his fine face aglow with 
we^ down to Shwu two honest enthusiasm. “1, udt being 5n adept, feeling mv wav m 5 

aS^Pri^ffis’^^and ctIw perfection of knowledge, put in the aee’d the 

rJ^s of mut^T J^ngrend up, ^d, instead pf the parrots presenting themselves to 
SZ-to°bethermU°^* ordinary fashion, with 


GARDEN. 


Ml : f'-'V' 





ingKeoess to gently engage the mind and fully MouuvttTebX” iFT r ’ head downward; would that he 

This conversation took ^aoe towards the end of lasfsession hnt'one fl. think ? I mention that only as a possibility that 

By odd coincidence I haSmetthe MeXrKa^k m 1 fw®” .“7,““^* There are an aiimitable series of possi- 
from Old Morality’s room, where I 3 be«. "’it ef 0^ <^rden. Of course we don’t 


Whltwese^i^rh^th'aidhc^o^i^^^^^^ 

door: noanswer; curious scurrying going rfund ™bod™i. ?Vh“<i* ’ 


fw? 5, TheJPatronage Secretary wis “ giving 

a ba<k to the Loed of the Teeasuet. Oi® Moeautt, toMne 

oontidering Aeees- 


on, as I mentioned, took place a little more than a 
carried away, as the House of Commons never is, 
d’s eloquence. We got the garden. We have it 
t trust myself on this page to dwell on the subject. 


Db^s’s Sohes considermg ^rs- . Femdoot^ a H-UTAHGBNDER.-Plurality of wives is abolished 


m no case be rrti^dfnof Hctures of any description, wiU 

there will be no ekbcbtidn. ^ ed a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
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MODERN TYPES. 

{By Mr, PutvclCs Own Type Writer,) 
liTo. XXI.-THE AYEEAGE UNDEEGEADUATE. 

Those who Hve nnieli in the society of the very middle-aged, hear 
from them lond and frequent complaints of the decay of conrtesy 
and the general deterioration, both of manners and of habits, obser- 
vable in the yonng men of the day. "With many portentous shakings 
of the head,_ these grizzling censors inform those who care to listen 
to their wailings, that in the time of their own youth it was under- 
stood to be the duty of yonng men to be modest, considerate, gene- 
rous in their treatment of one another, and chivalrous in their beha- 
viour to women. And every one of them will probably suggest to 
his hearers that he was intimately acquainted with at least one young 
manmio fulfilled that duty with a completeness and a perfection 
never since attained. !Now, however, they wOl declare, the case is 
different. Young men have become selfish and arrogant. Their 
respect for age has vanished, their behaviour to ladies is familiar 
and flippant, their style of conversation is slangy and disreputable, 
they are wanting in all proper reverence, they are pampered, luxu- 
rious, affected, foolish, and disingenuous ; unworthy, in short, to be 
mentioned in the same breath with those who have preceded them, 
and have left to their degenerate successors a brilliant but unavailing 
exanmle of youthful conduct. These diatribes may or may not be 
founded to some extent in truth. At the best, however, their truth 
is only a half-truth. So long as the world 
endures, it is probable that young men will 
have a large allowance of follies, of affecta- 
tions, of extravagances, and the young men 
of to-day are certainly not without them. 

But, in the main, though the task of com- 
parison is difficult, they do not appear to be 
at all inferior in manliness, in modesty of 
bearing, and in reverence to the generations 
that have gone before. Here and there in 
London the antics of some youth plunged 
into a torrent of foUy before he had had 
time even to think of being wise, excite the 
comments of the world. But London is not 
the school to which one would look for youth 
at its best. To find that in any considerable 
quantity one must travel either to Cambridge 
or to Oxford, and inspect the average under- 
raduates, who form the vast majority at 
oth these Universities. 

How the Average UndergraduatOj as he 
exists, and has for ages existed, is not, 
perhaps, a very wise young man. Hor 
does ne possess f those briluaiit qualities 
which bring the Precocious Undergraduate 
to premature ruin. He has his follies, but 
they are not very foolish ; he has his affec- 
tations, but they are iimocent ; he has his extravagances, but they 
pass away, and leave him not very much the worse for the experience. 
On the whole, however, he is a fine specimen of the young English- 
man — brave, manly, loyal, and upright. He is the salt of his 
University, and an honour to the countary that produces him. 

The Average Undergraduate will have been an average schoolboy, 
not affiicted with too great a love of classics or mathematics, and 
gifted, unfortunately, with a fine contempt for modern languages. 
But he will have taken an honourable part in aU school-games, and 
will have acquired through them not only vigorous health and 
strength, but that tolerant and generous spirit of forbearance with- 
out which no manly game can be carried on. These qualities he will 
carry with him to the University which his* father chooses for him, 
and to which he himself looks forward rather {as a home of liberty 
slightly tempered by Proctors, than as a temple of learning, mode- 
rated by examiners. 

During the October term which makes him a freshman, the 
Average Undergraduate devotes a considerable time to mastering the 
etiquette of his University and College. He learns that it is not 
customary to shake hands with his friends more than twice in each 
term, once at the beginning, and again at the end of the term. If 
he is a Cambridge man, he will cut the tassel of his acadenaical cap 
short ; at Oxford he will leave it long ; but at both he will discover 
that sugar-tongs are never used, and that the race of Dons exists 
merely to plague him and his fellows with lectures, to which he pays 
small attention, with enforced chapels, which he sometimes dares to 
cut, and, with general disciplinary regulations, to which he con- 
siders it advisable to submit, though he is never inclined to admit 
their necessity. He becomes a member of his college boat-club, and 
learns that one of the objects of a regular attendance at College 
Chapel is, to enable the freshman to practise keeping his back 
straight. Similarly, Latin Dictionaries and Greek Lexicons are, 
necessarily, bulky, since, otherwise, they would be useless as seats 


on which the budding oarsman may improve the length of his swing 
in the privacy of his own rooms. These rooms are all furnished on 
the same pattern. A table, a pedestal desk for writing, half-a-dozen 
ordinary chairs, a basket am-chair, perhaps a sofa, some photo- 
graphs of school-groups, family photographs in frames, a cup or two, 
won at the school athletic sports, a football cap, and a few prints of 
popular pictures, complete the furniture and decorations of the 
average College rooms. Of course there are, even amongst under- 
graduates, wealthy aesthetes, who furnish their rooms extravagantly 
— ^but the Average Undergraduate is not one of them. 

On the fifth of Hovember the freshman sallies forth only to find, with 
a sense of bitter disappointment, that the rows between Town and Gown 
are things of the past. He will have discovered ere this that under- 

f raduate etiquette has ordained that while he wears a cap and gown 
e must forswear gloves, and leave Ms umbrella at home, even though 
the rain should pour down in torrents. All these ordinances ne 
observes strictly, though he can neither be “hauled” nor “gated” 
for setting them at defiance. Towards the end of Ms first term he 
begins to realise more accurately the joys and privileges of University 
life, he has formed Ms set, and more or less found Ms level, he has 
become a connoisseur of cheap wine, he has with pain and labour 
learned to smoke, he has certainly exceeded Ms allowance, and he 
returns to Ms home with the firm conviction that he knows a great 
deal of life. He will terrify his mother with tales of proctorial 
misadventures, and will excite the suspicions of Ms father by the 
new brilliance of Ms attire. Indeed it is a curious fact that what- 
ever the special pursuit of the Average 
Undergraduate may be, and whatever may 
be the calling and profession of Ms father, 
the two are generally engaged in a financial 
war. TMs always ends in the triumph of 
the older man, who never scruples to use 
the power wMch the possession of the purse 
gives Mm in order to discomfit his son. 
From a University point of view, the 
average father has as little variety as the 
average son. 

It must be noted that away from the 
University or his family circle, and in the 
society of ladies, the Average Undergradu- 
ate is shy. The wit that flashed so brilli- 
antly in the College Debating Club is 
extinguished, the steam of humour that 
flowed amidst shouts of laughter in the 
Essay Society is frozen at its source, the 
conversation that delighted the frequenters 
of his rooms is turned into an irresponsive 
mumble. But as soon as he returns to the 
academic groves, and knows that petticoats 
are absent, and that Ms own, beloved 
“blazer” is on Ms back, Eichard is him- 
self again. He has bis undergraduate 
heroes whom he worsMps blindly, hoping 
himself to be some day a hero and worthy of worship. Moreover, there 
are in every College traditions which cause the undergraduate who is 
a member of it to believe that the men of that particular society are 
:^er fellows than the men of any other. These traditions the Average 
Undergraduate holds as though they were articles of his religion. 

The Average Undergraduate generally takes a respectable position 
as a College oarsman or cricketer, though he may fail to attain to the 
University Eight or to the Eleven, He passes Ms examinations with 
effort, but stiU he passes them. He recks not of Honours. The ‘ ‘ poll ’ ’ 
or the pass contents him. Sometimes he makes too much noise, occa- 
sionally he dines too well. In London, too, Ms conduct during vacations 
is perhaps a little exuberant, and he is often inclined to treat the 
promenades at the Leicester Square Yariety Palaces as though he had 
purchased them. But, on the whole, he does but little harm to himself 
and others. He is truthful and ingenuous, and although he knows 
Mmself to be a man, he never tries to be a very old or a very wicked 
one. In a word, he is wholesome. In the end he takes his degree 
creditably enough. His years at the University have been years of 
pure delight to him, and he will always look back to them as the 
happiest of Ms life. He has not become very learned, but he will 
always be a useful member of the community, and whether as 
barrister, clergyman, country gentleman, or business man, he will 
show an example of manly uprightness wMch his countrymen could 
ill afford to lose. 


Fms.— The last nights on earth at the Haymarket are announced 
of A Village Priest, May he rest in piece. The play that imme- 
diately follows is. Called Back ; naturally enough a revival,^ as the 
title implies. But one thing is absolutely certain, and that is, that 
A Village Priest will never be Called Back, Perhaps VAhhi Con-^ 
stantin mav now have a chance. Eminently good, but not absolutely 
saintly. Is there any chance of the Alii being “ translated P ” 
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Loos on London witL. its Smells — 
Sickeninsr Smells ! 

Wnat long^n^al misery their nastiness fore- 
Mow they trickle, trickle, trickle, 


On the air by day and night ! 
While onr thoraxes they tickle, 

Like the fumes from brass in pickle. 
Or from naphtha all alight ;1 
Making stench, stench, stench, 

In a worse than witch-broth drench. 


Of the mnck-malodoration that so nauseously 
wells 

From the SmeUs, Smells, Smells, Smells, 
Smells, Smells, Smells — 

From the fuming and the spuming of the 
Smells* 
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people — 

Though as high as a church I you ! ” 

steeple — 

They have gone ■ SEEING THE STAES. 

^ tolling Tg-j; following paragraph appears in the 

IT columns of the Scottish Leader .~ 

O’er the City overgroTO^ ^ ** ^ Edinburgh at 

TTa ifl naifhAT woti nf-.. o’clock on Saturday moming were startled by 

TT^ IB wman, the appearance of a brilliant meteorite in the 

He IS neither brute nor human, northern hemisphere. Its adyent was announced 

a T'® v?* ^^2 a ' n -r 11 ^7 ^ light which illuminated the whole 

bpectre Eing of Smells, he tolls, city. A long fiery streak marked its course, and 

And he rolls, rolls, rolls. remained visible for more than a minute. At first 

Eolls. this streak was perfectly straight, but. after it had 

With his cohort of Bad Smells ! begun to fade, it broke into a zig-zag.” 

And his cruel bosom swells The phenomenon so graphically described, 

With the triumph of the Smells. though remarkable, is not, we believe, in the 

* Whose long tale the scribbler tells circumstances, entirely novel. Perhaps it is 

To the TimeSf Times^ TimeSj noteworthy as coming a little early in the 

Telling of * * local ” crimes year. W e understand fiiat on New Year^sDay, 

In the gendenng of the Smells, those who are out of doors in Edinburgh at 

9^ Smells : three o’clock in the morning,” are not unfre- 

To the Tijmsn Times, Times, guently startled in somewhat similar manner. 

Tellmg of Railway crimes, 

nirtlt Toothebibs. — “ Tooth’s G-allery” 

■RrinV IVn.li. slways strites as a somewhat misleading ap- 

® pellation. It always appears to haye more to 

^ P*^*'*®® V&XOB, and to he more 

TT,. 1 oonoemed with gnms than gold frames. No 

doubt the head of the firm of Messrs. Amhue 
Tooth aot Sobs is a wise Tooth, so let him 
christen Hs gallery the ‘‘Arthnmseum.” He 
IS a Tooth that you oannof stop, he is always 

T.oTi^^*Rmoll? RmplTw^^BlU^fimoii. ooming out, and this autnmn he comes out 

London SmeUs, Smdla, Smells, ^ells, stronger &aa ever with a most interesting 

Tir '77 4 U. ^ and vaned collection. Excellent examples you 

Wai the Co mity Council free u s from these ^ay fiudof J. B. Boeoess, J. 0. Hook, 

_ T I BastienLepaoBjTademAjYioat Cole, Peter 

Just Now tbde Chiep Nilb-ist in Paris. Graham, Millais, TjEAmeit, C. Calthrop, 
—Cleopatra, Marcus Stoio;, and other notables. 



Sniff thefetid sewer Smells — ! i . , 1 , ' 1 1 , 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 ! II i|| . 

Loathsome Smells I 'I i I I I? It 1,4.111. Hi. / i 

What a lot of typhoid their ■■ ■.' i ^ - ^ 

intensity foretells I i ' fl ■ j ' m 

Through the pleasant air of i | ■ V I - ^ 

night, [bHght! i': ' ^ 

How they spread, a noxious | ' ; — ■ — a 

EoHof badbacterianmotes, , ! j - ^ 

What a lethal vapour boats 1 j Hl'i M'll l. A 

To the foul Smell-fiend who M C 1 i L ( l( f J 

glwten^as he gloats > i j | 

Oh, from subterranean cells I 

What a gush of sewer-gas ' : I L.- 

How it swells! I ft|| 

How it dwells |l, /, 

In our houses! How it tells !l j I 

Of the folly that impels i j y f 

To the breeding and the f ■ - nlS 

Ofg^he^lmdls, Smells, j I ||i i ji 

Of the Smeils, Smells, Smells, I f i I ' ^ ' // ) H ' 1 1 

Smells, Smells, Smells— - — •• ^ P J I I ;// / 1 ]| 

To the festering and thepes- / h'l m n 

tering of the Smells! M ||\i 

See the ^ectre o^the Smells — J^lP j/ll i- 

What a world of retrospect '<=^^ 

his tyranny compels ! 

In the silence of the night 
How^'N^^muse on the old 

Of Eensington, — a Dismal 

^ Swamp, and lone I y/p^£^ j __ 

Still the old Swamp - 

Ov’’£'?ig*So„th™.t. “ terrible 

Have long known. “ I ’VE brought you a Glass op Wine, Mr. Pj 

And the people — ah, the it!” “ Vat 1 pbforb Tinner f Aoh, vy?” 


THE MOAN OF THE MAIDEN. 

{Aft&r Tennyson,) 

GolpI Golf! GoH! 

By the side of the sounding 
sea ; [never 

And I wonld that my ears had 

Heard aught of the “links” 
and the “tee.” 

Oh, well for the man of my 
heart, 

That he bets on the “ holes ” 
and the play 

Oh, well for tne “caddie” 
that carries [pay. 

The ‘ ‘ clubs,” and earns iis 

He puts his red coat on, I 

And he roams on the sandy 
hill; 

Bnt oh for the touch of that 
golfer’s hand, 

That the “niblick” wields 
with a will. 

Golf! Golf! Golf! 

Where the “ hunkers vex 
by the sea ; 

But the days of Tennis and 
Croquet 

Will never come hack to me I 

OySTEEITIES AT COLCHES- 
TER. — Last W ednesday the An- 
nual Oyster Feast was held at 
Colchester. Toasts in plenty ; 
music of course. But why was 
there absent from the h^mo- 
nious list so appropriate a glee 
as Sir Henry Bishop’s :— 

“ TTpronBe ye then, 

My merry merry men, 

It is our opening day! ” 


ENFANT TERRIBLE.^^ “ IIprouBe ye then, 

. , - , My merry merry men, 

** I VB BROUGHT YOU A GLASS OP WiNB, Mr. PROFESSOR. PljBASS DRINK It is our opening day! ” 

I ” “ Vat 1 PBFORB Tinner f Aoh, vy ? ” 

“Because Mummy says you Deiek mkb a Fish, and I want to see 
! * shelved ? 

SEEING THE STARS. ============== 

oiling The folloyn.ng paragraph appears in the THE LAST OF MARY^S LAMB.^^ 

2g. columns of the Zeatfer .• Sydney have completed arrange- 

o “ Those who were out of doors in Edinburgh at ments whereby frozen sheep or lambs can be de- 

tbree o’clock on Saturday morning were startled by lirered at any address in the United Kingdom.”] 


the appearance of a brilliant meteorite in the 
northern hemisphere. Its adyent was announced 
by a flash of light which illuminated the whole 
city. _ A long fiery streak marked its course, and 
remained visible for more than a minute. At first 
this streak was perfectly straight, but. after it had 
begun to fade, it broke into a zig-zag.” 

The pheuomenou so graphically described, 
though remarkable, is not, we believe, in the 
circumstances, entirely novel. Perhaps it is 
noteworthy as ooming a little early in the 
year. W e understand fiiat on New Year’sDay, 
“ those who are out of doors in Edinburgh at 
three o’clock in the morning,” are not unfre- 
guently startled in somewhat similar maimer. 

The Toothebies. — “ Tooth’s Gallery ” 
always strikes as a somewhat misleading ap- 
pellation. It always appears to have more to 
do with palates than pictures, and to he more 
concerned with gums than gbld frames. No 
doubt the head of the firm of Messrs. Arthur 
Tooth aot Sons is a wise Tooth, so let him 
christen his gallery the “ Arthurnfienm.” He 
is a Tooth ihat yon cannot stop, he is always 
ooming out, and this autumn he comes out 


Mart had a little lamb, 

Which she desired to send 

Across the mighty ocean as 
A present to a friend. 

That friend was partial to lamb chops, 
Likewise to devilled kidney ; 

So friendly Mary promptly went 
Unto “ a firm in Sydney.” 

That firm replied, “ the lamb we ’ll send 
By parcel to your cousin ; 

That IS, if you do not object 
To have your darling frozen.” 

Then Mart wept. She said, “ My lamb 
Has wool as white as snow; 

But packed in ice ? It don’t sound nice, 
No, Sydney Merchant, No ! 

* ‘ Refrigerate my darling I Oh I 
It makes my bosom bleed. 

Still, go it must. I think you said, 

‘ Delivery guaranteed! ’ ” 

So Mary’s lamb the ocean crossed 
By “ Frozen Parcel Post ; ” 

And Mart’s Cousin said its chops 
W ere most delicious— moa^ 

Moral. 

Science, though it pays “ cent, per cent.,” 
Is destitute of pity ; 

And makes hash of the sentiment 
Dear to the Nursery ditty. 



ROBERT AS HUMPIRE. 

I WAS a takin of my 
faTiit walk, larst Friday 
was a week, from Charing 
Cross roxind to my own 
privet residence in Queer 
Street, when a yung lad 
tapped me on the sholder 
and said to me, ^‘Please, 
Sir, are yon the sillybrated 
Mr. Eobeet, the Citty 
Waiter?” In eonrse I 
replied, “Yes, most sut- 
tenly;” when he said, 
“Then this yere letter’s 
for yon, and I wants a 
emediat amser.” Conceal- 
ing my wisibel estonish- 
ment, I took him hnp 
Healy Place, where the 
werry famons Lawyer 
lives, as can git you out 
of any amownt of tmhbel, 
and then opened the letter, 
and read the following 
most estonishing words, 
wk. Egbert,— 
oan yon come immediately 

to the Club, as yon 

alone can decide a very 
heavy wager that is now 
pending between two Koble 
Lords who are here await- 
ing yonr arrival. Yon will 
be well paid for yonr 
tronble. The Bearer will 
show yon the way.— J. K” 
I oond learn nothink from 
my jewwenile guide, so I 
told him to lead the way. 
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PHILOMELA AND AQUILA. 

[It i« skkd that Madame Patti presented Mr. CIiAdstonk with a box of voice losenges.] 
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I didn’t say a word, but 

¥ nlled myself together as 
oan ginerally do when I 
feels as it’s necessary to 
manetane my good cha- 
raokter. He then said, 
“ The gnestion for yon to 
deside is this: At a ^eat 
and most himportant Din- 
ner that is about to be held 
soon, at which most of the 
werry grandest swells left 
in Lnndon will be present, 
we intends to hinterdnoe 
‘The Loving Cnpr not,” 
he added, smiling, “so 
much to estonish the na- 
tives, as to stagger the 
strangers. The question, 
therefore, that yon, as the 
leading Citty^ Waiter of the 
day, have to settl^ is, 
How many of the (3-ests 
stand up while one on ’em 
drinks f ” Delighted to 
find how heasy was my 
tarsk, I ansers, without 
a moment’s hezzitation, 
“Three!” One on ’em 
turned garstly pale, and 
shouted out, ‘ ‘ What for ? ” 
To which I replied, “ One 
to take ofi and hold up 
the cover, the second to 
bow, and drink out of the 
Cup, and the third to pro- 
tect the Drinker while he 
drinks, lest any ennemy 
should stab him in the 
back.” 

The garstly pale Cent 


^d ^ we 

soon arived at the Club. 'Ba.tji, take, Grand Old A oongb-drop, a lozenge, a jnbe-jnbe, wanted to arsk more qnes 

I need wdly say Siat I from you, ^ . tions, but t^ rest sbonted 

being all anite fust-rate Give him voice lozenges soon as yon can. His larynx will strengthen and Inbn- Horderl Herder! am 
swelL, theyreceayed mein address them, as neat as can cate too. _ [pipe ag^ yet : the fust Gent commg up t 

the most kindest manner, . i t j ^ ttt n i. Town ^aoee he 11 me again, thanked me fo. 

and ewen smiled noon me And oonrteonsly hand them to W. G. I Nay— who knows? — with yon may what he called my kindnes 

mostfreely, which in course iir ita xr* 'ux* i i j 7 arrange a duet I in onmming, solmade en 

T fAlf flo MelliflnonsNightmgale, melody’s source my very best bow, wbiel 

ment ^ compie- Qnr Golden (mouthed) Eagle hath grown The eagle is scarcely a song-bird, but I copied from a oertaii 
Haa A« a bit hoarse : _ _ _ _ _ __ still, . _ [gale’ s trill ! Poplar Prince, and took m: 


from you, tions, but the rest shouted. 

His larynx will strengthen and Inbri- “Horderl Horder!” and 
cate too. [pipe again yet ; the fust Gent coming up to 

His old “ Camv Town Itaces^* he’ll me again, thanked me for 
jj^ay — who knows ? — with yon may what he called ir^ kindness 
arrange a duet I iii onmming, so I made ’em 

^ my very best bow, which 

I copied from a certain 


a bit hoarse; still, [gale’s trill! Poplar Prince, and took my 

M ButthonghAqnila’shnsky with age and He may have a good ear for the nightin- departure. 

“I'nTX, M> eSt lon^fights, FairPfiilomelooiaestooldAatdla’Baidll! Being, I hopes, a man 

we ^e^’ wrr mS ^ Philomela wiU set him to- faith I the picture is pretty, so here ’tis of strict wassity, I never 
Jived to Ton for Oftminff nghts. portrayed? wnnoe took ewen so mneh 


we are all werry much 

obliged to yon for coming 

so reddily at my request.” 

At which they all cried, “Here ! 
here!” “Yon of coarse under- 
stand what we wish yon to do.” 
To which I at once replide. 
“Quit# so, my noble swells.’’ 
At which they all larfed quite 
lowd, tho’ I ’m sure I don’t kno 
why. He then said that it was 
thort better not to menshnn the 
names of any of the Gents pre- 
sent, and^ he then presented me 
with a little packet, which he 
requested I wond not open till I 
got home, and then proseeded to 
xplain the Wager, somthink like 
this. Two of the noble Lords 
present, it apeared, had disagreed 
upon a certain matter, and, want- 
ing a Hnmpire of caracter and 
xperience to decide between them, 
had both agreed to a snrgestion 
that had bin made, that of all 
the many men in Lnndon none 
oondn’t be considered more fitter 
for the post than Mr. Eobert, the 
sillybrated Citty Waiter ! 


rights. 


portrayed ? 


CLEOPATEA. IN PAETS. 




— ■ ■ as a peep at the little packet 

as the Gent gave me, but I couldn’t 
help feeling ewery now and then 
to see if it was quite safe, which 
of course it was, and ewen when 
I reached my umbel abodej I still 
restrained my natral ennossity, 
and sat down, and told my wnn- 
drns tail to the wife of my bnzzom, 
and then placed the little packet 
in her estonished ands, which she 
hopened with a slite nutter, and 
then perdoosed from it Tive 
Golden Souveringe 1 If any other 
noble swells wants another Hnm- 
pire on the same Ebberal terms, 
let ’em send to Egbert. 


At the Alhambra. — CUude 
Dmal^ a new monologue, music 
by Edward SoioMOH. Mt.Frahk 
Ceili has to ‘ ‘ stand and deliver” 
the lines of Messrs. Bowyer and 
Morton. As the description 
“monologue” is not suggestive 
of music, why didn’t the authors 

* A __ . 


pjLuijr uxAiUCLL v/JLLby TT cLIwcl i * X *1 " 4? 

as I tlusht Th« tae History. Que«n Cleopatra dying from the effects of several BitM of SSainumt? it the 

Asp-aragus. Or is it truer that Queen Cleopatra died from eating too ‘ Solomoaologue” ? Most ex- 
mto a perfuse prnspeiarinm, but much of something Ask Sardou, Sara, & Co. presri^ * 
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OUR BOOKiNQ-OFFICE. 

The Dead Mar^e Gift ^ by Hbebebt Compton ; the title of which 
might lead one to imagiae something very weird and nncanny. 
Nothing of the sort, Mr. Compton doesn’t wish to * ‘ make yottr flesh 
creep” like the Fat Boy in Fickwich, It is only the story of a tea- 
planter’s romance, though the findmg of the gift is most exciting, 
interesting and well written. 

The Cabinet Portrait Gallery published by Cassell & Co., with 
portraits of most of our Celebrities, by Miessrs, Downey, is excellent. 
Christmas Books now make their appearance, and the first and 

g rincipal offenders in disturbing the Calendar are Messrs. Blackte & 
ON. “ Among the names,” says the Baron’s juvenile assistant Co. 
Junior, “we recognise one of our boys’ most favourite authors, G-. A. 

Henty, who this year gives 
them another exciting histori- 
cal tale, By JEngland^s Aid, 
which deals with the closing 
Y events of the War of Indepen- 

u dence in Holland. Also Maori 

and Settler, a story of the New 
tn. 1! Zealand War, wen young 

England was quite a settler 
Maori. Both recom- 
mended. Sal Hunger f or d,^;^ 
^ J* 1^* Hutchinson, is a good 

boys, and A Bash 
Promise, or, Meg^e Secret, by 
Cecilia Selby Lowndes, ig an 
equally good one for girls, and 
''' finally The Ckrls* Own Paper 
« Son.” Annual, md The Soyt? . Own 


WINTEE OPBEA. 

HoYAi Italian Opera is quite a winter rose in Covent Oardeii.“*It 
blossomed weU, and is doing bloomingly. How lovely and of what 
happy omen is the name of Maeia Pebi, whose Valentina in Zes 
Huguenots is worth recording, even though it does not beat the record. 
It is said to be an uninteresting part, yet I remember everybody 
being uncommonly enthusiastic about this same Valentina when 
Q-bisi played it, and her “Yalentine” was Bomeo^]jke Mabio. 
Their struggle, his Leap for Life out of the window after the great 
“ Tu IT ami solo and duet, her despair, will never be forgotten. 
“ Nothing in the part,” quotha ! Nothing in the person morelikely. 

I Signor Padilla, excellent actor, is here again. Signor Inoenio Cobsi 


“Blackie and Son.” 


Paper Annual, are two ve^^ 
handsome capitally illusteated gift-books.’’ Now the Baron’s cheerful 
assistants have done their work, he himself, has something to say. 

“No, my dear and venerable Mr. T. Sidney Coopeb, E.A.,” says 
the Barmi to that eminent octogenarian Academician, whose “remi- 
niscences” Bentley and Son have just {published ; “if you are 
correctly quoted in the P. if. G*, your memory is absolutely at fault 
in describing Douolas Jebbold as ‘Editor of Punchy He never 
was. Tour account of the doings at the hebdomadal board of the 
Punch Staff College must be taken with several pinches of salt, as 
never once in your lengthy career have you been present at any one 
of these symposia. No matter. Your health, and book ! ” 

Permit the Baron to strongly reconmend Mabion Cbawpobd’s A 
Cigarette-Maker^ 8 Romance, Slight indeed is the plot, and few the 

dramatis personce ; but the 
latter are fdrawn with a 
Meissonier-like finish, and 
the simple tale is charm- 
ingly and touchingly told. 
The wonder of it is that so 
f ^ should have 

k occupied two volumes ; and i 

>N a- greater wonder remains, 
k ' II ^ wfich is, that, at the close, 

imr v\ reader should wish 

^ ^ there were a thiri To 

MHl ICrawIIvv^ create this desire is, after 

liHik. i'.i.'I’i'M ^ perfection of 

novel - writing. 

IWfflIiWIIIi'IIB ' novelist who does^not 

Hlllliili I I illlW Bl 111 lliilll liiliUiilillM Diake the reader “wish as 

Sfitliill iililllf 11 1 ' n I lill I 0 P-,i t,” ac- 

iPlrM l i| I I I iw oi ^am feller on 

I ‘ ' ill if respondenoe, has failed. 

I Henceforth this novel of 

' Mr. Cba.weoed’s goes forth 

^ Tijr', » -D « to the world with the 

A Cigarette-Maker’s Eomaaoe. b^ioii’s best imprimatur. 

This poor httle cigarette-maker requires no puffing of her wares. 
Enough that the Baron should say to his readers, ““PoZfe lege ! ” 
You be delighted with it, “ II cigarette per esserfeliceP It is a 
charming story, says emphatically, The Babon de Book-*\Yobms. 

Hope eob the East Eistd oe London undeb the New 
Mayobaxty.— If South Kensington and the Fashionable West are 
now complaining of smells everywhere in the S. and S.W. district, 
the City and the East End may, for one year at least, rejoice in the 
supreme rule of the Savory. We can’t write of Savoby without adding 
Moobe, so we must Mention that the name of Savoby is ominous for 
the continuation of nhe Mayoralty. The Guildhall Banquets end 
with a Savory. Absit omen I 



The Guildhall Banquets end 


Our Maggie McIntyre as **La (Prima) Donna del ‘Lago.’ ” 

has been “lent” by Sheriff Augustus Dbubiolanus, and we hope 
he’ll be returned safe, sound, and unspoilt, carefully packed, “G 
uppermost,” in time for the Boyal Italian Season. More nice names i 
of good omen in the ballet, Louise Loveday, — ^hope she ’ll “ love- I 
night” as well, and be always ready to dance,— and “Jessie j 
Smiles ! ’’—does she I Bless her heart I Signor Abd ’itty, as ’Abby 
would say, is the energetic “Conductor,” so that Signor Lago’s 
’bus “ full inside— all nght ! ” ought to go along pleasantly, and ' 
do weU. 

Friday, — Lucia di Lammermoor, with Mile. Stbomeeld in the 
title rSle, singing well, and recallea several times by a fairly filled 
house. Signor Buane, the JEdgardo, loo^g better than he sang. 
But what a fine old crusted piece of Italianised conventionality ^e 
Opera is, with about as much to do with Scotland [as it has with 
Scott ! From the general demeanour and appearance of the Chorus 
of “Ladies and Knights,” and “Friends of Lord Ashton,” the 
Ashtons evidently in a very second-rate set at Lammermoor. How- 
ever, it must be admitted that their attitude, as spectators of Luda^s 
delirium, left nothing to desire on the score of repose— the Yere de 
Yeses themselves could not have been calmer, or less concerned. 
Blue chins, and sympathy expressed by semaphore action in the 
good old time-hondured fashion. The “Warriors of Eavenswood” 
m Lincoln green hunting costume, and the tombs of Hdgardo'e 
fathers under a marble colonnade — ^to give the necessary local colour. 

Good house on Saturday for Robert the Devil, -^not our “ Eobebt ” 
the Waiter. But Signor Lago must not he satisfied with things as 
they are. 

PEOGEESS-FIN DE SIECLEI 

1391 Y essels laid up hy the Shipping Federation. 

1892. The Eailway Union’deeide to*stop all traffic until labour is 

cheaper. , « , 

1893. The United Cooperative Stores secure monopoly of Trade, 
and then close until better times. 

1894. Army and Navy disbanded, join the Burglar Association, 
of which the Police are now members, 

1895. Publication of newspapers throughout the civilised world, 
suspended. 

1896. Hniversal redistribution of land, and personal property. 

1897. Conversion of every pubMo building on the Four Quarters 
of the Globe into a refuge for the indigent. 

1898. Strike of the Butchers, the Bakers and the Candlestiok- 
makers. 

1899. Strike of the Doctors, and the Undertakers— de SieeleJ 

1900. Strike of the Lawyers— JFVn du Monde ! 




THE SPREAD OF CULTURE DOWNWARDS. 

{h Mrs. J.). ‘‘EskBE TOO KB POKXA.T PAH KEH LA HOOVELLB! FUM-DE-SHOMB ATT EXTRARDINAIRMONa JOLSEl" 

PAH POLEi^' TOO%AT^r”’^*"^ ■S««!ara<s). “WEE— M4.IS IL KB FO pAh PABLT FrONX4T DETONO LET DOMESTBEK ; CE N’AT 

ASSEZ ^■^FfiAKgArsT’^*^' ^ PAS LA PEINE DE TOOT OiiNEE DEVANT MOL Je COMPBENDS 


TIPPEEARI JUNCTION. 

JoH2r Moblet Bings ; — 

Air — “ Tipperarg,'*' 

pTizzlSj and partisans vary, 

In holiday autumn on Albion’s shore ; 

Butooh! there’s good business in New Tip- 
perary, 

So to take a look round I will take a run 
o’er. 

Prince Abthxjr looks proud, but his policy ’s 
poor— 

No doubt, he’d be happy to show me the 
door; 

But the Paddies will welcome an English 
grandee— 

They’ve had Shaw-Lefevjelb, they’d rather 
have me ! 

So I laugh at all fears of things going con- 
trairey 

(She loves me, does Ehin’, the shamrock- 
gowned fairy), 

^ there’s good business in New 

Tipperary 1 

In New Tipperary ! 

Artbur Baupour sings 
Aia— « Off to miade^hiay 

Faith I J om Moklbt thinks he ’s leary, 

And he ’s off to Tipperary ; 

My poHoy he thinks he ’ll be a thorn in ; 

But before he comes away 

He will find to spoil my play 

He must get up very early in the mornin’. 


Wid his bundle on his shoulder, 

He thinks no man could look boulder, 

And he’s lavin’ for Anld Ireland widout 
warnin’. 

For he lately took the notion 

For to cross the briny ocean, 

And to start for Tipperary in the mornin’. 

John Moelet sings : — 

Air — “ Tipperary, 

Br St. Pathrick, I ’ve hit on the thing I was 
after 

(Good luck, Moelet dear, says O’BErEN to 
me) 

My tale Baxfoue bonid, will be no case for 
laughter, 

I ’ll leave ye no leg for to stand on, ye ’ll see. 
Of course you will say that my story ’s not 
true,^ 

But who will belave such a fellow as you ? 
f y Juigo, I ’ve something to talk about now I 
I 11 make ye to sit np and snort, that I vow ! 

I 11 give ye the facts, ye can’t prove the 
contrairey. 

My story and Caddell’s will probably vary, 

But I’ve found good business in New 
Tipperary ! 

In New Tipperary ! 

Aethde Balfoue sings : — 

Ara— “ Off to JPhiladelpkia,^^ 

When they tonld me I must shpake a pace, 

I tried to fcape a cheerful face, 

Though obvious lack of matther I was 
mournin’ ! 


But, oh sombre-faced John Moelet ! 

Ye desired to help me surely. 

When ye went for Tipperary widout 
warnin’ ! 

Though your tale could scarce be boulder. 

Yet my hits straight from the shoulder 
Will make ye mourn the hour that ye 
were bom in. 

Aud I think ye ’ll have a notion 

Te were wrong to cross the ocean. 

And raise ruoktions in ould Ireland in the 
mornin’ ! 

John Moelet sings.— 

Air—** Tipperary.*^ 

I may yet have to sail o’er blue seas to- 
morrow. 

Once more sail away tettie Isle o’ the West, 

They yet may subpoeaa me, much to my 
sorrow, 

And then my strange tale will be put to the 
test. 

But Balfotte shall find, when once more I 
come back, 

Of matter for speeches I shall have no lack. 

0 Bbien and Dillon from judgment have 
flown, 

But with Balfour, I fancy, I ’ll still hold my 
own. 

That flight in the boat was a funny vagary, 
But the picture I ’ll paint will make 
Sausburt scary, 

And set the bells ringing in New Tip- 
perary! 

In New Tipperary 1 



oir. A. B, “BLESS JOHfT MORLEY, —iV^O I’VE GOT SOMETHING TO SAT!” 

ON. J. M. “BLESS ARTHUR BALFOUR,— jVO I’VE GOT SOMETHING TO TALK ABOUT I 
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TO ENGELBEEG AND BACK. 

B6ing a few Notes taken en route in search of a Perfect Cure, 

“Oh! he’s ever so much better. Why he only had two 
stumbles, and one cropper, doing his three hundred yards tibis 
morning. That beats the record, anyhow.” 

Young JEEETMiH is describing the effect the Engelberg air is 
already naving on the Dilapidated One to several peoploj who have 

either been invalided them- 
. I selves, or have had invalid 

/\ j yS u relatives, or met, seen, or 

heard of invalids who have 
'<• ! ' ^ satisfactory ex- 

^ .***^®^ know, I think the 

* ' dining has a great deal to 

u ' beneficent effects 

of the place,” remarked, 
j j meekly, a mild-mannered 

Clergyman, who, had been 
brought up here apparently 
M ^ to “ get tone.” “ lou can’t 

^ sit down to table with three 
Wll people,” he con- 

m i tinned, meditatively; as if 

111 solution of the social 

III'' V Pi^oblem had caused him 

‘Will some anxious thought, 

\\/ill \ “without being inclined to 

i\ '' ' ' #1^' launch out a little more 

V under ordi- 

nary conditions at home, 
r ^ wouldn’t 

> WpmW# ^ 1^ necessary to keep 

y'U- v\^\ . their dmmg-saloon'^at such 

A Pleasant Little Excursion. an excessive temperature, 

and waste (^uite so much time between the different courses.” 

And here the mild-mannered Clergyman had real ground for 
complaint, for the Q-erman recipe for table d'hSte dinner seems to 
be something very much like the following :— Get a room that has 
been smoked in, with closed and tightly-fastened windows and 
doors, all the morning. Light the stove, if there is one, and 
turn on the gas, if there is any. You begin your dinner. Take 
twice, thrice, or , even four times of every course, glaring savagely 
and defiantly at your neighbour as you pass the dish. Sit 
oyer each, allowing a good quarter of an hour for its proper 
digestm, and keep this up till the perspiration drops from your 
face. Finally, in about two hours’ time, having carefully mopped 
g>ur forehead,^ quit the table for the “ Conversations Saal.” 
Here (still keeping in gas and stove, if tWe is one) smoke till you 
can’t see six feet before you. ^ Keep this up till you have had enough 
of it, and feel the time is getting on for you to go through a modified 
edition of the same process at supper. At least, this is how the 
German element— a very formidable one at the H6tel Titlis— for the 
most part, conducted itself over the principal meal of the day. There 
were, of course, exceptions, for all Germany is not essentially 
German ; yet it must be confessed that the prevailing features were 
of this guzzling, and, for the want of a more descriptive word, I 
would add, “ sweltering ” type, not fully appreciated by the ordinary 
travelling Briton, who, whatever else he may be, is not a gross 
feeder, though he does set the proper value on a breath of pure 
fresh air. 

“ Get him up ? Of course we can get him up,” rejoined Dr. Mel- 
OHisiDEC, warmly. This in answer to some doubts expressed by one 
of the more cautious spirits of our party as to the possibility of 
dragging the Dilapidated One over one of the stock excursions ot the 
neighbourhood, to wit, the Furren Alp. “Why, put him into a 
chaise d porteur, and we could get him up the Titlis itself, and 
throw in the Schlossstock, and the Gross-Spannort, for the matter of 
that, as.well. Naedeh&r'SRBko^ only a two and a half hours’ affair of it.” 

And so we find ourselves in due course, doing the “ Furren- Alp ” 
in approved style. 

“j3y Jove, 1 ’ll be hanged if I think it’s a' bit better than going 
up^ Primrose HiH, twenty times running : and not near such good 
going either,” observes young Jeeetmah, after we have been 
struggling up a precipitous mountain path, occasionally finding 
ourselves sliding and slipping backwards in the bed of a disused 
watercourse, for about two hours and a half. 

And really I think young Jebhtmah’s view of the matter is not 
so very far out, after all. 

• All-Weong. — ^T he “ Service of Reconciliation” 

in St. seems to have had the effect of setting everyone by the 
ears. Quite a muddle, — a Western Church, and an Easton rite. 


A Tragic Meeting. 


SCIENCE AND HEART. 

*‘A Correspondent of * the Field ^ records an experiment which he made 
with a wasp. * Having,’ he says, ‘ severed v. 

a wasp in two pieces, I found that the t . ^ 

head and thorax with the uninjured ' 'i flH 

wings retained fall vitality ... It tried Ml 

to fly, but evidently lacked the necessary ^!||i plliill 

balance through the loss of the abdomen. 

To test the matter farther, 1 cut out an 

artificial tail from a piece of thin card- 

board, as nearly following the shape of the 

natural body as possible. To fasten the 

appendage to the wasp, I used a little 

oxgall . . . ; gum or more sticky sub- 

stances would not do, as it impedes the 

use of the wings in flight. Presently the 

operation was complete, and, to my sur- 

prise, the wasp, after one or two inef- 

leetual ejfforts, flew in rather lopsided 

fashion to the window. It then buzzed 

about for at least a quarter of an hour, — — — — u 

eventually flying out at the top , . . it was vigorous when it flew away.” 

Fxiract from an Bvening Paper ^ 

The Benefit of Humour in PHnosopHEBs can ^ways do more 
Philosophy. Assisted by a sense of humour : 

Witness the droll experiment 
Of this same scientific gent. 

For he, his frugal breakfast finishing, 

(The eggs and bacon fast diminishing) 
Noted how o’er his marmalade 
A Wasp was buzzing undismayed. 

General Eeflection : We all are apt to be inhosp- 

Attitude of Man towards Itable to the humble Wasp— 

the Wasp. That Ishmael of domestic insects, 

The terror of the feminine sex I 
The Philosopher shares And our Philosopher, though cool, 
the prevailing Prejudice. Was no exception to the rule. 

His Method. He let it settle on his plate ; 

He poised a knife above— like Fate. 

The Blow falls* Next — ^with a sudden flash it drops 

Right on that unsuspecting Wopse ! 

Which, unprepared by previous omen, 

A Tragic Meeting. Awestruck, confronts its own abdomen ! 

And sees its once attached tail-end dance 
A brisk pas-seul of independence 1 
A pang more bitter than before racks 
Dignified Behaviour of the That righteously indignant thorax, 

Wopse. As proudly (yet with perfect taste) 

It turns its back upon its waist, 

And seeks, though life must all begin new, 
“ Business as usual ” to continue ! 

A Philosopher’s Eemorse. The Man of Science felt his heart 

Prick him with self-accusing smart, 

To see that ineffectual torso 
Go fluttering about the floor so ; 

The Uses of a Scientific Science informs him that, divided, 

Education. A wasp for flight is too lopsided. 

So, with remorsefulness acute, 

Reparation. Bie rigged it up a substitute ; 

Providing it a new posterior, 

^ Atleastasgood— if not superior. 

His Process. He out it out a taU of card, 

And stuck it on with ox-gaU, hard. 

(This he prefers to vulgar glue) 

, And made that Wopse as good as new ! 

Forgiveness. Until the grateful insect soared 

Away, wim self-respect restored 
To find that mutilated part of his 
, Had been so well replaced by artifice. 

Further proceedings of the Tbe Scientist, again complacent. 

Philosopher. To pen and ink and p aper hastened. 

And, in a letter to the Field, 

Told how the Wasp, though halved, was 
healed. 

And how, despite a treatment rigorous, 

It left consoled— and even vigorous I 
Moral. The Moral— here this poem stops— is 

’ Yw too late for mending Wopses ! 

A “ CuTTEBra” Observation.— T hislis from the Daily Graphic:’^ 
ENERALS.— TWO WANTED to do the work of a small house; dei4-d618 ; 
VT for two in family; easy place, early dinners ; very little company. 

How sad I At how low an ebb has our Army arrived under recent 
mal-administration I In time we may have even “Our Only General” 
himself advertising for a place, or answering: an advertisement Hke 
the above. Not much “ company drill” ; so, if easy, it will be didl. 


A Philosopher’s Remorse. 


The Uses of a Scientific 
Education. 


Reparation. 


His Process. 


Forgiveness. 
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1 “The labeTirirg men, as a class, are rapidly 
approaching to a footing of full equality with the 
capitalist, and it is even possible they may become 
the stronger of the two. . , , They must be con- 
tent to have their^ class interests, whatever they 
are, judged in the light of the public interests. . . . 
Labour^ and capital may have separate interest’s, 
yet their separate interests are little, in the long 
run, as compared with those in wMch they are 
united.**— Jzn Gladstone at West Caldeu 

Till the war-drum ihrolVd no longer^ and the hattle-flags were 
In the Parliament of man^ the Federation of the worW* ; furled^ 

So the yonthfnl Poet J-atireate pictured it in limpid verse ; 
iN’ow the Pederations fight each other 1 Better is’t, or worse ? 

See, the hattle-flags are flying freely as on War’s red field, 

And the rival hosts are lugging, straining— neither means to yield. 
For the war-drums, are they silent? Nay— they *re not of 
parchment now, 

But, with printers’ ink and paper, you can raise a loud tow-row ; 

Be it at a Labour Congress, Masters’ Meeting, Club, or Pub, 

Public tympana are deafened with their ceaseless rub-a-dub ! 

Tug of War I It is a Tug, and not, alas ! mere friendly war. 

As when rival muscles tussle. Highland lad or British tar, 

’Tis a furious fight d outrance^ knitted, knotted each to each. 

Heels firm-planted, hands tense-clencliing, till the knobby knuckles 
bleach. 


Federated Masters struggle, Federated \ 

Toilers strain. 

Each intent on selfish interest, each on 
iadividual gain, 

And a chasm yawns between them, and a 
gtdf is close behind ! 

What is the most likely issue of such con 
fliot fierce and blind ? 

Unionism ’gainst Free Labour, Capital 
against mere Toil I 

Is it better than two tigers fighting for some desert spoil ? 

“ Federate ” the Libyan lions as against tbe elephant herds, 

Will the battle be less savage ? Let ns not be fooled by words ! 

Say the tense-strained rope-strands snnder, say that either hand 
prevail ! 

Shall not “ conquer ” in the issue prove a i^nonym for “fail” P 
“ Banded Unions persecute,” and Federated Money Bags 
Will not prove a j ot or tittle j aster. Fools I Haul down those flags I 
Competition is not conflict. So the Q-rand Old Casuist says, 

Speaking with the sager caution of his earlier calmer days. 

True I Athletic rivals straining at the tense tough-stranded rope, 
Strain in friendly] competition, ruin not their aim or hope : 

But a lethal Tug of War ’twixt “ federated ” foemen blind. 

With a chasm at their feet, and each a yawning gulf behind, 

On a precipice precarions ! Truly, too, a foolish fight ! 

Eival Federated Wrongs will never further Common Right ! 


“GIYE IT TO THE BARDl” 

Me. Robert IisaEESOLL speaking of, and at. Poet Wait Whit- 
man on the occasion of presenting the aged and eccentric poet 
with the “long contemplated testimonial,” to quote The Timee^ 
said, that “ W. W. is intellectually hospitable ’’—this sounds like 
‘ready to take in anybody’ — “but he refuses to accept a creed, 
merely because it is wrinkled, old, and white-bearded. Hypocrisy 
wears a venerable look ; and reKes on its mask to hide its stupidity 
and fear.” Now this was rather rough on the Bard, who is described 


a poet, simply because he is wrinkled, old, white-haired, and wears 
a venerable look, which, after all, may he only a hypo^tical mask ? 
Mr. Ingeesoii couldn’t have been more infelicitous if he had 
“ come to bury ‘ Whitman,’ not to praise him.” Then he went on, 
“Neither does Whitman accept everything new.” This clearly 
excepted the testimonial, which, we may suppose, was brand new, 
or at all events, had been so at some time or other, though having 
been “long contemplated” it might have got a trifle dusty or 
mouldy. Then finished the orator, magnificently, epigrammatically, 
and emphatically, thus “He” (te., Wait Whitman) “wants 
truth.” And with all our heart and soul we reply, “ We wish he 
may get it.” 

Mb. Punch’s Prize Novels.— No. T., “Aftynon’s Afew-JKoom,” 
will appear in our next Number. 


EMPLOYMENT OF CAPITAL. 

Sir, — In the Jameses Gazette of Thursday week there was a 

quotation from Mr. Buchanan's Modern Review^ where, in support 
of his opinions, he quotes ^'‘Pope passimP Whatever maybe the 
outward and visible form of Mr. Buchanan’s religion, it is dis- 
courteous, at least, even for an ultra-Presbyterian Scotchman, to 
speE the name of a Pope without making the initial letter a capital, 
and it is unlike a Sootenmau not to make capital out of anything. 
Here, I may say, that Mr. Buchanan’s contributions to recent 
journalistic} literature have been mostly capM letters. But to 
return. Why Pope passim^ and not Pope Passim^ or Pope Passim ? 
Is it not mis-spelt ? In vain have I searched history for the name of 
this Pope. Searchimus iterum. But I must protest, in the mean 
time, of this particularly mean way of Bu-chananising a Roman 
Pontiff. Please accept this as a Memo prom Nemo. 

Something in a Name.— “ Moir Top Stormouth Darling ” (any 
other names?) “Eeq., Advocate, Q..C., H.M.’s Solicitor- General for 
Scotland” — phew!— a good mouthful all this, almost as great as 
“John Richard Thomas Alexanper Dwyer,” of Rejected Addresses 
—has been elevated to the Scottish Judicial Bench, Good. The 
Moir the Merrier ! Top is the first half of Tod-dy which is the 
foundation of whiskey. Your health, More Toddy ! Stor- mouth is 
as good a mouth as any other, whatever mouth may he chosen to store 
away more Toddy. And finally, “Darling” is a term sometimes 
lawful, rarely legal, of endearment, and henceforth in ScotJaad 
Stormouth not “ Charlie ” is “ onr Darling, onr gay Cavalier I ” 
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IN OUR GARDEN. 














VERY odd thingr. Just as 
we had got into Our Q-arden, 

^ were,^so to speak, turning u^ 

\ iwM T, w.a.wv.*j.»./ii.u, Vi0pc>uj.ci.xj.jr xbuojcjjjJLAJ. o XUWOUUOllOIl 

I W 2 1 Member for of the travelling Star; a model of terse, felicitous lan- 

mllmi '/ k^m S^kand^Iwere out weeding gfnage. Only one hitoh| here. Speaking of Mr, Q-.’s 

n JiMm I walk— at least he was honoured age, he likened him to famous Doge of Venice, 

weeding, and I was remarking “ old Dandolo.” Rosebery very popular in Edinburgh. 

II ^ healthfulness of But audience didn’t like this : something like groan of 

WUJ' vlSSim occupation, more horror ran along crowded benches. 

AWl‘ m//% flJSSt-M when pursued on “Nae, nae,” said one old gentleman, momentarily 

\XW/ I Man ttieknees. Up comes the gar- taking his knees out of the small of my back, “that 

W \ / f IobSL 1 dener mth something on a winna do. ‘Auld Wxjllib’ is weel enoo, but to ca’ a 

^ illSSHK \ pitchfork. Thought at jSrst it man Auld Band olo to his face gars me greet.” (Often met 

\ ^ development of the with this phrase in songs and Scotch novels : curious to 

^ polyanthus. (We are always see how it was done ; fancy, from what followed, it’s Scotch 
O Ijcwing strange things. The for taking snuff.) 

% f Member for Swk says, “ In Baping this slip, everything went well. Oladstone 

J S X? m. So fresh, so informing, and so instructive ! 

pectedthathappens.”) Turned Began with lucid account of Battle of Waterloo : lightly 
gardener is verv careful to tit. nnr + tx fT.®- VOBt-oard. Our sketched the state of parties at the period of the Reform 

hrouiriif +A T1« our new charaotep If the missive had been agitation in 1832 ; glanced in passing at the regrettable 

would like vou to hear S ^ ongmd to say on the Insh Question ; cidentally mentioned, took place four years and a half ago. 

ffiguppSo^am Meanftll?hP of Mitchelstown ? Been Audience sat entranced. You mVt have hSa 

come quite a shock onBALTouR, Don’t fail- Yo'urT^ever^^E^S^”^ and^ fresh; Pin drop, if mdeed you wmted to. I Tnsh the Member 

^Uttb d ^ «“p3^ ttaa k 

along, and in our absence filled it up. Said^it looked 

Sm r&ftin gMden. Supposed we had . Corawip in Bakes Sieebt.— T he worst of Cornwall 

^imS5ieh^Tue^?tu-D^ gleefully M- {;*“ I? f«,^-indeed, it has hitherto been quite out of 

that^t ’s°deveii°veMs^iM^^ meetmg iu Corn Exchange. DifS.cult to realise waited, ^dM^ John HoiLmasEffiAD^ou^htNiag^^^ 

nSed melnS Campaign. A great deal hap- to -Westminster. We waited again, and Armm 

I sWse a trifle Vorars brings ComwaU to Bakel Street, and introduces 
of DkecateT^^JtW tS* cwned with procession ™to a very clever young Isea-soapist, Mr. A. Waeiie- 

neat S on Pa^^a™?t ®^ceU«mfly arrspgef; reflects BnowNE-^together a ,misnomer,"^foi he isn’t a worn 

irotme) LeadiTn. ii 1 *ia .®'®'me that for manager of variety l>rown at all, heis as fresh and bright and sharp as anewly- 

A^P hom^ «W? representaton of Liberal Seotia minted mereign. Go and look at his ''UzarS and Stagh 

me^^noM rf on at once. Engaged thirty stal- -t? isn^ an animal-painter, thongh the titie looks like it 

Whfflsof fellows; responsible-looking ‘‘-Breahhg Weather, ’’hie" Jtain Veils, ’>hia“Innts 

^mSLofMo^fr^ themtogeaerin room at left door of stagi pad,” or anyone of Ms thirty piotnres, an^ say if you 

and haddocks^ o^e ; unstinted heather-honey ^n’t awee with JIfn J>uncA. The whole of them are so 

know where Waf ^ middle of stage, the place, you l^rue to Nature, fare so faithful in their wave- drawing, there 

gates ’file in everv ‘Prompter’s bell rinp ; Dele- such a breeziness, snch a saltness pervades them throngh- 

advahoe slowlv along tr^eheon in right hand; ^ut, and they fso accurately convey the character of the 
SaX Wd £ d^Ku^ht ^ ^PP^- ^ Cornishman, and 

_^he atfae.Catrme,andSornInheraIandBadmaI -Wmireadit?’’ The Wkii. “Peokeckei) ” EiafAnE.-Mrs. Columbia. 

in no case he V^W^cc^n^rd ®mwings, or Pictures of any description, will 

there wiU he no esoeptiom Wompamed hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. Xo this rule 


“ I think not,” said Rosebery, qnietly, but firmly, and 
the Delegate, handing the red thing to Mr. G., passed on. 

Mr. G. smiling and bowing; audience applauded* 
next man comes. JSe^s from the Dnntooher, Eaifley’ 
Slamannan, Cockpen, Pennicnik, Clackmannan, Car- 
noustie, Eirkintilloch, and Lenzie Junior Liberal Asso- 
emtion. He also wants to read the Address, hut is mer- 
cifully hustled off, and the line, ever emerging from 
L. of stage, crosses, and passes on. At other side, Pat 
Campbell waiting ; a little anxious lest anything should 
go wrong to spoil his carefully-devised plan. But every- 
thing went well. 

“ Get ye away now,” Pat whispered in ear of the man 
from Possilpark, &c. 

Possilpark, &o., at the clue, darted round rear of stage • 
got round in good time to L. ; fell into line, and was 
ready to come on again. Same with the rest. Immense 
success I At the end of first three-quarters of an hour, 
Pat Campbell arranged a block ; pressure of innumerable 
Delegates so great, doncha, couldn’t move off thefstage 
in time. This gave opportunity for two of the stoutest 
burghers to go through quick change; reappeared, 
dressed in kilts, ^ This fairly fetched down house. 

“The interminable procession,” as Rosebery slyly 
called it, might have gone on till now, so perfect were 
the arrangements. But there was some talk of Mr. G, 
makmg a speech, and, at end of hour and fifty minutes 
the last Delegate slowly crossed in front of delighted 
audience, handed his red baton to Mr. G., who, thongh 
he had entered thoroughly into the* fun of the thing, was 

T^AOITITIITI €3^ +:A 1 AaIt O T 


f^u^ht tn ns fri ^ ^ f OUT new character. If thenussive had been 
brought to us m the house, of course it would have been served up on a plate 
^ OTWrmtely handed about on a pitch-fork. ^ ^ 

(this IS thy)ost-eard), “I’m just going up to Edinburgh • 
another Midlothian C^paign ; Yon have been with me ^ery time * don’t desert 

wnnW^TL^t? and original to say o7theW^^^ 

would like you to hear it. Perhaps you never heard of Mitchelstown ? Been 
looking up partic^ars. Mean to tell the whole^story. Will be nice and fresh • 
ooiaeqmteashockonBi^ouR^ Don’t faU; YonrsS^er,^^^!” ' ^ 

^ harden, but in Edinburgh. Left the 

Member for Sark in charge. A little uneasy ; never know from dav to dav 
what his well-meant but iU-toected energy may not achieve. At Sast the 

watching gLLner 

+ 1 , from great meeting in Corn Exchange, DifS.cult to realise 

that it s eleven years since Mr. G. here in first campaign. A great deal hao- 
pened in n^antime, but enthusiasm just the same, Mr. G I suonose a triflA 
boyish-looking. Proceedings owned ®pme^n 
of Delegates presenting addresses to Mr. G. Exce&enfly ^anSd- SX 
peat oreit on Pai Campbell. (Capital name that ter mSer oi vS^ 
tr(^pe^ Leading idea was to present imposing representation of ? iVtPTnl 
doing homage to its great oHeL Pap caught In lu^ Cled aWv sM 
y®“.Bcedy sandwich-board feSSws ; re^SttS 

— I mSn of t^®“ toge^er m room at left door of stage 

and SSdocL® « f fereakfwt ; oatmeal o^e ; nnstinted heather-honey 

ananaacmcRB. Mr. G. seated in chair in very middle of stas-e fhp -nlonp 

*^®“* *'‘®'SediMs insist upon dying. 'Prompter’/ h’ell rings • Dele- 
S™;,S® i“’ i®^“7 mth what looks like I red tnSon te ri^lt'Cd" 

/ \V hat ho ! ” he onea. mpTrino* nrk •nr!+Vi a 
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MR. PUNCH’S PRIZE NOVELS. 

JTo. Y.— MIGNOFS MESS-ROOM. 

(Ry Tom Rttm Summer, Author of Mignon's ^^MignorCsHult' 
Footle' s Father ” “ Tootle's Tootsie^' Ugly Tom^" “ Tour Bich 
Bicharot,'^ A Botby in Barracks," Stuck" ^^Hoop-Lore” ^‘Went 
for that Bleeceinau" Ac , Ac., Ac., Ac., Ac., Ac., Ac., Ac.) 

[“ This,” writes I the] emment Autlior, is a real, true story of the life of 
soldiers and children.* Soldiers are grand, nolle fellows. They are so 






soldiers and children.* Soldiers are grmd, nolle fellows. They are so 
manly, and all smoke a great deal of tobacco. My drawl is the only genuine 
one. I could do a lot more of the same so^t, hut Ij charge extra for pathos. 
I»maman.— T.R. S.”] 

Chapter I. 

“ Three blind mice — 

• See how they run,” — Old Song. 

The Officers of the Purple Dragoons were gathered together in 
their ante-room. It was a way they had. They were all there. 
Grand fellows, too, most of them— tall, broad-shouldered, and silky- 
haired, and as good as gold* That gets tiresome after a time, hut 
everything can be set right with one downright rascally villain— a 
villain, mind you, that poor, weak women, know nothing about. 
Gavoe was that kind of man. Of course that was why he was to 
break his neck, and get smashed up generally. But I am anticipat- 
ing, and a man should never anticipate. Emilt, for linstance, never 
did. Emut— Captain Emilt, of the Purple Dragoons— was the 

biggest fool iu the Service, r - — 

Everybody told him so; and i 
Emilt, who had a trustful, loving 
nature, always believed what he 
was told. 

“I nev-ah ’twry,” he used to 

say— it was a difficult word to ' 

pronounce, but Emilt always . 

stuck to it as only a soldier can. ] : ■ ' 

and got it out somehow— “1 

nev-ah twry to wremember things - 7 ' ’ 7 I <7 -‘V 

the wwrong way wround.” / *1 • fi>r^ 

A roar of laughter greeted this 
sally. They all knew he meant 

“anticipate,” but they all lo7ed y/J 

their Emilt far too well to set 

“ Ton my soul,” he continued, 

“ it ’s quite twrue. You fellows 'A 

may wroawr wiv laughtewr if ‘ . i| | 

you ^e, but^ it ’s ^twrue, and | | 

^ There was another ' explosion | 
of what Emilt would have . 
called “ mewrwnnmnt,” at thm, 

most humor^s ^efforts.^ ^ A 
somewhat protracted silence fol- ’ 

lowed. Footles, however, took it in both hands, and broke it 
with no greater emotion than he would have shown if he had been 
called upon to charge a whole squadron of Leicestershire BuMnches, 
or to command a Lord Mayor’s escort on the 9th of November. 
Dear old Footles ! He wasn’t clever, no Purple Dragoon could be, 
but he wasn’t the biggest fool in the Service, like Emilt, and aU 
the rest of them. Still he loved another’s. 

In fact, whenever a Purple Dragoon fell in love, the object of his 
afEections immediately pretended to love someone else. Hard lines, 
but soldiers were born to suffer. It is so easy, so true, so usual to 
say, “tiiere’s another day to-morrow,” but that never helped even 
a Purple Dragoon to worry through to-day any the quicker. Poor, 
brave, noble, drawling, manly, pipe-smoking fellows I On this 
particular occasion Footles uttered only one word. It was short, 
and began with the fourth letter of the alphabet. But he inay be 
pardoned, for some of the. glowing embers from his magnificent 
briar-wood pipe had dropped on to his regulation overalls. The 
result was painful— to Footles. All the^ others laughed as well as 
they could, with clays, meerschaums, briars, and asbestos pipes in 
their mouths. And through the thick cloud of scented smoke the 
mess- waiter came into the room, bearing in his hand a large registered 
letter, and coughing violently. 

Chaioser II. 

« The mouse ran up the clock.”— iVwyatfry Bhyme. 

The waiter advanced slowly to Footles, and handed him the 
letter. Footles took it meditatively, and turned it over in both 
hands. The post-marks were illegible, and the envelope much 
crumpled. “Never mind,” thought Footles, to himself, “it 
dry straij^ht— it will dry straight.’’ He always thought this twice, 
because it was one of his favourite phrases. At last he decided to I 


open it. As he broke the seal a little cry was heard, and suddenly, 
before even Emilt had had time to say “ I nev-ah ! ” a charming 
and beautifully dressed girl, of about fifteen summers, sprang lightly 
from the packet on to the mess-room fioor, and kissed her pretty 
little hand to the astonished Dragoons. 

“ You’re Footles,” she said, skipping up to the thunder-stricken 
owner of the name. “ I know you very well. I ’m going^ to he 
your daughter, and you ’re going to marry my mother. Oh, it ’s all 
right,” she continued, as she observed Footles press his right hand 
convulsively to the precise spot on his gorgeous mess-waistcoat 
under wbioh he imagined his heart to be situated, “it’s all right. 
Pa’s going to be comfortably killed, and put out of the way, and 
then you’ll marry darling Mamma. She’ll be a thousand times 
more beautiful at thirty-three than she was at twenty-two, and 
ever so much more lovely at fifty-five than at thirty-three. So it ’s 
a good bargain, isn’t it, Em ? ” This to Emilt, who appeared con- 


“ everything is bound to come out right. I ’ve settled it all ’’—this 
with a triumphant look on her baby-face— “ with the author; such 
a splendid writer, none of your twaddling women-scribhlers, but a 
real man, and a great friend of mine. I ’m to marry yon, Em. 
You don’t know it, because you once loved Naomi, who ‘ mawrwried 
the Wrevewrend Solomoh at this point most of the Purple 
Dragoons were rude enough to yawn openly. She ptid no attention 
to them — “and now you love Olive, hut she loves Pa rk a ce, and he 

^ doesn’t love her, so she has got 

_ ' I to marry Parkoss, whom she 

I !', doesn’t love. Their initials are 
^ ' '*1 the same, and everybody knows 

I ’• I . M ' ; their caligraphy is exactly alike,” 

— rr— i she went on wearily, “so that’s 
. I £^-^1 . i ■ . I how the mistake arose. It’s a bit 

I ■ !,' \ ' far-fetched, hut,” and her arch 

. i ’ ' | ■ : smile as she said this would have 

. ■ ' ' j melted a harder heart than 

^ I I ■■ ^ Captain Emilt’ s, “we mustn’t be 

' particular in a soldier’s tale, 

^ concluded her remarks 

■ ‘ the door opened, and Colonel 

r Purser entered the room. 






Pat a cake, pat a cake, baker^s^^r 

,1; I inches round the waist, ev^ 

^ ! was, therefore, a host in himself. 

\ He gasped, and turned red, but, 

— tri- 1 ^ jga,l soldier, at once grasped 

the situation. The Colonel was powerful, and the situation, in spite 
of all my pains, was not a strong one. The struggle was short. ^ 
“Pardon me,” said the Colonel, when he had recovered his wind, 
“is your name Migkon?” , . , , i 

“ Yes,” she replied, as the tears brimmed over in her lovely eyes, 
“it is. I am a simple soldier’s child, but, oh, I can run so beauti- 
fully — through ever so many volumes, and lots of editions. In fact, 
she added, confidentially, “ I don’t see why I should stop at do 
yon ? Emilt must marry me. He can’t marry Olivb, because Dame 
Nature put in her eyes with a dirty finger. Ugh! I’ve got 
blue eyes.” 

“But,” retorted the Colonel, quickly, “ shall you never quanel ? ” 
“Oh yes,” answered Migkok, “there will come a nit in the 
hitherto perfect lute of our friendship (the rift’s iia-me will be 
Darket), but we shall manage to bridge it over- at least Tom Hum 
Summer says so.” Here Emilt broke in. He could stand it no 
longer, “Dash it, you know, this is wewry extwrao^dinawry, 
wewry extwraowrdmawry indeed,” be obsemd; You wre a 
most wremawrkable young woman, you know.” , . , , - - 

A shout of laughter followed this remark, and in the fog of 
tohaceo-smoke Colonel Purser could he dimly seen draining a 
magnum of champagne. ^ 

Chapter IY. 

“Hey diddle, diddle.”— and Bomcmes, 

EvERTTHUSTG fell out exactly as Migkok prophesied. But if you 
think that you ’ve come to the end of Migkojst, I can 
very much astray, or as Emilt, with his smooth alky voice, and 
Ids smoother silver manners, would have said, You wre wewry 
much astwray.” See my next dozen stories. 

THE END. (Pro tern.) 
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Ant— “ Wait 

Thebe ’s a good time coming, friends, 

That £ood is dewing stronger ; 

The reigning mode in failure ends, 

Wait a little longer I 

Fashion w ever on the wing. 

Arch-enemy of Beauty. 

Now, when we get a first-rate thing, 

To stick to it^s our duty. 

But no, the whirling wheel must whirl, 
The 2 ig-zag go zig-zagging; 

The wig to-day must crisply curl, 

That yesterday was bagging. 

But good things do come bock agen,” 

For banishment but stronger 

{With bonnets or with Grand Old Men), 
Wait a little longer 1 


a little lonfferJ** 

From Eighty unto Eighty-Five 
These collars were the rage, friends ; 
Didn’t we keep the game alive, 

In spite of creeping age, friends ? 

But oh, that homd Eighty-Six I 
They deemed me fairly settled, 

As though just ferried o'er the Styx, 
But I was tougher mettled, 

I knew the fashion would return 
For just this size of collar. 

(And that ’s a lesson they ’ll soon learn, 
You bet your bottom dollar ) 

Bless you, I'm “popping up again,” 
For four years' fighting stronger. 
Once more I 'm here to fire the train— 
Wait a little longer I 


I 've told you all about Baxfoub, 

And his black Irish scandals ; 
(With side-lights upon days of yore, 
My bachelor life, and candles.) 

I 've touched on Disestablishment 
(I trust you’ll not say thinly), 

On Eight Hours Bills a speech I ’ve 
spent. 

And scarified M‘Einlet. 

And now, to wind up, I ’ll explain 
My favourite views on Fashion : 
Big Collars will come hack again ! I J 
'Twill raise the Tories’ passion* 
But, with these Collars, this Um- 
brella, 

I 'd face them, though thrice 
stronger ! 

Friends— trust once more your Grand 
Old FeUa, 

And— wait a leetle longer ! 


A BOOTHIFUL IDEA ! 

JxrsT finished my article on “Ante- 
diluvian Archaeology in its relation 
to Genesis and the Iliad,” and now 
ail that remains to do is to carry the 
rest of my books! down to the new 
library, make catalogue, consider 
subjects for five more speeches, write 
thirty-six letters and postcards, and 
polish ofi the ten last clauses of the 
Home-Rule Bill. This idleness is 
oppressive. Hot used to it. What 
shall I do ? 

Piles of correspondence by morning 
post I What can this be about ? Ah I 
1 remember now I Nineteenth Cen^ 
tury just out, of course. Glad I 
thought of starting “ Society of Uni- 
versal Beneficence.” Will^ keep me 
going after excitement of Midlothian. 
Wonder how many people will “ bind 
themselves to give away a fixed pro- 
portion of their income,” — also what 
The proportion will be, if they do. 
Don’t know if I should have thought 
of it, if it hadn't been for General 
Booth's book. Remarkable person, 
the General. Perhaps he’d order 
his Army to vote solid for Home 
Rule, if I offered him a place in my 
next Cabinet P Must sound him on 
the subject. Salvationists quite a 
power now. Can't cut Field-Marshal 
Yon Booth ur> in a Magazine, so 
must cut him out instead ! 

I Ha ! Letter from Labouchebe, of 
I all people. H— m ! Says he 's “ glad 


“What js Fashion? ‘Ajteb a Fashion has been Discarded — if you have only Patience 

TO WAIT LONG ENOUGH — YOU WILL FIND YOU WILL GET BACK TO IT.' LoOK AT MY COLLARS ! — ^AND 
Umbrella 1 1 " (jSce Mr^ Gladsto7ie*s Speech duri/iig the recerJt Midlothian Campaign,) 


to see 1 've started Universal Bene- 
ficence Society. Thought of doing 
so himself once.” Congratulates me 
ott turning my attention to “ Social 
Reform.” Says he thinks it’s an 
“Ecclesent idea,”— -he must mean 
“ Excellent,” surely ! 

“ Inquirer (post-mark, Hatfield, 

Curious circumstance, rather) — writes 
to ask for details of the Society. 
“Prefers at present to remain anony- 
mous,” but an answer sent to “8., 
Hatfield House,” will always find I 
him! Meanwhile, encloses postal I 
order for one pound ten shillings a 
“fixed proportion of his income,” 
as he sees that I've “offered to 
make myself the careful recipient 
of any assents,” by which he sup- 
poses that I mean cash. A little 
embarrassing I 

Take stroll in Park to collect my 
thoughts. Find two leading Belfast 
liuen-mercbants busily gathering up 
sawdust, &o., round tree I felled 
yesterday. They explain that they ' ve 
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been ‘‘mnch interested in my novel idea of converting chips of 
wood into best cambric pooket«handkerchiefa,’* and thmk that it 
beats Q-eneral Booth’s notion of making children’s toys out of old 
sardine-tins hollow. I shonld rather think it did! Still, have to 
co^ess that I ’m not ready at present to “ quote them my wholesale 
price for best oak-shavings delivered free on rail.” 

Telegram from — Chahberlatn ^ Says he sees the new Society’s 
one of “ universal” beneficence, and supposes it includes him! 
Quite a mistake ! Sends cheque for three pounds, and hopes I *11 
“ keep a strict account of aU sums received, and issue a report and 
balance-sheet shortly.” Really, very injudicious of me to use word 
“ universal ” ! Ought to have ^rpressly excluded Liberal-Unionists 
(so-called), from my plan. That’s where Q-eneral Booth has 
advantage of me. JELe probably doesn’t exclude anybody that wants 
to send Jdm money. Perhaps, after all, he knows how to do this sort 
of thing bettor than I do. 

Wire to him, and hand him over the money I ’ve already received, 
also ask him to start a “ universally beneficent” branch of Salvation 
Army. Receive^ply, accepting my offer, in no time ! Q-eneral adds 
that he has a staff appointment in his Army waiting for me, and that 
he would like my good lady to become a Salvation Lass. Requires con- 
sideration and— hem — consultation I 


VOCES POPULI. 

AT THE PASTEL EXHIBITION. 

In the Ante-Rooh. 

A Niece^ Just one moment, Auntie, dear: do look and see what 
No. 295 is! 

Her Aunt {with a Catalogue’^ and a conscience). Two hundred 
and ninety-five ! Before we have even seen No. 1 r No, my dear, 
no. Let us take things in their proper order — or not at aU. (Per- 
ambulates the galleries for some minutes^ refraining religiously from 
looking at anything but the numbers.) Ah, here it is— Number One 1 
How, Ethel, I ’m ready to tell you anything you please I 

First Matter-of-Fact Person. Ah, here ’s another of the funny 
ones I [/a suddenly seized with depression. 

Second M.-of-F. P. Y— yes. (Examines it gloomily.) What’s 
it all about ? 

First M.-of-F. P. (blankly). Oh, well, it’s a Pastel— I don’t 
suppose it ’s meant to be about anything in particular, you know. 

The Conscientious Aunt (before No. 129). “ The Sprigged Frock^^ f 
Yes, that must be the one. 1 suppose those are meant for sprigs— 
but I can’t make out the pattern. She might have made her hair 
a little tidier— such a buw I eind I never ao think blue and green 
go well together, myself. 

\_They come to a portrait of a charming lady in grey, by 
Mr. Solomon. 

The Niece (with a sense of being on firm ground at last). Why, 
it ’s Ellen Tehey ! See if it isn't, Auntie. 

The C* A. (referring to Catalogue). 

“ The leayes of Memory seemed to 
Make a mournful rustling.” 

— that’s all it about it. 

The Niece (finding a certain vagueness in this as a description). 
Oh I But there are no leaves— unless it means the leaves in the book 
she ’s reading. Still I think it must be Ellen Teret ; don’t you ? 

The C. A. (cautiously). Well, my dear, I always think it’s as 
well not to be too positive about a portrait till you know who it was 
painted from. 

[PAe Matter-of-Fact" Persons have arrived at a Pastel repre- 
senting several green and yellow ladies seated undraped 
around a fountain, with fiddles suspended to the branches 
above. 

Second M.-of-F. P. Marigolds, that’s called. I don’t see 
any though. [ With a sense of being imposed upon. 

First M.-of-F. P. I think J do— yes, those orange spots in the 
green. They ’re meant for Marigolds, but there aren’t very many 
of them, are there P And why should they all be sitting on the 
grass like that P Enough to give them their deaths of cold I 

Second M.-of-F. P. I expect they’ve been bathing. 

First M.-of-F. P. They couldn’t all bathe in that fountain, and 
then what do you make of their bringing out their violins P 

[The other M.-of-F. Person making nothing of it, they pass on. 

An Irritable Philistine. Nonsense, Sir, you canH admire them, 
don’t toll me ! Do you mean to say you ever saw all those blues, 
and greens, and yellows, in Nature, Sic P 

His Companion. I mean to say that that is how Nature appears 
to an eye trained to see things in a true and not a merely con- 
ventional light. 

The I. P. Then all J can say is, that if things ever appeared to 
me as unconventionally as all that, I should go straight home and 
take a co^le of liver pills, Sir. I should ! 

First Frivolous Old Lady. Here ’s another of them, my dear. 



EASY FOR THE JUDGES. 


Geoffrey (to rejected Candidate for honours at the Dog Show). ** Niveb 
MIND, Smut 1 Wx ’ll have a Doo Show that shall be all Oats 
EXCEPT you, and THEN YOU ’LL HAVE IT ALL TOUE OWN WAY ! ” 


It’s no use, we’ve got to admire it, this is the'.kind of thing you 
and I must be educated up to in our old age ! 

Second F. 0. L. It makes me feel as if I was ou hoard a yacht, 
that’s all I know— just look at the perspective m that room, all 
slanted up! ' 

First F. 0. L. That’s your ignorance, my dear, it ’s' quite the 
right perspective for a Pastel, it’s our rooms that are all wrong — 
not these clever young genttemen. 

[They go abcmt chuckling and poking old ladylike fun at all the 
more eccentric Pastels, and continue to enjoy themselves 
immensely. 

First M.-of-F. P. (they have come to a Pastel depicting a young 
woman seated on the Crescent Moon, nursing an infant). H’m — very 
peculiar, I never saw Diana [represented with a before— did 
yeuf 

Second M.-of-F. P. No— (Aopc/w%)— hut perhaps it’s intended 
for somebody else. But it ’s not the place I ^ould choose to nurse 
an infant in. It doesn’t look safe, and it can’t be very comfortable, 

[ They go on into a smaller room, and come upon a sketch of a 
small child, with an immense red mouth, and no visible nose, 
eyes, or legs. 

First M.-of-F. P. Little Girl in Black ’’—what a very plain 
child, to he sure ! 

Second M.-of-F. P. What there is of it ; hut it looks to me as if 
the artist had spent so much time over the black that he forgot to put 
in the little girl— he ’s got her mouth, though. 

First M.-of-F. P. Well, if it was my child, I should insist upon 
having the poor little thing more finished than that — even if I had to 
pay extra for it. 

[A Superior Person has entered the West Gallery, accompanied 
by a Responsive Lady, who has already grasped the fact 
that a taste for Pastels is the sure sign of a superior nature. 

The JR. L. Isn’t that portrait quite wonderful ! Wouldn’t you 
take it for an oil-painting P 

The S. P. One might— without some experieno^whioh is just 
where it is so entirely wrong. A Pastel has no business to imitate 
the technique of any other medium. 
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I The JR. X. Oh, I think yoxi are so right. Because, after all, it is 
i only a Pastel, isn’t it ? and it oughtn’t to pretend to he anything else. 

1 [She looks reproachfully at the too ambitious Fastel,) And it isn’t 
I as if it was successful^ either— it won’t bear being looked into 
I at all closely. 

i The S, P. You should never look at a Pastel closely ; they are 
I meant to be seen from a distance. 

The P. Z. {brightly). Or else you miss the effect ? I quite see. 
Now, I like this --{indicating a vague and streaky little picture) — 
don’t you ? That ’s what I call a real Pastel. 

The 8, P. {screwing up his eyes), H’m ! Yes. Perhaps. Clever- 
ish. Suggestive, 

The R, L, {shocked). Oh, do you think so ? I don’t see anything 
of that kind in it— at least, I don’t think it can be intentional. 

The 8, P. The beauty of Art is to suggest, to give work for the 
imagination. 

The R, If, (recovering herself), I know so exactly what you mean 
—just as one makes all sorts of things out of the patches of damp on 
an old ceiling ? 

The 8, P, Hardly. I should define Damp as the product of 
Nature— not Art, 

The R, L, Oh, yes ; if you put it in that way, of course / I only 
meant it as an illustration— the two things are really as different as 
possible. {Changes the subject,) They don’t seem to mind what 
coloured paper they use for Pastels, do they ? 

The 8, P. (oracularly). It is — er — always advisable in Pastels to 
use a tone of paper to harmonise as nearly as possible with the par- 
ticular tone you — er— want. Because, you see, as the colour 
doesn’t always cover the whole of the paper, if the paper which 
shows through is different in tone, it— er 

The R, L, Won’t match ^ I see. How clever!' (She arrives at 
a highly eccentric composition^ and ventures upon an independent 
opinion,) Now I can’t say I care for there ’s so very little done 
to it. and what there is is so glaring and crude, don’t yon think ? 
I call it stupid. 

The 8, P, I was jnst abont to say that it is the cleverest thing in 
the Exhibition — from an artistic point of view. No special interest 
in it, but the scheme of colour very harmonious— and very decorative. 

The R, Z. Oh, isnH it? That’s just the right word for it— it is 
so decorative I and I do like the scheme of colour. Yes, it’s very 
clever. I quite feel that about it. ( With a gush,) It is so nice 
looking at pictures with somebody who has exactly the same tastes 
as oneself. And I always was fond of pastilles ! 

A Pavement Pastellisi {to a friend). Well, Jim, I duuno what you 
think, hnt I call it a shellin’ clean chucked away, I do. I come in 
yere,— bearin’ as all the suhjicks was done in chorks, same as I do 
my own — J. come in on the chance o’ pickin’ np a notion or two 
as might be nsefnl to me in my perfession. But, Lor, they ain’t got 
a ideer among ’em, that they ain’t I They ain’t took the measure 
of the popilar taste not by a nundred miles, they ’aren’t. Why, I 
ain’t seen a single thing as I ’d reckincile it to my conscience to 
perduoe before my public — there ain’t ’ardly a droring in the ’ole 
bloomin’ show as I’d be seen settin’ down beyind ! Put down some 
of these ’ere Pastellers to do a mouse a nibbling at a candle, or a 
battle in the Soudang, or a rat suiffia’ at a smashed hegg, and 
you ’d soon see they was no good I Precious few coppers ’ud fall 
into their ’ats, I ’ll go bail I [JSxit indignantly^ as Scene closes. 


EXCELLENT EXAMPLE. 

In a recent teial for Breach of Promise, a letter was read from 
Defendant saying that ‘ ‘ he must now get a monkey ; ” whereupon the 
‘‘learned TJnder-Sheriff,” as reported in the Daily Telegraphy ex- 
claimed, “ A Monkey I What the goodness does he mean ? ” Now, 
isn’t that better than saying, ‘‘What the deuce?” Of course, no 
dcmbt the learned Under-Shenff is snfiS.ciently learned to remember the 
old rhyme « jtigjg an old man of Domingo 

Who ’d a habit of swearing, ^ By Jingo ! ’ 

But a friend having c,ome 
Who suggested ‘ By Gum ! ’ 

He preferred it at once to * By Jingo V ” 

The goodness of the learned Hnder-^Sheriff is worthy of all praise, 
and of general imitation. 


Sweets to the Sweet.— It is stated that one of the features of 
the Lord Mayor’s Show this year is to he a Detachment of the Sur- 
jivors of the Balaclava Charge. This is an excellent idea, that may 
be ^veloped to almost any extent. Could we not have the Hero who. 
had read every Novel that has been pubHshed during the last six 
months; the Brave Man who has been to every Dramatic 
since January; and the Scorner of Death, who has existed during 
^entire season in the odours (sweet, or otherwise) of Xensington n nu 
TyburmaP^ The latter on the present occasion might immediately 
precede the Lord Matob Elect, for, by association of ideas, he would 
certainly serve as an excellent foil to Mr. Alderman Savory ! 



OPERATIC NOTES. 

Monday,— Rentree of Miss Magoie McIis-tybe, appropriately enough 
as Margherita, ‘ ‘ She ’s Macintyrely first-rate, says our Uasijoxiug 
mau, on being caught napping after the Opera, 
and interviewed on the spot, “but can’t say much 
for the rest,”— except the rest he took himself. 

Tuesday, — Our blase young man went to this, 
but as we only saw him for a moment passing in 
a cab, when he looked out, and bade us a “ Good 
night,” we can only suppose that it was “ a good 
night” at the Opera. He writes to say that the 
performance of The Huguenots was excellent, 
Giulia Eavogii being specially good, but the 
draughts too strong. What draughts f 

Wednesday, — La Gioconda, A good perform- 
ance all round. But the night specially memor- 
able as being the first appearance of Miss Grace 
Damiait on the stage of the Royal Italian Opera 
anywhere. It is a good omen for her that she 
appeared in Signor Ponchielli’s Opera, the com- 
Our hoff to i)emg a distant connection of the great 

theHopera, ancient Italian family of the PoNdurELU, of 
which Mr, Punch is now the' chief universal representative. It 
is a remarkable fact, too, showing the strong force of canine attach- 
ment, which centuries cannot obliterate, that the Libretto of La 
Gioconda i set to music by Signor Ponchiblli (the “h” came in 

when the genuine liquid “n” was 
dropped) was written by Tobia 
Gorrio. That an Opera, written by 
Tobia, or Toby, and com- 
posed by ' PuKcmELLo, 
should possess all the ele- 
ments of success, goes with- 
out saying. We welcome 
Signor Galassi (a sportmg 
title, reminding us of Gay 
Lass), with Maria Peri (who must 
appear in II Paradiso), and Giulia 
Ravogli. Her Grace of Damiamt 
made a most successful dibut as La 
Cieca, and was cheered to the echo. 
Thank Heaven, there isn’t an echo in 
Covent Garden— but, i£ there had 
been. Echo would have repeated hos- 
pitably the “good cheer” a dozen 
times, as she does somewhere about 
Killarney. Signor Lago stars “ Her 
Majesty the Queeh ” at the head of 
^ T n- i* V his bill, but it is only to say that Her 

Miss Damiau as La Cieca feeling Gracious Majesty has been graciously 
ner way. .pleased to honour him by subscribing 

for the Royal Box during the present season, which is, in effect, 
saying that he has let the best box in the house for a Sovereign ! 

Thursday Hight, — Albani as the unhappy Traviata, Big and 
enthusiastic House. Signor Padilla, as the Elder Germont, excel- 
lent, and just contrived most gracefully to refuse the honour of 
an encore for his ‘ ‘ Di Provenzaj^ Since Roi^cohi, it is difficult to call 
to mind an artist equal histrionically to Signor Padilla, who is so 
grave and impressive as that utter bore, “the Elder Germontj"* so gay 
and eccentric as Figaro, and so dashing and reckless as the unscru- 
pulous Don Giovanni, That milksop, Germont Junior, known as 
Alfredo, was adequately played by Signor GiAinsriNi, whose name, 
were it spelt Gia-“ irarmr,” would partly describe the character he 
represented. ^ 

Friday uNight, — Our blase young man writes to say, * ‘ I am 
suffering from effects of draughts at Opera. Think it must be some 
Operatic air which has given me cold. It ’s a gruel case for yours 
truly.” 

Saturday Night, — Occasion described as “ popular ; ” and, conse- 
quently, II Trovatore announced. A little old-fashioned, but what 
of that? Yerdi just the composer “to keep your memory green.” 
Alas I cold once more to the front. The blase one “ still off duty, so 
no reliable report to hand.” No donbt everything passed off plea- 
santly. Manrico obviously, when on the stage, more of a man than 
Germont Junior. The standing line has been, large audience much 
pleased with the entertainment.” Altogether a successful week. 



Mem. por Yisitors to Lohdoh.— Don’t forget to look in at the 
bird-pictures of Stacey Marks, R.A. Stay, see Marks/ See 
Marks I They are land-marks in the history of Modern Art. 


Mr. Punch’s Prize Novels.— No. YL, “ Thrums on the Auld 
String next week. 
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TO ENGBLBEEG AND BACK. OUR BOOKING-OFFICE.’ 

Bdng a fm Nates taken en route in search of a Peofed Ou/re, Weem, Gaednee, Daeton & Co. publish, a very good sdectioa of 

» Give him another month here, and he’U he giving yon aU the 
liD. and walkine bank to Calais on foot.” To5n? JiEEXMAir is ®T?F 


liaYingj a row oa the lake, all by himself. Not that this is a very 
prodigions aquatic feat, seeing that three or four good strokes 
either way take yon either into the bank, or on to the heels or tails 
of a couple of very ill-tempered and irascible swans, who appear 
to think, and with some reason, that there’s not too much water- 
way as it is, and resent the intrusion of the Iboat on their domain 
as a ^iculous -superfluity; However, the effort is one that the 
Dilapidated One would not have ventured on at his arrival a month 
since, and as our time is up, and we are starting on our return 
journey home in about half-an-hour’s time, we hail it as an indica- 
tion that if he has not quite obtained tke Perfect Cure, t^t his 
medical man promised him, as the result of a trip to this delightful 
spot, he is certainly not far off it. 

But the best things must come to an end, and so we And ourselves 
at length, with much regret, taking our farewell of that excellent 
and capitally-conducted “ Perfect Kurhaus” the H6tel TitHs. And 
this reminds me, that in justice to that establishment, I ought In 
state that some comments I made last week on G-erman feedmg in 


which is hard to do some- 
times. Gregory of the 
JForetop, Aohot^s CleevOy 
^ and Going for a Soldiery 
are three books containing 
y V- several stories suitable to 
more grown-up young 
people,— so the sooner they 
grow up the better for the 
sale of the books. They 
are all edited by J. Ebskine 
Clabke, M.A. 

Pbbberick Wabne & Co. 
give us Young ^glandh 
j^ure&ry Tales^ illustrated 
by CoNSTAN^CE Haslbwood. 
Noahh Arhy by DabiiEV 
^ Dale, which is not the Ark 


of the nursery, but a story of the Norfolk Broads. Perhaps 
Hotel Titus, "^oh, served m a lofty and well-ventnated salony “jq-orfolk Broads” would have suggested stories that could wo^ be 
lighted by eleotocity, to foui hundxed pMple daily, a oapi^y weU- ^ drawing-room. As to SiU eibout Horses for Every Bay, 
appomted meal, IS one of Ae noteble features of the place.. The selected and illustrated by S. TuENEE.-well, what would horses be 
smoke-sMed children of the Fatherland, who shut every Wow .^thout “bitsP” These are not tit-bits. Might do for a Bridle 
Jhey come across when theyget a chmoe, though they wo^d dearly 2oc« of a Lady, hy Miss AiraiE Thomas, otherwise Sirs, 

like to, cannot carry their tnoks on here, ^i^times, but not veiy Beitoee Ctjuxie, like most of this .authoress’s novels, is full of 
often, they raEy m force, and render the ‘‘Orosser GeeellseMfts interest. It is in the regtdaiion three volumes, but appears as if it 
SaaP a sort of Tophet to the ordmary Bnton : hut the ‘‘Spetee had wished to be in two, and would have been had not large type 
Saal, where smetongis vwhoten, is Imppily beyond their ream, insisted npon the addition of a third tome. The love of alady is 
But the honr of departoe has come, .md qmtog hw comfortable transferred, during the conrse of the story, from an artist, who 
MtahbWent with much regret, we bid gopd-hye tothe conrteons appears in the last chapter “in threadbare clothes, with broken, 
Herr C^Atra, and W a. oral* of *6 whip we.are off, dashing p|fehed boots on his feet” (not on his hands, Uen entendu), to a 
down the valley, md leavmg Engelberg up on its heights as a f«.^eU-tailored” novelist. As the lady to whom ^‘theloye” originally 
pleasant toam bemud US. . „ . , „ . , belonged was “ a popular illustrator,” it was only natural that the 

7 Engelberg ? There is, foremost,^ar exeeU gT^estion of appearances should play an important part in deter- 

ZewcMAcfeatureot the plae^the H6tel ^ths ; thence Monastery, ultimate destination. 

with the Breth^n of ike BeU-rope ; and^Acgteeet. T^s is unique. Outraim: Tristram is never so much in his element! as 

Set out mth e. Chalet here, a Swiss Femxon there, a Chapel perched }ie revels in gore and guilt. In Zocustay in one bulky volume, 
up on a little hill p one side, and a neallv new-made farmhouse ^^^s of “ the crime” and “ the chastisement.” The first is asso- 
stuck up on the other, with cattle (not omitting their itoiner-l^ils) with “ a house with curtained windows,” “ an Italian swords- 

dotted about “entombed,” and “a maimed lion,” and the second is 

developed ‘in chapters headed, “The Hunter lets fly a Poisoned 

A Shaft.” “The Silver Dish of Tarts,” “The First Victim Falls,” 

1^\ m greenmeadows pieadful Accuser,” and last, but not least, “ The Vengeance is 

A ^ creep up Orowned.” As the story begins in 1612, and ends with the words, 
'\' . i “Henry, Prince of "Wales, art thou not avenged?” it will he seen, 

\\\ " pp\®* that Mr. W. Outram Tristram has seized this opportunity to plea- 

i I ™ H n' y^oods stretch- gantly illustrate an incident from Enghsh history. 

v My faithful “ Co.” has been revelling in the Land of Fancy. He 

j j expresses delight at two books called respectively, Dreams hy 
Ih^ i .nigged Firesides and Fnglisk Fairy Tales. The first is supposed 

l to have been written before Paris in 1870-71 by a German soldier 

1 [ • ' ■ ^ " V who bad turned his thoughts to his home and cmldren in the far-off 

! I I ~ - — -^£= zr-^ - w',m p tower m every fatherland. The second deals with British folk-lore, and is racy of 

= : ^ _ direction Both works are fullof capital iUustrations. He has, moreover, 

I I above, you get Went for a Soldiery the Wynter Annual of John Strange 

J ‘ thoroughly of that ilk. But what bad the soldier done, that “he” should “ go 

- •• ' + for Mm”? The answer to this conundrum will he ascertained on 

Putting Up for the Vinter. th e wh o 1 s ^>7 J- SEEEET,.i8 also a 

une wnoie ^nlnirta fLo-f TO-nnira Tifimajl.l- TVlA TjATITT Pnftt Tm.s tUTTIAn blS leiSUTfi 




PuttingDpforthe Winter. ru%"""^i,oTe readmg the book. X^/uUheU JS^etSy by J. Ashby »ierry, is also a 

1 * Av -LA I £ j. A 4 . Jt AT, volume that repays perusal. The Lazy Poet has turned ms leisure 

place IS RotW but a box of toys, set cmt for the season (prohaMy aocount-the stories he tells are exceUent. 

by the Monks), who, you feel convinced, are only waiting for the gad the delightfully original in Wonderland, and Through 
departoe of the last visitor, to get out the box, and careMly pack Looking- mass y_ne'^er been written, I doubt much if we should 

away Chalety and Fension, Chapel and peasant for gie wmter have seen Maggie in Mythica, hy F. B. Doveton, who 
months, with aWew to keepmg them fresh for production m the announces it apologetically, as ^*Ms first ’’—perhaps it maybe Ms 
eaHy summer of next ^eax. ^ i ita w- ^ “unique” faiiy story, -and he adds, that he has “kept out of 

However, whatever its fate, Engdberg is toft behind us,^d we track as far as possible.” “ As far as possible^^ is good, 

find ourselves tearing down the Practice Jo^g Engmeep’ Road at f^, tliere an example of the “smcerest flattery” 

a break-neckpace, and hurrying on to Calais, once more to our t^an in tMs undeniable imitation of Alice in Wonderland. Some 
places on our steady old foend, the Calats-Douvres, that helps to the illustrations, by J. Harrington Wilsoit, are not quite as 
deposit us finaRy at Charing Cross, where we are bound to admit the text, while the best of them only serve to heighten our 

ttiattheair, whatever it IS, is emphatically wo^ihe air M Engelberg. appreciation of ^‘Our” Mr. Thnnibl’s pictures in Alice, and its 
But everybody who has seen ]^, says the Dilapidated One has come companion volume. But the very title, Maggie in Mythica, recaUs 
back “ toee the man he was.” So we must take it that our journey g^t once Alice in Wonderland, but tbe lovers of Alice, who bemg 
has not been m vain. attracted by tMs title may purchase tMs book under to impression 

that “it is the same concern,” will soon find out their mistake, 

AnninoNAL Title.— Sir Edwin Arnold, after Ms brilliant though it may perhaps amuse a veiy much younger generation who 
letters in to D. T.,. worthy of The Light ^ the World, will he know not Alice, if such a generation exist, w^Mob muoMy we beg 


letters in to D^ T., worthy of The Light ^ the World, 
remembered in Japan as a “ first-rate sort of Jap.” 


to doubt. 


Baron db Book-Worms' & Co. 




THE REAL GRIEYANCE OEEICE. 

[Befcfre Mr, CorrmissioneT Punch,) 

A.n O^cer of Volunteers introduced, 

Commmioner. "Well, what can I do for you, Captain P 
Qffiew of Volar^t. Hnah, Sir! If yon were heard to rire me 
would be tbe cause of coyeriny me with 

Ridicule ! Are you not a Captain ? 

Off, CertaMy, Sir. I hold Her Majesty’s Commission, and am 
STiPPOs^ to be one of the defenders of the country. 

The Com, Then why should you not be credited with the rank to 
wnicn you are entitled r 

2?* ^ only a Captain of Volunteers, 

VolmtM^* surely the British Army is composed entirely of 

no national boast, Sir. But then, you see, I receive 


V X T axi XUV IClBUrO 18 OeYOTiea TO 1116 

pwf Mrira ^ perhaps, be permitted to call my supplementary 

tAc Com, "What are your duties P 

Off, -A^ost tcK) -numerous to enumerate. Before I received mv 
^n^ssio^I had to undertake to make myself proficient in every- 

^ ^ ^as appointed T& 

®fi^^e)»^e,t one of the Schools of Instruction. 

tft ^ suppose that you have become duly qualified 

to ^mm^d_ a company — what next ? ^ 

a«i reaohM this point, I find mvself called upon to work 

I have Ct SS 

I?5SS w oattdion IS camping out, or taking part in manceuvreiS 
matters connected with the Commissariarbut 
position is exactly analogous to my 
brother officers in other branches of the auEEx’s Service. I ^vefo 

of^A and perfom the duties, at stated intervaJjL 

of the Orderly Boom, Besides this, I have to s^ Ihat^e^ pS 


is well attended by the men of my company. This entails, as you 
may imagine, time and trouble, 

, ® Com. I take it that it is less difficult to command 
v olunteers than Regulars ? 

Q^» m a matter of opinion. If a Volunteer officer can bring 
TO bear bis^ social position (for instance, should his men be bis 
tenants, or in Jus employment), he may find the task of command 
an easy ono. But should the battalion to which he belongs be 
composed of that large class of persons who consider “one m nn 
as good -as m 9 ther, and better,’^ no little tact is required in 
keeping up discipline. Besides this, he starts at a disadvantage, 
hvery retirement from the regiment means the loss of an earner of 
tne capitation grant ; and as the maintenance of a Volunteer corps 
18 an exceedingly expensive matter, a “free and independent 
pnvatse feels that if he withdraws, or is forced to withdraw, his 
ofimers we practically the pecuniary sufferers of the proceeding. 

The Com, Am I to understand then that the cost of a battalion 
lails upon the commissioned rank ? 

Off. A^ost entirely. The officers have generally to pay a heavy 
entrance fee, and subscription, and must, if they wish to be popular, 

I opntnbute largely to "pnze funds, entertainments, and the cost of 

mwctog out. Besides these charges they have to be particularly 
hospitable or benevolent (either word will do) to the companies to 
which they speciaRy belonv. 

The Com, WeU, oertaiifly, it seems that an Officer of Volunteers 
has^many responsibilities— what are his privileges ? 


wuijs. nuu no pay, piay, 

OT aoy^gr ebe. This very week a meeting is being held at the 
iwyal Umted Semoe LutitatLon, to consider what can be done to 
advmoe the mterests of the offioers-another word for the interests 
Of the whole force. 

Com. You have my sympathy, and if I can help you 

Off, Hot wiotoer word, Sir. The good services of Mr, Punch 
for the last thirty years are appreciated by all of us, and we know 
we can rely upon him as confidently in the future as we have done 
with good reason m the past. [The Witness then retired. 
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HOW IT'S DONE. 

{A MandhooTc to Honesty,) 

iN’o. lY.— T he Q-eand Old 
(Jobbing) Oabdeneb. 

Scene— jJAfi Garden of a modest 
Suburban Villa, Presenty 
Simple Citizen, with budding 
horticultural ambitions^ and 
Jobbing G-ardener, “ highly re-- 
commended ” for shill and low 
charges. The latter is a grizzled 
personage^ very bowed as to 
bach^yand baggy as to breeches, 
but in his manner combining 
oracular^ knowingness and 
deferential plausibility in a 
remarkable degree. 

Simple Citizen. You see Smttg- 
GINS, things are a little bit in 
the rough here, at present. 

Grand Old Gardener, Ah, you 
may well say that, Sir! Bin 
allowed to run to rack and ruin, 
this here pooty bit o’ garding 
has. Want a lot o’ clearing, 
scurryfonging, and topping and 
lopping afore it’ll look any think 
like. But it’s got the making 
of a^puffeck parrydise in it, a 
puffeok parrydise it has— toiYA 








FANCY SKETCH FOR NOVEMBER 6. 

Magistrate letting off a Oraoeer with a Little Caution. 


myadwice. is neither pleasant nor profitable. 

S. C, Glad to hear you say so, Smuggins. Now what I propose 8. F. And all through that rascally ravaging Smuggins ? 

is 8, C. {furiously). The scoundrel! —the sleek, insinuating, 

G, 0, G, {faying a hor^ hand on S. C.’s coat-sleeve). If you’ll slaughtering scoundrel! He tore up my paths, he altered my beds, 
ascuse me, Sir, I ’ll jest give yer my ideas. It ’B save time. {Lays he mutilated my lawns, he stripped my trailers, he hacked my trees 


’ad the same idees at first, but 
when he comes to know me, he 
says, says he, Shuggins, you’re 
always right, he says. If you 
wos to run a reaping-machine 
through my horchids, or a trac- 
tion-engine over my turf, I should 
know as you wos a- doing of the 
right thing- m the long run! 
Oh, you leave it to me, Sir, and 
you won’t repent it. And— ahem 
— here’s my little haccouut, Sir, 
— hup to date. 

[^Presents dirty piece of blue 
papery giving scanty detailsy 
and a spanking total. Simple 
Citizen pays, and tries to look 
pleasant. 

SCEISTE HI. 

The Same, six months later. 

Present, Simple Citizen, and a 

Sympathetic Friend. 


^ Sympathetic Friend. Well, 
^ 'W'fl'Ste, Apple- 

{ ll'lii’ (jljl '111' Simple Citizen {purple). A 

^ waste! I should think it didy 
indeed! And to think of the 

R NOVEMBER 6. 

:er with a Little Caution. able, perhaps, but pleasant. Nowit 

is neither pleasant nor profitable. 

8. F. And all through that rascally ravaging Smuggins 

8. C. {furiously). The scoundrel ! —the sleek, insinuating. 


down artfully the Lines of a plan involving radical alteration of into hare hideousness, all to make work and money for himself and 
paths, and lawns, and beds, shifting of shrubs, cutting down of trees, his partner in iniquity, that nefarious “fiorist” friend of his. I 
rooting up of trailers, and what he calls “ topping arH loppirH ” to a was a greenhorn, Mumpson, a juggins, and I let them fool me to the 
tremendous extent,) Then, Sir, you’ll ’ave a hit o’ garding as ’ll top of my bent. He cut up tne shrubbery into those horrible flat 
he the pride o’ yer eye, and a tidy hit o’ profit into the bargain, or beds, in order that I might “ grow my hown wegerhles,” as he 
I don’t know my hizness. An’ I oughter too, seeing as I wos ’ed phrased it. He got money from me for the best and most expensive 
gardener to the Book of Fitz-Fuzz for close on twenty year, afore , “ ashleaf kidneys” and “Proosh- 


the rheumaticks took me like wot you see, 
8, C, Yes j but, Smuggins,^ all 
these alterations will run into 
time and— expense, I ’m afraid. 

, G, 0, G, {confidentially). You 
leave that to me, Sir ! The fust 
expense ’ll be the biggest, and a ' 
saving in the long run, take my 
word. And then you will ’ave a 
garding, you will, one as that ’ere 
muddled up hit o’ greenery nex 
door won’t be a patch on it, for 
all he’s so proud of it. {Gets 
Simple Citizen into his clutches, 
and works him to his will,) 


Hu-a-a-h ! ! ! 






Scene II. — The Same, six motiths 
later in the Season. 




8. C. {returning from a fort- i exorbitant bills, and then, 

night? s absence). What, Smuggots, ff ^ the day of detection was : 

still at it? And— eh— by Jove, ^ nent— disappeared. If ei 

what have you been up 'to ? Why catch sight of thatmulberr 

I hardly know the place again ! of his, I shall be tempted to 

^ G. 0. G, {complacently), I should *ope* not, Sir It is a bit 8. F, {so^hingly). Ah, yes, just so. But let ’s hope that ; 

difierent from when you last saw it, I flatter myself. Fact it is a never come^ross this partietUar Grand Old Gardener— or his 
garding, now. Then it wos a wildemidge ! . again. ( Waggishly,) By Jove, Appletabd, no wonder the 

8. C. Yes, hut Smuggins, hang it all, you’ve cut almost every went wrong, seeing that “ the first man ” was— a Gardener ! ! I 

hit of greenery away ! , 

G. 0, G, {contemptuously). Greenery ! ! I And who wants 

green&ryf Greenery am’t gardening, greenery ain’t not by chorks. Learned bx Art.— “ Beasts in Bond Street! ” Sheep i 
Any fool, even that cove nex door, can grow greenery ! Salfei! ” Messrs. Dowdeswblls have taken the wind out^ < 


, ‘ ‘ ashleaf kidneys ” and ‘ ‘ Proosh- 

Wk iau Blues,” then planted cheap re- 
f^se from a small greengrocer’s. 

** ashleaf kidneys” turned out 
(!§' ■ waxy marbles; my Prooshian 
1 'r\ Blues refused to pod ; I spent— or 

J Iv rather he received— pounds upon 

vinery and cucumber frames, 
grape-hunches went mouldy, 
and I never got a cucumber 
inches long. His 
friend, the fiorist,” did, no 
doubt. He stole my shrubs over- 
night, and sold ’em hack to me 
ilHHfWm morning. He bled my 

maidservants for ‘‘beer and 
filHPtJSf S ^ (^IP* ’baccy.” In fact, it was the same 

^ round ; he had, in every way, 
'IBr ruined my garden, run me up 
exorbitant bills, and then, when 
A ^®‘y detection was immi- 

nent— disappeared. If ever I 
catch sight of that mulberry nose ! 

of has, I shall be tempted to I 

8. F, {so^ingly). Ah, yes, just so. But let ’s hope that you ’ll I 
never come^ross tliis partiemar Grand Old Gardener— or his like — 
again. {Waggishly) By Jove, Appletabd, no wonder the world 


Learned bt Art.— “ Beasts in Bond Street! ” “ Sheep in the 
Salfei!” Messrs. Dowdeswblls have taken the wind out of the 


8, C. Yes, but Smuggins, I donH like my limes to look like sails of the Agricultural Hall, aud Mi. Denotan Adam has given us 
gouty posts, my branchy elms to show as bare as broom-sticks, and the opportxmity of seeing a snperh collection of Scottish Highland 


my frnit-trees to be trimmed into timber-screens ! 


Cattle. Mountain, meadow, moss and moor have all been laid under 

1 !i mi.' 1 XI 1 J! 


G. 0. G. {persuasively). No, Sir, cert’ny not. Fact is they’d contribution. The result is we can have the chance of studying these 
bin let grow wild so long that cutting on ’em freely back wos the A.TiiTTiii.lawi'hlinTif.'hfii'nff inssfid. and atarincr at them with- 


tossed, and staring atthemwith- 


only way "to save ’em. Jest wait till next year, Sir, and you ’ll see. out being gored. In the sam^aliery may he seen a series of pastels 
8, C. {doubtfully). Humph ! Looks beastly now, anyhow, ioid of Hampstead Heath, by Mr. Benrt Muhrman— a merman ought to 
you’ve altered all the paths, and nearly all the beds. I didn’t tell be a sea-painter by rights, hut no matter ! The poet has told us that, 

you 'Amsted aJn the place to ruralise on a summer’s day I ” The artist 

G. 0. G. {emphatically). No, Sir, you didn’t, you give me convinces us it is the place to “pastelise,” and he seems to have 
cart hlarnch, you did, and I’ve done my_ level best. The Dock pastel ised to the tune of forty piotiires very suoeessfally* , 




THE LORD MAYOR»S SHOW OF THE FUTURE. 

In conEequence of Augustus Dkubiolai«us becoming Sheriff, it is expected tliat additional lustre will be given to a :hiture Mayoralty by the leading Members of “ The Profession taking to Civic life. 
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PAES ABOUT 
PICTUEBS. 

Par oi — par Id J 
“ A good pax here, 
and a bad par there ; 
here a par, and there 
a par, and every- 
where a pax ! ” In- 
deed, as an Irishman 
would say, it is the 
Judgment of Pars. 

Let us look in at the 
Institute, and see the 
Painters So. He, and 
no doubt we shall be 
iley delighted. ^ We 
go on the pre- private 
view day. Not that 
we are parsimonious, 
but we prefer to see 
the pictures without 
being sorouged. 

“ The Release^^ is 
a puzzler. We have 
taken stock of Mr. 

Stoce’s picture, and 
fail to understand 
it. Is it Lulu or 
Zazel? There seems 
to have been an ex- 
plosion, and one per- 
son, lightly attired, 
is blown up; and 
another, more 
warmly clad, is 
blown down. They 
will both probably 
catch cold. Nothing 
hazy about Mr. 

Haxes’s pictures. 

On Ihe contrary, 
fresh and brilliant— 
notably, A Grey 
8uneetP If you are 
subject to maUde^ 
mer^ his seas will make you onais; 
has only two small pictures, ' 



^ARRY IN ST. PETERSBURQH. 

He tries to make a Droski-priver understand that he could have gone the same Distance in a Hansom 

FOR LESS Monet. 


The President, Sir Jambs Linton, 

leverly painted, but each may be 

described as a Httle'LiNTON ; so let us give him a little hint on the 
subject ; like Oliver Twist, we ask for more. “ Too Many 
by Burton Babrer— a Barber who knows how to dress hair. See the 
dogs’ coats. Miss Ethel Weight is not very far wrong in her pic- 
ture of a fair canotsU^ and Mr. W. L. Wyllee is both artful and 
■^y in his rendering of a “-4 Sou' Wester." **An Old Harbour 
in Sussex" gives distinct evidence that Lewis (C. J.) has been 
moved to the coast, and it seems to be a move in the right direction. 
In “ The Bed Canoe," Mr. Alfred Parsons delivers an eloquent 
sermon on the joys of life on the Thames. 

The Royal Society of British Artists have fewer pictures than 
usual at their new show. Quality better than common. Mr. E. 
Brangwin’s Funeral at Sea" is excellent. Mr. R. Machell’s 
Lakshmi" not easy to understand. It might be “ Lakshmi, or the 
Lost Bathing -dress.” She might certainly say, * ' I lacks my costume 
de bain" Durham " — good landscape by Mr. Tglesias. Mr. Nel- 

son Dawson in his ** Sunset Breeze" gives us real sea and good 
seamanship. In Trying it Over" Mr. Lomax has tried it over 

to some purpose, and has 


** PLEASE TO REMEMBER THE 
FIFTH OF NOVEMBER.” 



Hoisttd with his own Petar— Ouy Fawkes 
blown up. 


produced a successful little 
picture of an enthusiastic 
flautist. Mr. G*. F. Watts 
sends “Lord Tennyson" 
But why in ermine ? The 
Laureate is quite good 
enough for us without his 
Peer?s robes. What did 
Harry the Eighth eay 
coneeming Holbein? Any- 
thing more to see? Of 
course there is. But what 
is my text ? “ Pars about 
Pictures.” And so I pass 
about. I mustn’t linger, 
hut remain 

Yours par-tioulaxly, 
Old Par, 


GOLF VICTOR! 

Sir Golf and Sir Tennis are fighting like mad— 

Now Sir Tennis is blown, and Sir Golf ’s right above him, 
And his face has a look that is weary and sad, 

As he hastily turns to the ladies, who love him. 

But the racket falls from him, he totters, and swirls, 

As he hears them cry, “ Golf is the game for the girls I ” 

The girls crave for freedom, they cannot endure 
To be cramped up at Tennis in courts that are poky, 

And they’re all of them certainly, perfectly sure 
That they’ll never again touch “ that horrible Croquet,” 
Where it ’s quite on the cards that they play with Papa, 
And where ail that goes on is surveyed by Mamma. 

To Gk)lf on the downs for the whole of the day 
Is “ so awfully jolly,” they keep ou asserting, 

With a good-lookmg fellow to teach you the way^ 

And to fill np the time with some innocent fiirtmg. 

And it may be the maiden is wooed and is won, 

Ere the whole of the round is completed and done. 

Henceforward, then, Golf is the game for the fair— 

At home, and abroad, or in pastures Colonial, 

And the shouts of the ladies will quite fill the air 
For the Links that will turn into bonds Matrimonial, - 
A nd for husbands our daughters in future will seek 
With the powerful aid of the putter and cleek ! 


Correspondence Special. — Knoodel, of Knoodel Court, writes to 
us:— *‘Sir, — I have recently come across the name ‘bacteriologist.’ 
Is it a new name for a person who writes ill of another behind his 
hack ? If so, the best remedy for the mischief he causes is a criminal 
action.” [Our advice to Knoodel is, ‘ ‘ Consult a Solicitor.” — ^E d.] 

“ Carmen Up to Date at the Gaiety.” — ” Approbation of 
Miss Alma Stanley is praise indeed.” The correct quotation 
adapted d la fin du Siecle. 
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MR. PUNCHES PRIZE NOVELS. 

No. VI.— THRUMS ON THE AULB STRINO. 

{By J. Muir Kirrib, Author of A Door on Thumbs,'" EigU Bald 
Fiddlers” “ When a Man Sees Double” My Gentleman Meer~ 
schaum” <fec, 

[Witli this story came a glossary of Scotch expressions. We hare referred 
to it as we went along, and found everything quite intelligible. As, how- 
ever, we have no room to publish the glossary, we can only appeal to the 
indulgence of our readers. The story itself was written in a very clear, 
legible hand, and was enclosed in a wrapper labelled, “ Arcadia Mixture. 
Strength and Aroma combined. Sold in Six- shilling oases. Special terms 
for Southrons. Liberal allowance for returned empties.’^] 

- Chapter I. 

We were aU sitting on the pig-sty at T*kowhea.d’s Farm. A pig- 
sty is not, perhaps, a strictly eligible seat, hut there were special 
reasons, o‘f which you shall hear something later, for sitting on this 
particular pig-sty* 

The old sow was within, extended at full length. Occasionally 
she grunted approval of what was said, but, beyond that, she 
seemed to show but a faint interest in the proceedings. She had 
been a witness of similar gatherings for some years, and, to tell the 
truth, they had begun to bore her, but, on the whole, I am not pre- 
pared to deny that her ap- 
preciation was an intelligent 
one. Behind us was the 
brae. Ah, that brae ! Bo 
you remember how the child 
you once were sat in the 
brae, spinning the peerie, and 
hunkering at I-dree I-dree 
I droppit-it? Bo you i>e- 
member that ? Bo you even 
know what I meanP Life 
is like that. When we are 
children the bread is thick, 
and the butter is thin ; as 
we grow to be lads and 
lassies, the bread dwindles, 
and the butter increases; 
but the old men and women 
who totter about the com- 
monty, how shall they munch 
when their teeth are gone ? 

That ’s the question. I ’m 
a Bominie. What ! — no 
answer ? Q-o to the bottom 
of the class, all of you. 

Chapter II. 

As I said, we were all on 
the pig-sty. Of the habitues 
I scarcely need to speak to 
you, since you must know 
their names, even if you 
fail to pronounce them. But there was a stranger amongst us, 
a stranger who, it was said, had come from London, Yesterday 
when I went ben the house I found him sitting with Jess; to-day, 
he too, was sitting with us on the pig-sty. There were tales told 
about him, that he wrote for papers in London, and stuffed his 
vases and his pillows with money, but Tammas Haggart only 
shook his head at what he called “ such auld fowks’ yeppins,” and 
evidently didn’t believe a single word. Now T amm as, you must 
know, was our humorist. It was not without difB.culty that 
Tammas had attained to this position, and he was resolved to keep 
it. Possibly he scented in the stranger a rival humorist whom he 
would have to crush. At any rate, his greeting was not marked 
with the usual genial cordiality characteristic of Scotch weavers, 
and many were the anxious looks exchanged amongst us, as we 
watched the preparations for the impending conflict. 

Chapter III. 

After Tammas had finished boring half-a-dozen holes in the old 
sow wdth his sarcastic eye, he looked up, and addressed Hetory 
M cdXJMPHA. 

“ Hendry,” he said, ye ken I ’m a humorist, div ye no r ” 

Hendry scratched the old sow meditatively, before he answered. 

“On ay,” he said, at length. “.I’m no saying ’at ye’re no a 
humorist. I ken fine ye ’re a sarcesticist, but there ’s other humorists 
in the world, am thinkin.” 

This was scarcely what Tammis had expected. Hendry was 
usually one of his most devoted admirers. There was an awkward 
silence which made me feel uncomfortable. I am only a poor 
Bominie, but some of my happiest hours had been passed on the pig- 


sty. Were these merry meetings to come to an end PJ^Pete took up 
the talking. 

“ Hendry, my man,” he observed, as he helped himself out of 
Tammas’s snuff-mull, “ ye ’re ower kyow-owy. Ye ken humour ’s 
a thing ’at spouts out o’ its ain accord, an’ there’s no nae spouter in 
Thrums ’at can match wi’ Tammas.” 

He looked defiantly at Hendry, who was engaged in searching for 
coppers in his north-east-by-east-trouser pocket. T’nowhead said 
nothing, and Hookey was similarly occupied. At last, the stranger 
spoke. 

“ Centlemen,” he began, “may I say a word ? I may lay claim 
to some experience in the matter. I travel in humour, and generally 
manage to do a large business.” 

He looked round interrogatively. Tammas eyed him with one of 
his keen glances. Then he worked Ms mouth round and round to 
clear the course for a sarcasm. 

“So you’re the puir crittur,” said "the stone-breaker, “’at’s 
meanin’ to be a humorist.” 

TMs was the challenge. "We aU knew what it meant, and fixed 
our eyes on the stranger. 

“Certainly,” was his answer; “that is exactly my meaning. I 
trust I make myself plain. I ’m willing to meet any man at catch- 
weights, Now here,” he continued, “ are some of my samples. ^ This 
story about a house-boat, for instance, has been much appreciated. 
It ’s almost in the style of Mr. Jerome’s masterpiece ; or this screamer 

about my wife’s tobacco-pipe 

U'* 1 n \\\'\\ U\\ \\^\"v V ^ 1 9.nd the smoking mixture. 

\\\ “Observe,” he went on, 

holding the sample near to 
his mouth, “I can expand it 
to any extent. Puff, puff! 
Ah ! it has burst. No 
matter, these accidents some- 
times happen to the best 
regulated humorists. Now, 
just look at these,” he pro- 
duced half-a-dozen packets 
rapidly from his bundle. 
“Here we have a packet of 
sarcasm- equal to dynamite. 
I left it on the steps of the 
Savile Club, but it missed 
fire somehow. Then here are 
some particularly neat things 
in cheques. 1 use them 
myself to paper my bed- 
room. It ’s simpler and 
easier than cashing them, 
and besides,” adjusting his 
mouth to his sleeve, and 
laughing, “it’s quite kill- 
ing when you come to think 
of it in that way. Lastly, 
there ’s this banking-account 
sample, thoroughly suitable 
for journalists and children. 
You see how it’s done. I 
open it, you draw on it. Oh, you don’t want a drawing-master, any 
fellow can do it, and the point is iCnever varies. Now,” he con- 
cluded, aggressively, “what have you got to set against that, my 
friend?” 

VTe aU looked at Tammas. Hendry kicked the pail towards him, 
and he put Ms foot on it. Thus we knew that Hendry had 
returned to his ancient allegiance, and that the stranger would he 

crushed. Theu Tammas hegau 

Man, man, there ’s no nae doubt at ye lauch at havers, an’ there ’s 
mony ’at lauchs ’at your clipper -clapper, but they ’re no Thrums 
fowk, and they oanna’ lauch rieht. But we maun juist settle this 
matter. When we’re ta’en up wi’ the makkiu’ o’ humour, we’re 



_ Noothen,’ 

We aU knew this song of Tammas’s, A shout of laughter went 
up from the whole gathering. The stranger fell backwards into 
the sty a senseless mass. , ^ , 

“Man, man,” said Hookey to Tammas, as we walked home; 
“what a crittur ye are I What pit that in ymr heed ? ” 

“ Ifc juist took a grip o’ me,” replied Tammas, without moving a 
muscle; “it flashed upon me ’at he’d no stand that auld song. 
That ’s where the humour o’ it comes iu.” 

“ Ou, ay,”^ added Hendry, “ Thrums is the place for rale humour.” 
On the whole, I agree with him. 

Suggestive. — My Musical Experiences^ by Bettina Walker, 
will probably be fouowed by My Eye^ by Bettina Martin. 


rou jcoxxi 
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THE YOUNG SPARK AND THE OLD FLAME. 

/ / 



[“It is obyioTis that small tunnels for single Hnes, 
standard gauge, may be constructed 
Eome distance below the ground, and yet the atmo- 
^here of such tunnels be as pure as upon a rail- 

on the Qvty ^ Sonth London Bleetrio Gompamf,'\ 

“ Young Spark loquitur 

Tour am, my dear Madam! This way, 
down the lift, Ma»am I 
JJy 0 danger at all, no discomfort, no dirt ! 
Xon love Sweetness and Liglit? They are 
T^T^tX^h in my gift, Ma’am; ^ 

I U prove like a shot what I boldly assert. 
Dont heed your Old Flame, Ma’am, he ’s 
bitterly jealous, 

Ii3 natural, quite, with his nose out of 
1 mt ; 


if® * TOI-^ArM) THAT TTOTT OLD_roaBT LONG mSTOTOH 1 ” 

uia £ lame { asme ), “Flashy totjng Upstart 1 ” 

You just let him bluster and blow like old 
bellows, 

And try me instead— J will not disappoint ! 

OldFlamel? He’s a very fuliginous “Flame,” 

Ma’am ; 

I wonder, I ’m sure, how you ’ ve stood him 
so long ; 

He has choked you for years— ’tis a thun- 
dering shame, Ma’am I 
High time the Youug Spark put a term to 
his wrong. 

Just look at me ! Am I not trim, smart, and 
sparklmg, 

As clean as a pin, and as bright as a star ? 

Compare me with him, who stands scowling 

fl.nH HarlrlTnn. T p ® 


He’s ugly and huffy, and smoky, and stuffy. 
And pokey, and ohokey, and black as my 
hat. 

As wooer he’s doll, for his breath smells of 
snljphur ; 

Asphyxia incarnate, and horrid at that I 
xou cannot see beauty in one who’s so sooty, 
So dusty, and ^ngy, and dismal, and dark. 
Jle s leeble and footy; ’tis plainly your 
duty 

Flame, and take on 

the loung Spark. 

^ for lover, no doubt you discover, 

My dear Lady London, is not comme il 
faut ; 


™ Bbauua scowling faut; 
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He ’s jnst like old Pluto, PersepiLone’s prigger ; 

You ’ll follow Apollo the Younger -tkat’s me I 
He ’s sombre as Styz, and as black as a nigger* 

JSu lady-loye, Looton ! Bab ! Fiddle- de-dee! 

His murky monopoly, Madam, is ended. 

Ck)me down, my dear love, to my subterrene ball I 
I tbink you ’ll admit it is sparkling and splendid, 

As clean as a palace, not black as a pall. 

Electrical traction witb sheer stupefaction 
Strikes Steam, tbe old buffer, and spoils bis small game. 
You ’re off witb tbe old Love, so try tbe new bold Love, 
And let tbe Young Spark supersede tbe Old Flame. 

\_Carrie8 her off in triumphs 


PAHS ABOUT PICTURES. 

CiosB upon a hundred years ago, when George the 
Third was Elng, MEraozi. opened a saloon in tbe 
Strand, whereat various studies in Black and Blue 
might be enjoyed. To-day Mehdoza has a gallery in 
King Street, which is devoted to studies in Black and 
White. You may say, history repeats itself. Kotbing 
of tbe kind. Tbe gentleman of George the Third’s 
time devoted himself to tbe pugilistic art ; tbe gentle- 
man of tbe time of Yictoria. gives bis attention to 
graphic art, Tbe one was tbe patron of fists, tbe other 
of fingers— that makes all tbe difference. Mehdoza tbe 
Past, closed eyes — Mendoza tbe Present opens them, 
and, if you go to tbe St. James’s Gallery, you will find a 
pleasant collection of Eye Art— open to all peepers. It 
is true it may not be High Art, but you will find it, like 
Epps’s Cocoa, “ grateful and comforting.” 

Mr, McLean, who has bad an Art-snow in tbe Hay- 
market since the days of George the Third, or rather 
his ancestor bad, is “ quite up to time, and smiling,” 
witb bis present collection (your Old Par can’t help 
using tbe argot of tbe P.R. , and brings Cole, not to 
Newcastle, but to tbe Haymarket, in “ Bend in the 
Bivery near Maple Durham?^ He shows us tbe views of 
Burton Barber on “ Compulsory Bducationy^ also a 
wondrous picture of tbe “ Gate of the Great Mosque of 
JDamascuSy^ by Batjerneeind, “ A Venetian Brunettey^ 
by Fildes, and many other works that will well repay 
inspection, but of which there is no space for anything 
more to be said by yours par-entbetically, qj^ 


THE GENTLE ART (OE SNIGGLING). 

[“ Yboever walks beside tbe river (tbe Ettrick), will observe 
five or six or more men and boys, equipped witb gigantic 
wading-breecbes, busy in each pool. They are only armed with 
rods and flies, and thus have a false appearance of being fair 
fishers. . . . The truth is that the apparent sportsmen are snig- 
glers, not anglers. They drive the top part of their rods deep 
into the water, so as to rake the bottom, and then bring the 
hook out with a j'erk. Every now and then . . . one of the perse- 
cuted fishes ... is hauled out with short shrift .” — Daily Bews.'] 

Oh ! tbe world ’s very bad, and our hearts they are sore 
As we think of tbe errors and wrongs we have got to 
Endure uncomplaining, and oh I we deplore 
Tbe things people do, that they really ought not to ! 
Witb Courtesy dead, and witb Justice “ a-bed,” 

When tbe mention of Love only causes a giggle, — 

But we ’d manage to live and stiU bold up our bead. 
Were it not for tbe villain who ventures to sniggle. 

Witb bis rod and bis book see him carefully rake 
The bed of tbe river, and gallantly wading. 

Arrayed in bis breeches, endeavour to make 
Of genuine sport but a mere masquerading. 

You might think him a fool for bis trouble— but look I 
(And it ’s true, though at first it appears to be gammon) 
Witb a horrible jerk, as be puUs up bis book, 

Tbe sportsmanlike sniggler has landed a salmon! 

As a nation of sportsmen, it rouses our ire 
To bear of sport ruined by such a proceeding ; 

And to snigglers we earnestly wish and desire 
To give tbe advice they so sadl3r seem" needing. 

Let them think, as they work their inglorious plan, 

How old IzAAK must turn in bis grave and must 
wriggle; 

And may they in future all see if they can. 

By learning to angle, forget bow to sniggle I 



THE OKIOtst Fy 

lava . nat 




DISCOVERED On returning home that 
tbe Member for Sark bad not at 
all exaggerated tbe facts picturing 
“isaster to our onion-bed. This 
ortion of tbe garden bad been 
isappointing from tbe first. E arly 

r in the Spring, when hope beat 
high, and tbe young gardener’s 
fancy lightly turned to thoughts 
of large crops, Bare: and I were 
resting after a frugal luncheon, 
when Arpachshad suddenly ap- 
peared at tbe open window. I 
mew from bis beaming face that 
something was wrong. 

Perhaps I should explain that 
Arpachshad is our head gardener. 
We have no other, therefore be is 
tbe bead. Oat of the garden be is 
known as Peter Wallops. It was 
Sark who insisted upon calling 
him Arpachshad. Sark bad 
noticed that about tbe time of tbe 
Flood there was singular deUbe- 
ration in entering upon the mar- 
riage state. Matrimony did not seem to be thought of till a man bad turned 
tbe comer of a century. Shem, himself, for example, was fully a hundred 
before bis third son, Arpachsbdid, was bom. But Arpachsbcad was already a 
husband and a father at thirty-five. 

“That,” said Sark, “is a remarkable circumstance that has escaped the 
notice of tbe commentators. It indicates unusual forwardness of character and 




a habit of swift decision. We hear nothing more of Arpachshad, but we may 
be sure be made things move. Now what we want in this garden is a brisk man, 
a fellow always up to date, if not ahead of it. Let us encourage Wallops by 
calling biTn Arpachshad.” 

Wallops on^ being consulted said, be thought it ought to be a matter of 
another two shillings a- week in his wages ; to which I demurred, and it was 
finally compromised on tbe basis of a rise of a shilling a- week. As far as I have 
observed, Sark’s device, Hke many others be has put forward, has nothing in it. 
Wallops couldn’t be slower in going round than is Arpachshad. The only 
time be ever displays any animation is when be discovers some fresh disaster. 
When things are going well (which isn’t often) be is gloomy and apprehensive 
of an early change for tbe worse. When tbe worst comes ne positively beams 
over it. DiflSlcult to say whether be enjoys himself more in an over-wet season, 
or in one of drought. His special and ever-recurring joy is tbe discovery of 
some insect breaking out in a fresh place. He is always on tbe look-out for tbe 
Mottled Amber Moth, or tbe Frit-fly, or tbe Currant SoalCj or tbe Anple-bark 
Beetle, or tbe Mustard Beetle, — “ Black Jack,” as be famibarly calls lum. To 
see, as is not unfrequent, a promising apple-tree, cherry-tree, or damson-tree, 
fading under the attack oi tbe caterpillars of tbe Winter Moth, makes Arpach- 
shad a new man. His back unbends, bis wrinkles smooth out, tbe gleam of 
faded youth reillumines Ms countenance, and Ms eyes melt in softer glance. 

“ Tbe flies bev got at them bonions,” be said, on this Spring afternoon. “ I 
thought they would, and I reckon they’re done for. Ever seen a bonion-fly. Sir ? 
A nice, lively, busy-looking tMng ; pretty reddish-grey coat, witb a whitish 
face, and pale grey wings. About tMs time of tbe year it lays its eggs on tbe 
sheath of tbe onion-leaf, and within a week you ’ve got the larvey burrowing 
down into tbe bulb ; after wMcb, there ’s hardly any hope for your bonion.” 

“ Can nothing be done to save them ? ” Sark asked. As for me, I was too 
down-hearted to speak. 

“ Well,” said Arpachshad, ruefully, not Kking tbe prospect of interfering 
witb beneficent Nature, “if you was to get a bag of soot, wait about till a shower 
was a coming on, carefully sprinkle the plant, and let tbe soot wash in, that 
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might save a few here and there. Or if yon were to get a can of 
paraffin, and syringe them, it wonld mate the fly sit np. But I 
don’t know as how it’s worth the tronble, Nater will have its 
way, and, if the fly wants the honion, who are we that we shonld 
say it nay? I think, Toby, if I was yon, I’d let things 

take their swing. It ’s a terrible thing to go a interfering with 
Nater.” 

Bnt we didn’t follow Arpachshab’s advice. Having nndertaken 
to rnn this garden, we were determined to do it thoronghly ; so I 
got Sark to sweep ont the flues of the furnace in the greenhouse, 
in the course of which he broke several panes of glass, not expect- 
ing, so he explained, to And the handle of his brush so near 
the roof. We half filled a sack with soot, and carried it to the 
onion-bed.^ Then we waited for a wet day, usually plentiful enough 
in haymaking time, now long deferred. Aepachshad insisted that 
we were to make quite sure that rain was coming— then sprinkle the 
soot over the unsuspectiong onion. We waited just too long, not 
starting till the rain began to fall. Pound it exceedingly unpleasant 
han^ng the soot under conditions of moisture. But, as Sark said, 
having put otm hands to the (soot-bag, we were not going to turn 
back, Hor did we till we had completed the task, Arpachshab 
looking on, cheered only by the hope that the heavy rain would 
wash the soot ofl before it could have any effect on the fly. On the 
whole, the task proved productive of reward. Either Arpachshab 
had been mistaken, and the crop had not been attacked by the fly, or 
the soot had done its work. Anyhow, the bed bloomed and 
blossomed, and, at the time I left for Midlothian, was looking 
exceedingly well. Then came Sark’s telegram, as described in the 
last chapter.^ A ter the fly came the mildew. Close on the heels, or 
rather the wings, of the Anthomyia Ceparum^ fell the Peronospora 
Schlsideniana^ 

“ It isn’t often'it happens,” said Arpachshab, rubbing his hands ' 
gleefully “ but, when you get one on the top of t’other, you don’t 
look for much crop in that particnlar year.” 


HOW IT^S DONE. 

A Sand-hooh to Honesty , 

[Ho. T.— Money Lent (One Way Among Many.) 

Scene Xr^ApaTtMewt of %nnocent hut tempoTUTily impeounious 
person. 

I. P, discovered reading advertisements and correspondence, 

Impe^nious Person. Humph ! It sounds all right. I have 
heard that these Loan-mongers are sometimes scoundrels and sharks. 
Bnt this one is 

rarely^ genuine. j / ^ 

i Ih 



There is a manly 
frankness, a sort 
of considerate and 
sympathetic deli- 
cacy about him, 
that quite appeals 
to one. Ho in- 
quiry fees, no 
publicity, no de- 
lay! Just what 
I want. [Has 
clients, men of 
capital, but not 
speculators, who wish to 
invest money on sound 
security at reasonable 
interest. Jnst so! Hote 
of hand of any respectable 
person sufficient. That ’s 
all right. Advance at a 
few hours’ notice. Excel- 
lent! Let me see, the 

Mansions, W. That sounds lespeotable 
pe^ess shark wonld hardly live there. By Jove, ru 
write, and make an appomtment at his own address, as he suggests. 

[Does to, hopefully, 

ScBirEn.-i;i<a-6<Me?j>A Mansiont, W., atll a,m. J^niSerlmpeonnions 
Person, hurriedly. 

Impeeuniout Perton. Ah! I’m a Httle hit late, bnt here’s the 
rface sure ®o^h, and that’s the number. Pine house too 
Noamg ^arkish about <Aw, anyhow. ’ 

wateh. On door-ttep 
^ounUrs moth^ person, also apparently in a hurry, and 
a&o coraeMfemo Am wa<cA. This person w perhaps a trifle 

genially pompous and sem- 
m bearing. Me makes as if to go, but stopping 
■ suddenly, stares atj. and address^ him.— 


Ahem I I— a— beg pardon, I’m sure, but have you by any chance 
an appointment for 11 a.m, at this address, with a Mr. MtrasNAP ? 

L P, Why— a— yes, as a matter of fact, I have. 

Mr. Ji^snap. Q,uite so. And your name is Soptshebl ? 

L P* Well— yes, as a matter of fact, it is. 

Mr. Mugsnap {cheerily). Ah! that^’s all right. Well met, Mr. SoET- 
shell! {Produces letter.) This is yours, I fancy. The time was eleven 
sharp, and you ’re just seven minutes and a quarter behind. I was 
jnst offi for if I gave all my clients seven minutes and a qua-^^-* 
grace, I shonld lose about four hours a day, Sir. {Laughs Jovia 
But no matter! Jnst step this way. {Produces latcn-heyi) jsut; 
m on second thoughts 1 won’t go back. Unlucky, you know I 
We’ll step across to the Wine Shades yonder, and talk onr business 
over together with a glass of sound port, my boy. Best glass of 
port m London, Bumpus sells, and as an old Army Man I appi^ciate it. 
iThey cross to “ The Shades, where Mr. Mugsnap wins upon 
his companion hy his hearty style, and all difficulties in the 
way of an early advance ” are smoothed away in a highly 
satisfactory manner. A couple of references, of course, 
^^Just as a matter of form, and a couple of guineas for 
visiting them. Hot an Inquiry Pee, oh I dear no, merely 
expenses^ ^ Some people apply for a loan, and, when 
everything is arranged, actually decline to receive it ! 
Must provide against that, you know. Within three days 
at the outside, Mr. Soetsheil is assured, that money will 
he in his hands without fail. Meanwhile the couple o’ 
guineas^^ leave his hands, and Mr, Mugsnap leaves biTn^ 
hopeful, and admiring. 

I.P. {strolling homeward). Yery pleasant person, Mr. Mttgsnap. 
Quite a plearare to deal with him. Sharks, indeed! How worthy 
people get misrepresented ! By the way, though, there’s one ques- 
tion I forgot to ask him. I ’ll jnst step back. Don’t suppose he has 
gone yet. 

[^Returns to Ho. 14, Fitz^ Guelph Mansions; Knocks^ and is 
answered hy smart and austere-looking Domestic. 

Oh, just tell Mr. Mugsnap I should like just one word more 
with him. Won t detain him a moment. 

Austere Domestic. Mr. Mugsnap! And who ’s Mr. Mugsnap, pray? 
Don’t know any sech persing. 

I. P. Oh ves, he lives here. Met him, hy appointment, only an 
hour ago. Hasn’t he returned ? 

A. D. {emphatically). I teU you there ain’t no Mr. Mugsnap 
lives here at all. 

J. P , Oh dear^ yes I Stout gentleman— military appearance- 
white waistcoat I 

A. S. {scornfully). Oh, him ! I saw sech a party ’anging about 
SHspicionsly awhile ago, and spoke to the perliceman about him. But 
I don t know him, and he don’t live here ! [Shuts door sharply. 

, /• P^ {perspiring profusely, as the state of things dawns upon 
Phew! I see it all. ‘‘A plant.” ThaVs why he met me 
on the door-step. Of course he doesn’t live here at all. Have a 
respectable address, and watched for me outside ! And the sleek- 
spoken shark is gone I So are my two guineas I 

[Retires a sadder, and a wiser man. 


THE MAH OF SCIENCE. 

[It has been suggested, with reference to an amusing article in Blackwood, 
on a new religion, that science is equal to it.] 

Proeessor Protoplasm sings:— 

I ’m a mighty man of science, and on that I place reliance, 

And I hurl a stern deflance at what other people say : 

Learning’s torch I fiercely kindle, with my Haeckel, Huxley, 
Tynball, * 

^d aU preaching is a swindle, that ’s the motto of to-day. 

1 d give the wildest latitude to each agnostic attitude, 

And everything ’s a platitude that springs not from my mind : 

I ye studied entomology, astronomy, concnology, 

And every other ’ology that anyone can find. 

I am a man of science, with my bottles on the shelf, 

I’m game to make a little world, and govern it myself. 

I’m a demon at dissection, and I ’ve always had affection 
For a curious collection from both animals and man : 

I ’ve a lovely pterodactyle, some old bones a little cracked, I’ll 
T mummies, ^ and in fact I ’ll pounce on anything I can.! 

1 m full of lore botanical, and chemistry organical, 

I oft put in a panic all the neighbours I must own : [phorns • 

Ihey sxnell the fumes and phosphorus from London to the Bos- 
Oh, sad wonld be the loss for us, had I been never known. 

I am a man of science, with my bottles on the shelf; 

I ’m game to make a little world, and govern it myself. 

AT. "W’illiam.”— Question by the U.O.M, on quitting 

the North, — Stands Scotland where it did ? ” 
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volume, whieh contains forty-two studies of cliaracter. It is 
OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. dangerous kind of work; but Mr. Smaixey has skilfully steered 

his passage. Written for a newspaper, London Letters (MACMiLLi^ 
Eeab The World and the Will^ by James Paxis', says the Baron. & Co.) rank higher than journalism. They will take their place in 
iuceessful novelist is our “ J, P.^’ for England and^ the Colonies Literature. 

-enerally. “ The profits blazoned on the Pajn,” is a line he quotes, November Number of the JEnglish Illustrated Magazine^ excellent. 


Successful novelist is our 


generally. “ The profits blazoned on the Pajn,” is a line he quotes, 






with a slight difference of spell- Wykehamists, please note Mr. G-ale’s article, and Lord Selboenb’s 
mg, in his present three volumes, introduction. The Cooke who presides in this particular^ kitchen 
which is full of good things ; his serves up a capital dish every month— -and * ‘ quite English, you 
own ‘ * asides ” being, to my think- know.” 

ing, quoth the Baron, by far the My faithful “ Co.” has been rather startled by a volume called 
most enjoyable part of his books. The Decline and Fall of the British Empire^ written by “ Anony- 
Herein he resembles Thackebay, mous,” and published by the Messrs. Tbischlee. The tome deals 
I who used to delight in taking the with Australia, rather than England, and is dated a thousand years 
P reader behind the scenes, and hence ; so those who have no immediate leisure will have plenty of 
I exhibiting the wires. Not so time to read it before the events therein recorded, so to speak, reach 
' James Payk. He comes in front, maturity. 

and comments upon the actions of I notice an advertisement of a book by Major Ellis, entitled The 
, his puppets, or upon men and Btoe-speahing People of the Slave Coast of West Africa. These 
^ morals in general, or he makes a Ewe-speaking folk must be a sheepish lot. Black-sheepish lot 
quip, or utters a quirk, or pro- apparently, as being in West Africa. Major Ellis is the author 
poses a quiddity, and pauses to also of The Tshi-speaking People. These last must be either 
i laugh with you, before he resumes timidly bashful, or else a very T-shi lot. After this, there ’s nothing 

m *1.1* i ID™™... TXT^-n’.ra 


the story, and says, with the older Elus this week, says 
^ ' romancers, “But to our tale.” _ 

Most companionable writer is James Payet, TeUs his story so 

clearly. A Payk to be seen through. cc QUITJJ ] 

In the christening of his Christmas books, Mr. Mebby Akdeew ^ 

LAKa has hit upon a genuine Happy Thought, on which the Baron 

begs sincerely to congratulate him. It is a perfect little gold mine as Dearest Becky,—] 


The Baron de Book- Worms. 


QUITE A LITTLE (HOMAN) HOLIDAY.” 

(An Intercepted Letter.) 

Dearest Becky,— I have hsAsuch luck ! Oh, so fortunate I Fancy, 


a book-title series. Last year M. Andrew Lan^ wrote, and Lang- we get in, after all! You know Mr. Tenteeeore, of Somerset House, 
man’s— no, beg pardon— Longmans ^ published The Blue Fairy has a mend a barrister, and this friend said, if we would be by the 


Booh. The Blue Fairy Book, when it appeared, however, was read y door of the Court at eleven, he thought he could 

everywhere, so this year the Merry Andrew issues The Bed Fairy fA? slip us in. And he did, my dear— he did! We 

Book, which, of course, will be more read than the other. Excellent ^ got capital places, and as we had brought with 

notion! Where will it stop? Why should it stop? Next year us some sherry and sandwiches, we had “a real 

there’ll be The ^een Fairy Book; in ’92 the Yellow Fairy Book good time of it,” as your brother calls it! We 

(commencing with new version of Yellow Dwarf), then the White, had our work, too, and so were quite comfortable, 

then the Black, then the Yer-millionth edition, and so on and so on, ad The night-charges were such fun ! A lot of men 

infinitum, through all the possible stages oi the combination and r and women were brought before the Magistrate for 

permutation of colour. “drunk and mcapable” (that’s a legal 

The Magazine of Art for 1890, published by Cassell & Co., is term, my dear), and got so chaffed! One of the 

one of the best of its kind for pictures and Art-articles. The Mixture ai..iy women was very old— such a silly frump ! —she 

as before. * was still dreadfully intoxicated I am afraid 1 

“ Christmas is coming” — ^but the Publishers seem to think that Yery sad, of course, but we couldn’t help laugh- 

the Merry Old Gentleman will be here to-morrow. Yet we know ing! She was.^wci^ a figure before they got rid 

the proverbial history of to-morrow. However, to humour the up- M I ™ h of her ! But this w;as only the overture to the 
to-date notion, the Baron recommends to his young friends who ' ml drama. After the night-charges were over, the 

wish to amuse their elders, Dolldom, a dolls* opera, by Clepton j hI ||[|sBEe Court was cleared, but we were allowed to re- 

Bingham, set to music by Florian Pascal. Some of the songs are H IIIIH I W- main, as Mr, Wiginblock (our barrister friend) 

exquisite. It would make a very funny play, children imitating declared we belonged to the Press I He said 

dolls. Published by J. Williams. ^ ' that Mary contributed to the Blood and Thunder 

Blackie and Son, are going it. Here are two more, by their News, and I to the Murder Gazette I I am sure it must have 
indefatigable writer, G. A. EGenty: By Bight of Conquest; or, been in fun, for we have never seen the papers. When Ixmoh 
With Cortez in Mexico, The young Sixteenth-Century boy, by was over, in came the Magistrate with a number of the 

•mn'wvrAll/Miia Tia a Via-rn in fTia CriTi— ** twi/rWap/ T "RaonTT T Txrna llA 111 snnh 


his marvellous adventures, proves his right to be a hero in the Con- 


people! Really, I was quite delighted to be in such 


quest of Mexico. Of a more modern date is A Chapter of Accidents, good company. All sorts of nice people. And then— oh— it was lovely^ f 
which deals with the Bombardment of Alexandria. The young We saw her quite close, and could watch the colour^ come and go in 
fisher-lad has to go through many chapters of adventure before he her cheeks ! She is rather pretty ! She was wearing her ordinary 
reaches a happy ending. A Bough Shaking, by George Macdonald, clothes ; not the workhouse, nor the ones with the blood on them, but 
is a capital boys’ book, while The Light Princess, and other Fairy some that had been sent in to her smce the inquest. I tried your 
Stories, by the same author, will please the Baron’s old-fashioned opera-glasses. They are simply capital, darling! We were inuoh 
fairy-book readers at Christmas-time. ^ ^ amused with his evidence ; and it was really excellent fun to listen 

Whoever possesses the Henry Irving Shakspeare , — started origi- to the howls of the crowd outside ! But I am not sure he cared for 
nally by my dear old enthusiastic friend the late Frank Mars h all, them! We got away in excellent time, and I hope to go again. I a 9 


which is the highest praise. should go 

Mr. Smalley’s Letters are not to an Inconnue. They were sleep! It 
written to his paper, the Tribune, and have redressed the balance good-bye, 


should go to bed that night at all! If I did, I am sure I should not 
sleep ! It would be so very, very interesting ! And now, my dearest, 
good-bye* Your ever most affectionate friend, Lxjobexia. 


between the Old World and the New by furnishing New York from 
week to week brilliartj^^iii^ve, fM&ful piotoes £ Me CLVB»-Jn fts most useful and instructive 

m London. The mti^s, &. W. S., appended m their mgmal column last Sunday’s Observer (the only Observer of a 

form, are as family tMonghont the States as are^ose of jjon^on !) inserted Ais notice 

our own “G. A. S.” in the still TJiuted Hmgdom. Mr. Smalley . ... 1 > m v tr - • 

goes everywhere, sees everything, knows everybody, and bis 4* Jo^^s “ ^ Playgoers Club, Henrietta 

readers in New York learn a great deal more of what is going Tuesday next. .i.xi.i.'j -uj-cr a 

on in London than some of us who live here. Most public men of Why announce it ? Why not let the hard- worked Henry AxrraoR 
the present day, whether in politics, literature, or art, have, all Jones read his paper at His Club in peace and quietness r Yery hard 
nneonscionsly, sat to “G. W. S.” He has a wonderful gift of on poor Henry Dramatic Author Jones, if he can’t have a few 
seizing the salient points of a character, and reprodncing them in minutes of peace (not “piece,” bien entendu) to himself. Leave him 
a few pellucid sentences. The men he treats of have many friends alone to take his ease at his Club. j 

who will be delighted to find that Mr. Smalley’s pen is dipped in ~ ~ x x- 

jnst enough gall to make the writing pleasant to those who are IJnsatiseactory eor Law-abiding Citizens, — At a recent meetmff 

not its topic. Personalities is the alluring title of the first of Anarchists at New J ersey some were arrested, but Most escaped* | 


m London. 


•‘Mine Ease at Mt Club.”— I n its most useful and instructive 
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A LAMENT FROM THE. NORTH. 

And then the Weather ’s been so bad, Donald I ” 

Oxj AY, Sir, Only Three Fine Days — ^and Twa oe them snappit dp by the Sawbath 1 


THE ‘‘LAiOLY WORM” OF LONDON; 

Or, The Great Blum Dragon and, Little Master 
County Council, 

[“ The Worm (at jSrst neglected) grew till it was 
too large for its habitation. ... It became the 
terror of the country, and, among other enormities, 
levied a daily contribution ... in default of 
which it would devour both man and beast. . . . 
Toung Lambton was extremely shocked at wit- 
nessing the effects of his youthful imprudence, and 
immediately undertook the adventme.” — Legend 
of The Lainhton Worm^^^ as related hy SurteesJl 

Old stories tell how Herctdes 
At Leraa slew a “ Dragon ; ” 

And the “Lamhton Worm” (told by Sur- 
tees) 

The Durham men still brag on. 

How the “Laidly Worm” was made to 
squirm 

Old legends tell (they canH lie I) ; 

And of More, of More-haU, when, ‘‘with 
nothing at all,” 

He slew the Dragon of Vantley. 

Our Dragon here is a bigger beast 
Than Lambton slew, or More did ; 

On poor men^s bodies he doth feast, 

And ill-got gold long hoarded. 

He hath iron claws, and from Lis jaws 
Fonl fnmings are emitted. 

The folks, his prey, who cross his way. 

Are sorely to be pitied. 

Have you not heard how the Trojan horse 
Held seventy men inside birn ? 

Dragon ’s bigger, and of such force 
That none may rein or ride Mm. 


Men hour by hour he doth devour. 

And would they with him grapple, 

At one hig sup he ^11 gobble them up, 

As schoolboys munch an apple. 

All sorts of prey tMs Dragon doth eat ; 

But Ms favourite food’s poor people, 

But he ’d swallow a city, street by street, 
From cottage to church steeMe. 

Like the Worm of Wear, this Dragon drear, 
Hath grown, and grown, and grown, Sir, 
And many a lair of dim despair 
The Worm hath made its own. Sir. 

In Bethnal Hreen our Laidly Worm 
Hath made a loatMy den, 

And there hath fed for a weary term 
On the bodies and souls of men. 

There doth it writhe, and ramp, and glower, 
Whilst in its coils close prest [Power,” 
Are the things it thriyes on— “Landlord 
And “ Tested Interest.” 

How, who shall tackle tMs Dragon bold ? 

Lo ! a champion appears. 

He seems but small, and he looks not old— 

A vouth of, scarce' three years. 

But he hath put on Ms coat of mail, 

TMck set with razors all,” 

And a blade as big as a thresher’s dail, 

On that Dragon’s crest to fall. 

And like young Lambton, or young More, 
He to the fight advances. 

Yet looks to that Slum Dragon o’er. 

With caution in Ms glances. 

If he make shift that sword to lift, 

And smite that Dragon dead. 

Ho hero yonng song yet hath sung 
A fouler pest hath sped. 


How guard ye, guard ye, young County C. ! 

That two-edged blade is big, Sir I 
That Dragon ’s so spiky, he well might be 
“ Some Egyptian poxoupig,” Sir, 

(As the singer of Wantley’s Dragon says. 

In Ms quaint and curious story.) 

If tMs Dragon he slays, he shall win men’s 
And legendary glory. [praise, 

When London’s streets are haunts of health 
(Ah ! happy if distant, when) 

And the death-rate ruleth low, and Wealth 
Feeds not on the filthy den ; 

The men to this champion’s memory 
Shall lift the brimming flagon. 

And drink with glee to young County C., 
Who slew the Crim Slum Dragon I 

A “ Dark Continent” Hint.— Mr. Stan- 
ley, it is said, now wishes he had gone on 
Ms exploration jonmey quite alone^ without 
any travelling Troup. It is a curious fact, 
but worth mentioning here, that, up to now, 
the only mention of aijBB.culties with a “ Tra- 
velling Troupe ” is to be found in a little 
shilling book recently published hy Messrs. 
Trischlee & Co., at present nearing its fifty 
thousandth copy, entitled, A New Light 
thrown across tJie Darkest Africa, Whether 
H. M, Stanley will appeal to tMs as evidence 
remains to be seen. W^ must have the whole 
truth out about Stanley’s Rear Column 
before we rear a column to Stanley, 

The “Horeolk Broads,” according to the 
Standard^ are in future to be the English 
cradle of the Q-erman “ Bass.” Hot beer, but 
fish. There are to be “ no takers ” at present, 
so the cradle will not be a Bass-in-net. 
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OPERmC NOTES. 

Wednesday . — ^Welcome once more to onr old 
friend, Norma^ the Deceived Druidess^ who was 
called Norma for short, she being an oiyhan, and 
having “nor par, nor ma.” The Ancient Order 
of Dmids, with .^ch-Druid Oroveso in the chair, 
might have had a better brass band, Norma 
nowadays is not particularly attractive, and the 
house, when it is given, cannot be expected to be 
more than normal or ordinary, 

Thursday , — Orfeo, First appearance of MUes. 
Q-iulta and Sofia Eavogli in G-lhcz’s beautiful 
Opera, which has not been seen here for many 
years, but'-judging from its reception by a full 
and delighted house— will be seen many times 
before Signor Lago’s season comes to an end. 
Enthusiastic reception of Giulia Eavogli as 
Orpheus; double recall after three of the four 
Acts ; house insisting on having “ Che aE 

over^ again. Orchestra, under Signor Bevignani, 
admirable. Eecreations of Demons and Furies, 
when let out of Gates of Erebus for a half-holiday, 
pecuEar, not to say eccentric. Demons lie on rocks, 
with silver serpents round their necks as com- 
forters, claw the air, and trot round in circles, 
after which they exhibit Dutch-metalled walking- 
sticks to one another with sombre pride. Furies 
trip measures and strike attitudes in pink tights 
and draperies of unsesthetic hues, when not 
engaged in witnessing, with qualified interest, 
incidental dances by two premieres danseuses. 
Hades evidently less dull than generally supposed. 


HUNTING PREDICAMENTS. No. 1. 

Miss Nelly {to her Slave^ in the middle of the lest thing of the Season)* ** Oh, Mr. Rowel, 
DO YOU MIND GOING BACK ? I DROPPED MY WHIP AT THE LAST FeNOE 1 ” 


Suggestion. — Curious that no enterprising 
shaving- soap proprietor has as yet, as far as we 
know, advertised his invention as ^^Talula 
This is worth thousands, and takes the cake— of 
soap^ 


QUIS NOMINABIT? 

{Being a few BemarTcs Apropos of a British Academy of Letter s,^^) 

Mr, Punch, Sir, 

I HAVE been reading with some morbid interest a series of 
contributions to the pages of a contemporary from several more or 
less distinguished literary men who have apparently been invited to 
express their opinions, favourable or the reverse, on the recently 
launched proposition to establish in onr midst, after the French 
model, a “British Academy of Letters.” Some ask, “"What^s the 
use?” Others want to know who is to elect the elected, and seem 
much exercised in their minds as to the status and qualifications of 
those who ought to be chosen for the purpose of (Discharging this 
all-important function. As to what would be the use of an institu- 
tion of the kind, the answer is so obvious that I will not attempt to 
reply to it. But if it comes to naming a representative body capable 
of selecting the two or three thousand aspirants who have already, 
in [imagination, seen their claims to the distinction recognised by 
the elective body to which has been entrusted the duty of weighing 
their respective merits— weE then, to use a colloquial phrase, I may 
confidently say that “ I am all there I ” 

Of course, Eoyalty must head it, so I head the list of, say, twelve 
Academic Electors, with the name of H.E.H. the Prince of Wales. 
This should be followed up by that of some generally widely-known I 
personage, who has the literary confidence of the pubEe, and in this 
connection, I have no hesitation in supplying it by lhat of the Com- 
piler of Bradshaw'* s Railway 6^uide, Several now should follow, of 
varied and even confiicting interests, so as to satisfy any over-captions 
criticism inclined to question the thoroughly cosmopolitan character 
of the elective body. And so I next add, Mr. Sheriff Augustus 
Harris, H.E.H. the Duke of Cambridge, the Proprietor of Pears’ 
Soap, and the Beadle of the Burlington Arcade. 

It might now be well to give a distinctively literary fiavour to the 
body, and so I am disposed to continue my list with the names of the 
Poet Laureate and the City Editor of Tit Bits, following them up 
with the representatives of commercial enterprise, speculative art, 
and sportive leisure, guaranteed respectively by the names of the 
Chairman of the Chelsea Steam-boat Company, Mr. E, D’Oyly 
Carte, and Prince Henry of Battenberg. For the twelfth, and 
remaining name, I would suggest that of Mr. Henry Irving, the 
Archbishop of Canterbury, the Manager of Madame Tussaud’s 
Wax Works, Sir Wilfrid Lawson, General Booth, Mr. Slavin, 
Mr. J. L. Toole, or any other striking or notable one that arrests 
the eye with the familiarity of long acquaintance. With the exist- 


ing deplorable position of the Pantomime literature of the country, 
there can be little need to question further the necessity of a British 
Academy of ^ Letters. The naming of those who are to constitute 
that institution is another thing ; hut if an authoritative fountain- 
head, to discharge this inevitable function, is sought, and the public 
puts^ the question, “ Quis Nominahitf ” I thmk, Sir, yon will 
admit that I have most satisfactorily supplied the answer. Trusting 
to your judicious appreciation of the full gravity of the matter at 
issue, to pubEsh this communication, 

I am, Sir, your obedient servant, 

A very Possible Future Academician. 


BEFOEE AND BEHIND. 

{Brotn a Thoughtful Grammarim,) 

Sir,— In the Times* Court Circular, on Friday Jast, I read that— 

“ Mr. William Nicholl had the honour of^singing before Her Majesty 
and the Rojal Family.” 

This was indeed an honour. I regret that the Courtly Circularist 
did not tell ns what Mr. Hicholl sang before the Q,ueen and Eoyal 
Family, and also what the Queen and Eoyal Family sang (solo and 
chorus?) after Mr. Nicholl. But suppose “before” does not here 
relate to time, but to position. It would have been a novelty indeed, 
and one well worth recording, if Mr. Nicholl had had the honour of 
singing behind the Eoyal Family, And then, what a compliment if 
Her Gracious Majesty and the Eoyal Family had all turned round to 
listen to him I If I am wrong in my interpretation of the Court Cir- 
cular’s Circular JN'ote, wouldn’t it have prevented any possible error 
to have said, “In the presence of ” ? I only ask for information, 
and am Yonrs, Fideliter. 


A Few Tract for the Salvation Army.— The “ General,” who 
is the biggest Booth in the show, announced last week that he had 
been offered a big tract of land. Hear 1 Hear 1 Where ? Where ? 
“ Anywhere, anywhere out of the world”— at least, out of onr Ettle 
world of Great Britain & Co. Let not “the General” be too par- 
ticular, but accept the tract,— though he is more used to distributing 
tracts than accepting them,— and let him and his army, his lads and 
lasses, go away and leave us to enjoy our Sundays in peace and quiet. 


Few City Firm {adapted from West End by Our Own Scotch^ 
Savory and Mayor.” 
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VOCES POPULI. 

AN EVENING WITH A CONJUEOE. 

Scene — A Svharhan Halh The Performance has not yet begun. 
The Audience is limited^ and low-spirited^ and may perhaps 
number — including the Attendants — eighteen. The onty people 
in the front seats are^ a man in full evening dress^ which he 
tries to conceal under a caped cloaks and two Ladies in plush 
opera-cloaks. Fog is hanging about in the rafters^ and the 
gas-stars sing a melancholy dirge. Each casual cough arouses \ 
dismal echoes, Ent^ an intending Spectator^ who is conducted : 
to a seat in the middle of an empty row* After removing his 
hat and coat^ he suddenly thinks^ better — or worse-^of it, puts 
them on again^ and vanishes hurriedly. 

First Sardonic Attendant {at doorway), Eeglar turnin’ em away 
to-night, voe are I 

Second Sardonic Attendant, He come up to me afore he goes to 
the pay-box, and sez he — “Is there a seat left?” he sez. And I 
sez to ’im, “ Well, I think we can manage^to squeeze you in some- 
where.” Like that, I sez. 

[^The Orchestra^ consisting of two thin-armed Utile girls^ with 
pigtails^ enter ^ and perform a stumbling Overture upon a 
cracked piano, Herr Yon Kamberwohl, the Conjuror^ ap- 
pears on platform^t amidst loud clapping from two obvious 
Confederates in a back row, 

Herr V, K, {in a mixed accent), Lyties and Shentilmans, pefoor 
I co-menee viz my hillusions zis hevenin’, I ’ave most hemphafically 
to repoodiate hafl. hassistance from hany spirrids or soopernatural 
beins vatsohever. All I shall ’ave ze honour of showing you wiU.ke 
perform by simple Sloight of ’and, or Ledger-dee-Mang I {He invites 
any member of the Audience to step up and assist him, but the specta • 
tors remain coy,) I see zat I ’ave not to-night so larsh an orjenee 
to select from as usual, still I ’ope-; — {Here one of the obvious Con- 
federates slouches upy and joins him on the platform,) Ah, zat is 
goot I I am vair moch oblige to you, Sare. {The Confederate grins 
sheepishly,) Led me see-^ seem to remember your face sqme’ow. 
{Broader grin from Confederate,) Hah, you vos ’ere last night ?— 
zat exblains it ! But you ’ave nevaire assist me befoor, eh ? {Reck- 
less shake of the head from Confederate,) I thought nod. Vair 
veil. You ’ave nevaire done any drieks mit. carts— no ? Bot you 
vUl dry ? You nevaire dell vat you gan do till you dry, as ze ole 
sow said ven she learn ze halphabet. {He pauses for a laugh— 
which doesn't come.) Now, Sare, you know a cart ven you see ’im ? 
Ah, zat is somtings alretty ! Now I vill ask you to choose any cart 
or carts out of zis back. {The Confederate fumbles,) I don’t vish 
to ’urry you— but I vant you to mike ’aste— &c., &e. 

The Man in Evening Dress. I remember giving Bimbo, the 
Wizard of the West, a guinea once to teach me that trick— -there 
was nothing in it. 

First Lady in Plush Cloak, And can you do it ? 

The M, in E, D, {guardedly). Well, I don’t know that I could 
exactly do it now— but I know how it ’s done. 

\_He explains elaborately how it is done, 

Herr Von K, {stamping, as a signal that the Orchestra may leave 
off). Next I shall show you my zelebrated hUlusion of ze inex- 
haustible ’At, to gonclude viz ze Invisible ’En. Ajid I shall be 
mooh oblige if any shentelmans vill kindly favour me viz ’is ’at 
for ze burpose of my exberiment. 

The M, in E, D, Here’s mine— it’s quite at your service. _ [2b 
his companions,’\ This is a stale old trick, he mexolj— {explains as 
before,) But you wait and see how I ’ll score off him over it ! 

^Herr V, K, {to the M. in E. D). You are gvide sure, Sare, you 
leaf nossing insoide of your ’at ? 

The M, in E, D, {with a wink to his neighbours). On the contrary, 
there are several little things there belonging to me, which I ’H 
thank you to give me back by-and-by. 

Herr V, K, {diving into the hat). So? Yat ’ave we ’ere ? Abonoh 
of flowairs! Anozzer bench of nowairs? Anozzer — and anozzerl 
Ha, do you alvays garry ffowairs insoide your ’at, Sare ? 

The M, in E, D, Invariably — to keep my head cool ; so hand 
them over, please ; I want them. 

[His Companions titter, and declare “ it really is too bad of him!'' 

Herr V, K, Bresentiy, Sare,— zere is somtings ailse, it feels Iqike 
— ^yes, it ees— a mahouse-drap. Your haid is drouble vid moice, 
Sare, yes ? Bot zere is none ’ere in ze ’at ! 

The M, in E, D, {with rather feeble indignation,) I never said 
there were, 

Herr V, K, No, zere is no mahouse— bot— a^am]— ha! 
a leedle vide rad! Anozzer vide rad! And again a vide rad— and 
one, two, dree more vide rads I You vind zey keep your haid noioe 
and cool, Sare ? May I drouble you to com and dake zem avay ? I 
don’t loike ze vide rads myself, it is madder of daste. [The Audience 
snigger.'] Oh, bot vait— zis is a most gonvenient [extracting a 
large feeding-bottle and a complete set of baby-linen] — ze shentelman 
is vairy domestic, I see. And/ zere is more yet, he is goot business 



NOSTALGIA. 

“ You SEEM our OF SORTS, James, ever since we *vb oomb 
North. It *s the chanob of Olimatb and Scenery, I s’posb ? ” 
“ It ’ s wuss nor that, Mariar. It 's the change of Beer !” 


man, he knows how von must hadvertise in zese ’ere toimes. ’E ’as 
’elp me, so I vill ’elp ’im by distributing some of his oairculars for ’im. 

[He showers cards, commending somebody' s self-adjusting trousers 
amongst the Audience, each person receiving about two 
dozen— chiefly in the eye — until the ait is dark, and the 
floor thick with them. 

The M. in E, J>. {much annoyed). Infernal liberty 1 Confounded 
impudence I Shouldn’t have had my hat if I ’d known he was going 
to play the fool with it like this I 

First Lady in Plush Cloak, But I thought you knew what was 
coming ? 

The M, in E, D, So 1 did — ^but this fellow does it differently. 

[Herr Yon K. is preparing to flre a marked half-crown from a 
blunderbuss into a crystal casket, 

A Lady with Nerves {to her husband), John, I ’m sure he ‘s'going 
to let that thing off I 

John {a Brute), Well, I shouldn’t be surprised if he is, Jcan’t 
help it. 

The L, with N, You could if you liked— you could tell him my 
nerves won’t stand it— the trick will be every hit as good if he only 


pretends to jGLre, I ’m sure. 

John, Oh, nonsense I— yon can stand it very well if you like. 

The L, w, N, I can't, John, . . . There, he ’s raising^ it to his 
shoulder. John, Imust go out. I shall scream if I sit here, I 
know I shall I 

John, No, no— what ’s the use ? He ’ll have fired long before you 
get to the door. Much better stay where you are, and do your 
screaming sitting down, {The Conjuror fires) There, you see, you 
didrCt scream, after all I 

The L, w, N, I screamed to myaeZ/— which is^ ever so much 
worse for me ; but you never will understand me till it ’s too late ! 

[Herr Yon K. performs another trick. 

First Lady in Plush Cloak, That was very clever, wasn’t it? 
I can’t imagine how it was done I 

The M, in E, D. {in whom the memory of his desecrated hat is still 
rankling). Oh, can’t you ? Simplest thing in the world— any child 
conlddoit! 

Second Lady, What, find the rabbit inside those boxes, when 
they were all corded up, and sealed I 

The M. in E, D. You don’t mean to say you were taken m by 
that f Why, it was another rabbit, of course I 
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A HIT! A PALPABLE HIT!^^ 

Oh, I BEG TOTJH PAKDOH ] I DID HOT SEE TOF, SlE I ” 

See me l Cohfottud it, Sir, yof can see throttgb: mb now 1 ” 


First Lady. But even if it was another rabbit, it was wearing the 
borrowed watch round its neck. 

The 3L in F, B. Easy enough to slip the watch in, if all the 
boxes have false bottoms. 

^ Second L. Yes, but he passed the boxes round for us to^ examine. 

The M. in F. D, Boxes— but not those boxes. 

First L. But how could he slip the watch in when somebody was 
holding it all the time in a paper bag ? 

The M. in F, B, Ah, I saw how it was done— hut it wohld take 
too long to explain it now. I have seen it so well perforip.ed that 
you couldn’t spot it. But this chap ’s a regular duffer ! 

Herr {who finds this sort of thing rather disturbing), Lyties 

and Shentilmans, I see zere is von among us who is a brofessional 
like myself, and knows how all my leedle dricks is done. Now — 
suddenly abandoning his accent— I am always ^iteful for hany think 
that will distrack tne attention of the orjence from what is going on 
upon the Stige ; naterally so, because it prevents you from follerin* 
my actions too closely, and so I now call upon this gentleman in 
the hevenin’ dress jest to speak hup a very little louder than what 
he ’as been doin’, so that you will be enabled to ’ear hevery word of 
his hexplanation more puflGLokly than what some of you in the back 
benches have done ’itherto. Now, Sir, if you ’ll kindly repeat your 
very hintorestin’ remarks in a more haudible tone, I can go on 
between like. [Murmurs of “ iVb, no I” “ Shut up I” “ We don’t 
want to hear him ! ” from various places ; The Man in Evening 
Dress subsides into a crimson taciturnity^ which continues during 
the remainder of the performance. 


Mr. Punch’s Dictionary of Phrases, 
JOHENALISriC, 

** Inspector^ gives you the impression of a particularly able 

and open-minded Police-officer i,e,^ “An easy prey to the 
interviewing correspondent.” 

“iif could not^ of course, he expected that a particularly shrewd 
and able young Solicitor would be very communicative about his 
client’s case;” “'Knew precious little himself, and didn’t even 
offer me a drink.” 


Q-uite the Koch of the Waxk. — The great Berlin Bacteriologist. 


EGBERT AT BUEN^EM BEACHES. 

They is still so jolly busy at the “Grand” that I 
had sum differcuJty in getting leaf of.habsense for 
Satterday, larst week, for to go with a werry seleck 
Copperashun Party on a most himportent hexcurshun to 
Burn’em Beaches about cuttin all the trees down, so 
that then it woodn’t he not Burn’em Beaches not no 
longer! Howewer, by promisin for to stick to the 
“Grand” all thro’ the cumming Winter, the too 
Gentelmanly Managers let me go. 

The fust thing as summat staggered me, in a long day 
of staggerers, was the fack, that all the hole Party had 
a grand Royal Saloon all to theirselves for to take them 
to Slough, but my estonishment ceased ^hen I saw 
that they was Chairmaned by the same “ EJng of ^ood 
fellers” as took ’em all to Ship Lake on a prewious 
ocasion. They didn’t have not no refreshments all the 
way to Slough, so they was naterally all pretty well 
harf starved by the time they got there, but there they 
found a lovly Shampane Lnnshon a waiting for to 
refresh xhawsted Natur, and at it they went like One 
o’clock altho it wasn’t only arf parst Elewen. Now for 
the second staggerer! One of the party, a rayther 
antient Depntty, insted of jining the rest of the Party, 
declared his intenshun to take his Lunch off the Sun- 
shine which was shining most brillient outside the room, 
and acordingly off he set a warking up and down in it 
for three qnorters of a hour, without not no wittels nor 
no drink! till “the King of all good fellers ” coodn’t 
stand it not no longer, and sent me out to him with 
sum sangwidges and a bottel of Sham, He woodn’t 
not touch no sangwidges, and ony took one glass of 
wine, and told me to put by the bottel for his dinner, 
which I did in course; but somehows, when he arsked 
for it arterwards, the cork had got out, and the wine 
had got out, but I thinks I can wenture to say as that 
not one drop of it was wasted, and werry good it was too. 

We then set out on our luvly drive, me on the box- 
seat of one of the Carridges, and the other pore fellers 
cramped np hinside. Snmhows or other, weather it was 
hoeing to the nobel Lunch or not, I don’t kno, we lost 
our way, and found ourselves at larst, not where we all 
wanted to be, but at a most bewtifool House of call, 
where they has the werry sensebel custom that, when 
they thinks as wisiters has had enuff drink, they won’t let ’em 
have not a Drop More, and that is acshally the name by which the 
ouse is known, both far and wide ! Whether it ’s a good plan 
for the bowse, in course I don’t kno, but Mr. Eotjhbes, the souper- 
intendent of the Beeches, says as nothink woodn’t injnice ’em to 
alter the name. Whether that singler custom had anytMnk to do 
with it I don’t kno, but onr party didn’t stay there long, and we 
soon found ourselves at bewtifool Burn’em Beaches. 

In course I didn’t intrewde myself when they was a settling of the 
himportant bizziness as they was cum about, so I strolled off to a 
little willage as I seed in the distance, and which is acshally called 
Egipt, tho it ain’t much bigger than Whetstone Park, Hobem, the 
ome of my herly birth! Prom a rayther hurry ed coHwersashun 
with a real Native, I gathered the himportant fack that the one 
reason why all the great big Beach Trees of the Forest had had their 
tops cut off, was, that Oliwee Cromweee wanted the hows for his 
sojers to carry, so as to make ’em look more than they waa when he 
marched at their Hed to the Seege of Winsor Carsel I What curius 
and hinteresting hinformashnn we can get from the werry humblest 
of our Feller Creturs when we goes the rite way to git it ! 

I got hack to the Party jest as they had cum to the werry senser- 
hil reserlushun that Nowember was not at all the best mnnth to see 
whether Trees was really dead, or was ony shamming, so they deter- 
mined, like true patriots as they is, to adjourn the matter till the 
1st of next April, by which time they wond be able to decide. 

On our way hack to Slough they all got out to see Stoke Pogies 
Church, where some great Poet was buried long long ago, who had 
wrote a most lovely Poem there, all about what could be seen from 
the Churchyard of an evening, and one of the party said, that the 
s^errit of the bewtifool seen and of the luvly Poem was so strong upon 
mm, that, if they woud stand round the Toom, he woud try to 
recite some of its sweetest lines, and he did so, and I heard one on 
’em say, as we was a driving hack, that more than one among them 
had his eyes filled with plessant tears as he lissened. Ah, it isn’t for 
a pore Waiter like me to write on these matters, hut I hopes as I 
don’t offend not anybody when I says, that praps if jest a leetle 
more pains was taken for to make us pore fellers understand, and 
feel, and share in the rapshur as such poems seems to inspire in our 
betters, it might help to smooth, if not to shorten, the long dreary 
road as lies between me Hignorant and the Heddicated. Kobbrt 
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DOUBLING THE PART. 

Mr, S. B, B-ner~ft, having retired from the Stage, thinks of taking to the Booth, 
“ 'When the Cue comes, call mb.’ Aw I — ^Vebt like Him—veby 1” 

[One day last week Mr. S. B. Bancbopt wrote to the Daily Telegraph, 
saying, that so struck was he by “ General ” Booth’s scheme for reHering 
everybody generally — of course “ generally ” — ^that he wished at once to 
relieve himself of £1000, if he could only find out ninety-and-nine other 
sheep in the wilderness of London to follow his example, and consent to be 
shorn of a similar amount. Send your cheque to 85, Fleet Street, and we ’E 
undertake to use it for the benefit of most deserving objects.] ^ 


A eOOD-NATUEED TEMPEST. 

It was stated in the Boho that, during the late storm, a hrig 
** brought into Dover harbour two men, with their ribs and arms 
broken by a squall ofE Beachy Head. The deck-house and steering- 
gear were carried away, and the men taken to Dover Hospital.” 
Who shall say, after this, that storms do not temper severity 
with kindness ? This particular one, it is true, broke some ribs and 
arms, and carried away portions of a‘ brig, but, in the very act of 
doing this, it took the sufEerers, and' laid them, apparently, on the 
steps of Dover Hospital. If we must have storms, may they all 
imitate this motherly example. 


**Wh:at a Wondebeul Bo-ot!” — In the Kead^MoAtei^ e Guide 
for Hovember, in the list of applicants for Masterships, appears a 
gentleman who offers to teach Mathematics, Euclid, Arithmetic, 
Algebra, Natural Science, History,, Geography, Book-keeping, 
French Grammar, Freehand, and Perspective Drawing, the Piano, 
the Organ, and the Harmonium, and Singing, for the modest salary 
of £20 a-year mthout a residence I But it is only just to add, that 
this person seems to be of marvellous origin, for although he admits 
extreme youth (he says he is only three years of age !) he boasts ten 
years of experience I O si sic omnes I So trise, so young, so cheap 1 


If spectacular effects are worth remembering,, then Sheriff Dbubi- 
OLANtrs ought to be a member of the Spectacle-makers* Company. 

" ■ ■ ■ T n r ] . ■ iM 1. . I I -.-T — ■’ " -• 

atci3i. 


ALICE m BLUNDEELAND. 

{On the Ninth of November,) 

[" Our difficulties are such as these—that America has instituted a vast 
system of prohibitive tariffs, mainly, I believe, because . . . A m erican pigs 
do not receive proper treatment at the hands of Europe ... If we have 
any difficulty with, our good neighbours in France, it is because of that tin- 
intelligent animal the lobster ; and if we have any difficulty with our good 
neighbours in America, it is because of that not very much nobler animal, 
the seal.” — Lord Salisbury at the Mansion Moused 

The Real Turtle sang this, very slowly, and sadly : — 

We are getting quite important,” said the Porker to the Seal, 

“ For we ’re ‘ European Q,uesti<ms,’ as a Premier seems to feel. 

See the ‘ nnintelligent’ Lobster, even he, makes an advance ! 

Oh, we lead the Politicians of the earth a pretty dance. 

Will you, won’t you, Yankee Doodle, England, and gay France, 
Will you, won’t you, will you, won’t you, let us lead the dance ? 

“ Yon can really have no notion how delightful it will be, 

When they take us up as matters of the High Diplomaoee.” 

But the Seal replied, They brain us I ” and he gaye a look askance 
At the goggle-eyed mailed Lobster, who was loved (and boiled) by 
France. 

“Would they, could they, would they, could they, give us half 
a chance ? 

Lobsters, Pigs, and Seals aU snffer, Commerce to advance! ” 

“ What matters it how grand we are ! ” his plated friend replied, 

If our destiny is Salad, or the Sausage boiled or fried ? 

Though we breed strife ’twixt England, and America, and France, 

If we ’re chopped np, or boiled, or brained where is our great advance ? 
Will yon, won’t yon, will yon, won’t you chuck away a chance 
Of peace in pig-stye, or at sea, to play the game of France ? ” 

“ Thank you, it’s a very amusing dance— watch said Alice, 
feeling very glad that she had not to stand up in it. 

“ Youjm^ not have lived much under the Sea” (said the Real 
Turtle) ^(“ I haven’t,” said Alice), “and perhaps you were never 

introduced to a Lobster — (A lice began to say “ I once tasted ” 

but checked herself hastily, and said, “ No, never ”), — “ So you can 
have no idea what a delightful dance a (Diplomatic) Lobster Q-uad- 
rilleisl” 

“ I dare say not,” said Alice. 

“ Stand up and repeat ‘ ’Tw the Fbtce of the Premier f ” said the 
Grifidn. 

Alice' got np and began to repeat it, bnt her head was so fall of 
Lobsters, Pigs, and Seals, that she hardly knew what she was say- 
iug, and the words came very queer indeed : — 

“ ’Tis the voice of the Premier ; I heard him complain 
On the Ninth of November all prophecy ’s vain. 

I must make some sort of a speech, I suppose. 

Dear Dizzy (who led the whole world by the nose) 

Said the world heard, for once, on this day, ‘ Truth and Sense ’ 
(Le, neatly phrased Make-believe and Pretence), 

But when Glaldt’s ‘ tide’ rises, and lost seats abound, 

One’s voice has a cautious and timorous sound.” 

“I’ve heard this soart of thing so often before,” said the Real 
Turtle ; “ bnt it sounds uncommon nonsense. Go on with the next 
verse.” 

Alice did not dare disobey, though she felt sure it would all come 
wrong, and she went on in a trembling voice 

“ I passed by tbe Session, and marked, by the way, 

How the Lion and Eagles would share Af-ri-ca. 

How the peoples, at peace, were not shooting with lead, 

But bethumpiug each other with Tariffs instead. 

How the Eight Hours’ BiU, on which Btjbns was so sweet, 
“Was (like bye-elections) a snare and a cheat ; 

How the Lobster, the Pig, and the Seal, I would say 
At my sixth Lord Mayor’s Banquet ” 

“"What wthe use of repeating all that stuff,” the Real Turtle 
interrupted, “ if you don’t explain it as yon go on ? It ’s by far the 
most coniusing thing I ever heard ! ” 

“ Yes, I think you ’d better leave off,” said the Griffin ; and Alice 
was only too glad to do so. 


Gahes, — ^It being the season of burglaries, E. Wolf and Son— 
(“Wolf,” most appropriate name,— but Wolf and ilfoon; would 
have been still better than Wolf and Son)— take the auspicious 
time to bring out their new game of “Burglar and Bobbies.” On 
a sort of draught-board, so that both Burglar and Bobby play “ on 
the square,” which is in itself a novelty. The thief may he caught 
in tmrteeu moves. This won’t do. We want him to be caught 
before he moves at aU* 


t 
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VOCES POPULI. 

At a Saie op High- 
Class Sculpture. 

Scene— - 4 w upper 
floor in a City 
Warehouse; a low, 
whitewashed room, 
dimly lighted hy 
dusty windows and 
two gas-burners in 
wire cages^ Around 
the walls are ranged 
several statues of 
meek aspect, but 
securely conjined in 
wooden cases, like 
a sort of marble 
menagerie^ In the 
centre, a labyrin- 
thine grove of pedes- 
tals, surmounted by 
busts, groups, and 
statuettes by modern 
Italian masters* 
About these pede- 
stals a small crowd 
j ^consisting of 

I Elderly Merchants 

• on the look out for 

a ^^neat thing in 
statuary for the 
conservatory at 
Croydon^ or Mus- 
well Hill, "Young 
City Men who have 
dropped in after 
lunch, Eisinterested 
Eealers, Uphols- 
terers^ Buyers, 
Obliging Brokers, 
and (xruhby ana 
Mysterious men — is 
cautiously circulat- 
ing* 

Obliging Broker {to 
Amiapie Spectator, 
who has come in out 
of curiosity, and with- 
out the remotest inten- 


^ s • 
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NEW EDITION OF “ ROBA Dl “ROWER.’” 

With Mr, Punch’s sincere congratulaMons to his Old Priend the New Judge, 


great artist’s master- 
pieces, and an exoeed- 
inglv choice and 
high-class work, as 
you will all agree 
directly you see it, 
{To Assist.) Now, 
then, Lot 14, there— 
look sharp ! 

Stolid Assist* “Ho- 
carina Plier,” eyn’t 
arrived. Sir. 

Auct, Oh, hasn’t it P 
Very well, then. Lot 
15, The ^ Pretty 
Pill-taker, by Anto- 
nio Bilio — ET really 
magnidcent work of 
Art, G-entlemen, 
(“ Pill-taker, ’ere / ” 
from the 8* A*) ' 

What ’n you give me 
for her ? Come, make 
meanofier, {Bidding 
proceeds till the Pill- 
taker ” is knocked 
down for twenty- 
three - and - a- half 
guineas*) Lot 16, “27ie 
Mixture as Before,'* 
by same artist— make 
a charming and suit- 
able companion to the 
last lot. What do you 
say, Mr. Middleman 
— take it at the same 
bidding ? (Mr, M. 
assents, with the end 
of one eyebrow*) Any 
advance on twenty- 
three and a ’art P 
None? Then,— Mid- 
dleman, Twenty- 
four, thirteen, six:. 

ilfr. Middleman {to 

Amiable Spectator, 
toko has been vaguely 
inspecting the ^^Pill- 
taker*") Don’t know 
if you noticed it, Sir, 
but I got that last 
"couple very cheap— 


t%on of p^chasing ^ — _ couple very cheap — 

sculpture}* No Catlog, Sir? ’Ere, allow me to orfer^you mine— lon’y forty-seven guineas the pair, and they are worth eighty, I 
tuat s my name m pencil on the top of it, Sir ; and, if you should solemnly declare to you, I oouldget forty a-piece for ’em to-morrow, 
^pen to see any lot that takes your fancy, you jest ketch my eye, upon my word and honour, I could. Ah, and I know who ’d give 
{Reassuringly .) I shan’t be fur ofE. Or look ’ere, gimme a nudge— it me for ’em, too I 

^ T T , X^yT^pothetically)^ Dear me, then you’ve done very 

\_lne K* D. thanks him profusely, and edges away with an inward well over it. 

'f./l nVt/VtA. %4*e 4T*a A t, AA- n^a jioivin 2... ****\*tl*3 TUT^ H/T - 3 J.1_ . J. . _ , 


VOW to avoid his and the Auctioneer’s eyes, as he would those 
of a basilisk* 


Mr* M* Ab, well ain’t the word— and those two aren’t the only 
lots I ’ve got either. That “ Sandwich-Man ” over there is mine — 


^j^tioneer [from desk, with the usual perfunctory f&rvouf^* Lot look at the work in those boards, and the nature in clay pipe* 
13, Hentlmen, very charming pair of subjects from child life— “ The and “ The Boot-Black," that ’s mine, too— all worth twice what I 
Prwkm Finger ’ and “ The Scratched Toe " — ^by Bimbi. got ’em for — and lovely things, too, ain’t they ? 


Pricked Finger y and “ The Scratched Toe " — ^by Bimbi. 

A Stolid Assistant {in shirtsleeves)* 'ere, Gen’Jm’nl 

. , l^Languid surge of crowd towards them* 


The A* S. Oh, very nice, very clever— congratulate you, I ’m sure. 
Mr* M* I can see you’ve took a fancy to ’em, Sir, and, when I 


A » , ^TL •'a J. VM.** JVM, TV VMVA. a. A»JLLVJ UV OIU, VJkM., ChUU., WJJ.OU X 

^ pacettous JSiaaer, Wnioh of em s the nnger, and which the come across a gentleman that’s a conny sewer, I’m always sorry to 
J / \ T 1. U V xi. 1.x .X stand in Ms light; so, see here, you oaa Have any oae you like out o’ 

A.uet.{coMy). I stould have thought it was easy to identify hy my little lot, or all on ’em, ^rith all the pleasure in the -wide world, 
tne attitude. Ifow, Greutlemen, give me a bidding for these very Sir, and I ’ll ou’y charge you five per cent, on what I gave for ’em. 
finely-exeeuted wks by Bnoi. M^e any offer. What will you and he exceedingly obliged to you, into the bargain. Sir. (The A. S. 
pve me for em ? Both very sweet things. Gentlemen, Shall we say feebly disclaims any desire to take advantage of this magnanimous 
ten guineas ? offer*) Don’t say No, if .you mean Yes, Sir. WiU you ’aoe the 

A Grubby Man* Q:iYojer^Ye* Pill-taker," J ^ 

Auct* {with grieved resignation^ Very well, start ’em at five. Any The A. S* {politely)* Thank you very much, but — er — Itbink not* 
advance on five? (To Assist^ Turn ’em round, to show the back Mr* M* Then perhaps you could do with “ The Little Boot- 
view. And a arf ! Six I And a ’arf j Only six and a ’arf bid for Black," or “ The Sandwich-Man," Sir ? 
this bestir ul pair of figures, done toeot from nature by Bimbi. The A* 8* Perhaps — ^but I could do still better without them. 

nioves to another part of the room* 

[the Grubby Man admits the soft impeachment*) Seven and a ’arf. The Ohl* Broker {whispering heerily in his ear)* Seen anythink 

® A. n. ... yo^ fancy, Sir J ’cos, if so 

Air. Grimes {with a mprerne effort)* Two-and-six ! \_The A. S. escapes to a dark corner — where he is warmly 

X LM.ops ms brow with a red cotton handkerchief * welcomed Mr, Middleman. 

fi^t* a tone of gratitude for the smallest mercies)* Eight- Mr* M* Knew yon’d think better on it, Sir. Now wHoh is it to 

Grimes, U-the Boot-Black," ot Mixture as Before" f 

> « c ^ ^ veiy -4 mc^. Now WO como to Lot 19. Massive fluted column in coral marble 

and some work by Pippalini The Ocarina Player," one of this with revolving-top— a column, Gentlemen, which will speak for itself. 
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The Facetioue Bidder [after 
a scrutiny/). Then it may as 
well mention, while it ’s about 
it, that it’s got a hit ont of its 
back! 

Auct Flaw in the marble, 
that’s all. (2b Assist.) No- 
thing the matter with the 
oolumn, is there P 

Assist, (with reluctant can- 
dour). Well, it ’as got a Httle 
chipped, Sir. 

Auct. [easily). Oh, very well 
then, we’U sell it “A.F.” 
Very glad it was found out in 
time, um sure. 

\_Bidding proceeds. 

First Dealer to Second [in 
a husky whisper). Talkin’ o’ 
Old Masters, I put young 
’Aewat up to a good thing 
the other day. 

Second D. [without surprise 
— probably from a knowledge 
of his friend^ s noble^ unselfish 
nature). Ah— ’ow was that ? 

First D. Well, there was a 
picter as I ’appened to know 
could be got in for a deal under 
what it ought— in good ’ands, 
mind yer— to fetch. It was a 
Morlan’— leastwise, it was so 
like you couldn’t ha’ told the 
difEerence, if you understand 
my meanin’. ( The other nods 
with complete intelligence.) 
Well, I ’adn’t no openin’ for 
it myself just then, so I sez 
to young ’Awi.T, “You 
might do worse than go and 
’ave a look at it,” I told him. 
And 1 run against him yes- 
terday, Wardour Street way, 
and I sez, “Did yer go and 
see that picter ? ” Yes,” sez 
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\ A Il \l U' guineas, rorty-six — 

'11111/ / r* three busts of Italian cele- 

PRIVATE THEATRICALS. of whom heh^ never 

heard). I’m afraid I shan’t 

Fond Parent [to ProlessioTial Lady). “Tell mb, Miss Le Tavasoub, did have very much chance of 
' Son acquit himself creditably at this Afternoon’s Kbhearsal ? ” forgetting you. Good after- 


PRIVATE THEATRICALS. 


he, and what ’s more, I got my Son acquit himself creditably at this Afternoon’s Kbhearsal ? ” forgetting you. Good after- 
it at pretty much my own Miss Le Vavasour. “Well, my Lord, — if tour Son only acts the noon! 
figger, ^ I ” “ WeU,’’ sez I, Lover on the Staob half as bnbboetically as he does in the Gtrebn- \,Fxit hurriedly, dropping the 
‘ and ain’t yer goin’ to shake eoom, the Piece will be a sucoess ! ” fruity as Scene closes. 

^ands with me over it f ” — . 

Second D. [interested). And did he ? ^ 

First D. Yes, he id—he beyaved very fair over the matter, I YROM OUR MUSIC HALL. 


will say that for him. 

Second D. Oh, ’Anwat ’s a very decent little feller — now. 


I HAD a j&ne performance at my little place last week. Oave the 
Flijah with a chorus whose vigorous delivery and precision were ex- 


Auct. [hopefully). Now, Gentlemen, this next lot’ll tempt you, ""a ! V7 ^ ueuyt^ry axiu preupiuu were ex- 

r cellent, and except for uncertam intonation of soprani in first. chorus, 

^ I thongh perhaps I say it who shouldn’t, I never heard bettei 

Jtv A *1 ohorussing Within my walls. Madame Schmidi-Eobhoti has a good 
TP^t’ah^n^wA ^ ^ approve of her German method, nor do I like 

f a A ©inbellishments of text, even wheu they cau be justified. The con- 

KoccociPPi, Gentlemen? A hundred Madame Sviatlovskt (0 Heavenly name that ends in skyJ) 

gumeas, jimt J? , ,, . fio.o.ni.a ^ should have expected, coming to us with such a name. 

^ ffi. P«^P» “Ot I'ewd to advantage : pwhaps ’Wtage to me if I hadn’t 

ma?wi» li«ard her. Bnt Miss Sabah Bbeet bronght down the honse just 

^ ^ “ 8ahs°» ^ Berry’d aU ^ve, 0. and applauding 

beantifuUy. Jraou, Mies Sabah Beebt I 

^ thought it was her who was the finely “ As we are hearing Flijah,*' says Mr. Corner Man, “ may I ask 
^ ■D.a-nwr Sh, what ftuBen in Scripture History this young lady reminds 

^ t™ P Of courBO I reply, “I give it np, Sir.” Whereupon he 

appr^iati^ of a igh-class w(uk hke ^is I . . . Twenty-five guineas ? answers, “ She reminds me, Sir, of the ftueen who was Berenice— 
. , . Nonsense I i can’t put it up at that. ^ _ » Berry-N icey ’—see ? ” 

DiMM/tfri../.// nw«. Number next in the hooks. Mr. Watkin Mmis was dignified 

Sec^pmnt&retted Benito Ftr^ B. p.,tn m vnder^ne). I impressive as Elijah; hut, while admitting the excellence of 

■wa can’t forget onr loss in the ahsince of Mr. Saht- 
tlmifang of ^^iting for that Davies sang the tenor music, but apologised 

Kiw’ if? Wnnii AWiM<i w ^®r having unfortunately got a pony on the evait,— that is, he 

^ ^ ^ ^ liad 8®* a li®arse during the day. “Bmsr Mio” is-um- 

the'mt. But I 'd do the same lor yon any day. fu. nr. T».-.KrT,Tr i....™!... 


i,r»iAf HAf T^’/Aff,r.rmr5X,:™,, 8®* » *®a«e durmg the day. "Bmsr Mio" is-um— 

n 2 ,®®*“®a®“®“ryoTiany day. rather troppo operaiico for the oratorio. Mr. Babnet bravely 

Second E. D. I m««re 7®' L«/.A «««iWA«.7« ^^^oned, as nsna. Bravo, BabottI He goes on with the work 

Auct. How’ere’satastefnlfifGentterm not. he would say with the General 


eating Oysters" [^'NympK 'ere, Gen'lm'n!"), by the celebrated « Give o’er » give o’er ^ 

Italian artist Yabene, one of Gie finest works of Art in tMs Por I Ij^ton on this tnne no more.” 

room, and they’re all exceedingly fine works of Art; bnt this is 

truly a work of Art, Gentlemen, What shall we say for her, eh P Perhaps the quotation is not quite exact, 1 
[Silence.) Why, Gentlemen, no more appreciation than that f Come, that ends well, as everyone said as they left 
don’t be afraid of it. Make a beginning. [Bidding starts.) Forty- Yours truly, 


Perhaps the quotation is not quite exact, but no matter, all ’s well 
bat ends well, as everyone said as they left 

Yours truly, Albert Hail. 
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MR. PUNCHES PRIZE NOVELS. 

No. VII.— A BUCCANEER’S BLOOD-BATH. 


upon tiie taUe tmtil the glasses rattled again and glared into the 
Captain’s weather-heaten face.* 

“ Hear the man,” said the Captain— “hear him. A man -would 
he .had spent his days and nights upon tte sea, instead of 
miring pills and powders aU his life in a snnny village dispensary.” 


IhTqSw seemed Hke to be fierce, when a sudden sound struck 
l<mdi»h. Trip?'* A Tramlled Donkey “ A Queer Fall on a upon otu ears, and stopped all tongi^s. I cannot call it a song. 

mi.- -ra. M ST^Stt SttSiK 

[For some weeks before this Novel actually arrived, we received by evey words to it. That much we all heard distinctly. 

ffi^”^faps, th!i»th?aUant effort of the brUliant and T,ro for his heels, and that makes sir.* _ 

Author’s genius- Humour and pathos are inextricably blended in it. He -^q listened, awestruck, with blanched faces, scarce danng to look 
sweeps with confident finger over the whole gamut of human potions, and another. Por myself, I am bold to confess that I cr^pt nnder 

moves us equally to terror and to pity. Of the style, it is sufficient to say sheltering table and hid my head in my hands. Again the I 

that it U Hr. Dbbtbnson’s.’’ The M^of the NotsI itself came in a j^otes .^^ere moaned forth— 

mapper heanng the Samoan post.mark.-ED. JimoA ] ^ 

Chapter I. ‘ Two for his heels, and ” 


yet it behoves that, for the p 
and set down the tmth of t 
And, indeed, it may befall 
that, when the tale is pnt 
forth in print, the pnblic 
may find it to their liking, 
and buy it with no sparing 
hand, so that, at the last, 
the payment shall be worthy 
of the labourer. 

I have never been gifted 
with what pedants miscall 
courage. That extreme rash- 
ness of the temper which 
drives fools to their destruc- 
tion hath no place ^ in my 
disposition. A shrinking 
meekness under provocation, 
and a commendable absence 
of body whenever blows fell 
thick, seemed always to me 
to be the better part. And 
for this I have boldly en- 
dured many taunts. Yet it 
so chanced that in my life I 
fell in with many to whom 
the cutting of throats was 
but a moment’s diversion. 
Nay, more, in most of their 
astounding ventures I shared 
with them ; I made one upon 
their reckless forays ; I was 
forced, sorely against my 
will, to accompany them 
upon their stormy voyages, 
and to endure with them 
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spoke, a strange light dis- 
; I pelled the shadows, and by 
I Its rays we could see the 
I crouchmg form of Biix Blue- 
: ,j NOSE, with the red seam 

; <; across his face where the 

: devil had long since done his 
■' work. ^ ___ 

!j Chaptes in. 

;| I HAD forgot to say that, as 
■.;i he ran, the Captain had 
■■ i drawn his sword. In the 
".! confusion which followed on 
.. lil the discovery of Bluenose, 

■ I could not rightly tell how 

r each thing fell out ; indoed, 

I from where I lay, with the 
, : men crowding together in 
! . • front of me, to see at all was 
I '• no easy matter. But this I 
f.j,., saw clearly. The Captain 
ii|; stood in the corner, his blade 
!i] raised to strike. Bluenose 
[j never stirred, but his breath 
I'Lifl came and went, and his eye- 
^ lids blinked strangely, uke 
the ; flutter of a sere leaf 
' ^ against the waU. There came 
eu a roar of voices, and, in the 
tumult, the Captain’s sword 
\ fi.a8hed quickly, and fell. 

■ '■ \ Then, witJi a broken cry like 
V a sheep’s bleat, the great 
' seamed face fell separate 


their dangers ; and there does not live one man, since all of them are from the body, and a fountain of blood rose into the air from the 
dead, and I alone survive, so well able as myself to narrate these severed neck, and splashed heavily upon the sanded fl.oor of the 
matters faithfully within the compass of a single five-shilling volume, parlour. 

p TT “Man, man I” cried the Doctor, angrily, “what have ye done? 

OHAPTES XI. Ye ’ve kilt Bluenose, and with him goes our chance of the treasure. 

On a December evening of the year 17—, ten men sat together in the But, maybe, it ’s not yet too late.” 

parlour of “ The Haunted Man.” Without, upon the desolate moor- So saying, he plucked the head from the floor and clapped it ap:ain 

land, a wmdless stricture of frost had bound the air as though in boards, upon its shoulders. Then, drawing a long stick of sealing-wax from 
but within, the tongues were loosened, and the talk flowed merrily, his pocket, he held it well before the Captain’s ruddy face. The 
and the clink of steaming tumblers filled the room. Dr. Deadeze sat wax spluttered and melted. The Doctor applied it to the out with 
with the rest at the long deal table, pufBlng mightily at the brown old deft fingers, and with a strange condescension of manner in one so 
Broseley church-warden, whom the heat and the comfort of his proud. My heart beat like a bird’s, both quick and little ; and on a 
evening meal had so far conquered, that he resented the doctor’s sudden Bluenose raised his dripping hands, and in a quavering 
treatment of him only by an occasional splutter. For myself. I sat kind of voice piped out — 

where the warmth of the cheerful fire could reach my chillea toes, “ Fifteen two and a rair make four.” 

close by the side of the good doctor. I was a mere lad, and even -dat-jt-jx -ljat- a a 

now, as I search in my memory for these long-forgotten scenes, I neard too mncn, and me next moment we were speeding 

am prone to marvel at my own heedlessness in thus affronting these terror at onr hacks across the desert moorland. 

lawless men. But, indeed, I knew them not to be lawless, or 1 Chapter IV 

doubt not but that my prudence had counselled me to withdraw ere « , , ^ ^ t a j n 

the events befell which I am now about to narrate. You are to remember that when the events I have narrated befell 

As I remember, the Doctor and Captain Jawkins were seated I was but a lad, and had a lad’s horror of that which smacked of 

opposite to one another, and, as their w<»it was, they were in high snpematurd. As we ran, I must have fallen in a swoon, for I 
debate upon a question of navigation, on wMoh the Doctor held and remember nothing more until I found myself walking with trembling 
expressed an emphatic opinion. feet through the policies of the ancient mansion 6f Dearodear. By 

“ Never tell me,” he said, with"fl.ammg aspect, “ that the common strode a young nobleman, whom I straight^y recognised as 

a^&ht but wbat a man, not other- » \^aitor to Author : “ How did the glasses manage to glare ? It seems an 

wise fooubh, womd gather from the word. Port means port, and ©dd prooeeding for a glass. Answer paid.” 

starbo^d IS starboard, and ^ sea-captains in the world Author to JEditor: “Don’t be a fool. I meant the Doctor— not. the 

cannot move me from that.” With that the Doctor beat his fist glasses.” . , 
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the Master, His gallant bearing and handsome face served but to 
conceal the black heart that beat within his breast. He gazed at me 
with a cnrions look in his eyes. 

“ SauAjaETOES, Sq,uaeetoes,” said he— it was thus he had named 
me, and by that I knew that we were in Scotland, and that my name 
was become Mackellah — “ I have a mind to end yonr prying and 
your lectures here where we stand,” 

“ End it,” said I, with a boldness which seemed strange to me even 
as I spoke ; “ end it, and where will yon be ? A penniless beggar 
and an outcast.” 

*‘The old fool speaks truly,” he continued, kicking me twice 
violently in the back, but otherwise ignoring my presence ; ‘‘ and if 
I end him, who shall tell the story ? Hay, SauASETOES, let us make 
a compact. I will play the villain, and brawl, and cheat, and murder ; 
you shall take notes of my actions, and, after I have died dramatically 
in a Hbrth American forest, you shall set up a stone to my memory, 
and publish the story, '^at say you ? Your hand upon it.” 

Such was the fascination of the man that even then I could not 
withstand him. Moreover, the measure of his misdeeds was not yet 
full. My caution prevailed, and I gave hiTin my hand. 

“ Done ! ” said he ; “ and a very good bargain for you, Squaee- 

TOES ! ” 

Let the public, then, judge between me and the Master, since of his 
house not one remains, and I alone may write the tale. 

(To be continued. — ^Author.) The End. — Ed. Tmeh, 



OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

2 he Children^ of the Castle^ by Mrs. Moieswoetbl (published by 
Macmillait), will certainly be a favourite with the children in the 
house. A quaintly pretty story of child life and fairies, such as she 
can write so well, it is valuably assisted 
, with Illustrations by Waxtee Ceane. 

! George HouTLEDaE evidently means to 
catch the youthful book-worm’s eye by 
the brilliancy of his bindings, but the 
^ ‘ attraction will not stay 

there long, for the con- 
tents are equal to the 
covers. 

These are days of re- 
miniscences, so 
the Spotted Terrier^ 
writes bis own tale, or, 
wags it. Illustrations 
^ by Haebison Weie. 
Aid here for the tray 
ones, bless ’em, is The 
Souse that Jack Built^ 
—a paper book in ac- 
tually the very shape of 
the house he built I 
And then there’s the melancholy but moral tale of Froggy^^toould 
a^ Wooing Go, “Recommended,” says the Baron. 

published by Dean and Son, who should eaU their publishing 
establishment “ The Deanery,” is The Boyle Fairy JBook^ a splendid 
collection of regular fairy lore ; and the Illustrations are by Richard 
Doyle, which needs nothini^ more. 

The Mistletoe Bought edited by M. E. Beaddon, is not only very 
strong to send forth so many sprigs, but it is a curious branch, as 
from each sprig hangs a tale. The first, by the Editor and Authoress, 
Mis Oldest Friends^ is excellent. 

Flowers of The Munt^ by Einch Mason, published by Messrs. 
Eoees. Rather too spring-like a title for a sporting book, as it 
suggests hunting for fiowers. Sketchy and amusing, 

Hachettb and Cie. getting ahead of Christmas, and neck and 
neck with the Hew Year, issue a Nouveau Calendrier Perpeteul, 
“ Zes Amis FidileSj** representing three poodles, the first of which 
carries in his mouth the day of the week, the second the day of the 
month, and the third the name of the month. This design is quaint, 
and if not absolutely original, is new in the combination and appli- 
cation. Unfortunately it only suggests one period of the year, the 
dog-days, but in 1892 this can be improved upon, and amplified. 

Ho nursery would be complete without a Chatterhox, and, as a 
reward to keep him quiet, The Prize would come in useful. Wells, 
Daeton, & Gaednee,, can suj)ply both of them. 

E, Waene has another Birthday-book, Fortune's Mirror^ Set in 
Gems, hy M. Haleobd, with Illustrations by Kate Ceatjeoed. A 
novel idea of setting the mirror in the binding; but, to find your 
fortune, you must look inside, and then you will see what gem 
o ugh t to be worn in the month of your birth, 

Wllleet Beale’s Light of Other Bays is most interesting to 
those who, like the Baron, remertiber the latter days of Geisi and 
Maeio, who can eaU to mind Maeto in Les Muguenots, in Trovatore^ 
in Bigoletto ; and Geisi in Norma, Valentina, Fides, Lucrezia, and 


some others. It seems to me that the centre of attraction in these 
two volumes is the history of Mario and Geisi on and ofi the stage ; 
and the gem of all is the simple narrative of Mrs. Godfbey Peaesb, 
their daughter, which M. Willeet Beale has had the good taste to 
give verhatim, with few notes or comments. To think that only twenty 
years ago we lost Geisi, and that only nine years ago Maeio died in 
Rome I Peace to them both I In Art they were a glorious couple, 
and in their death our thoughts cannot divide them. Geisi and 
Maeio, ftueen and King of song, inseparable. I have never looked 
upon their like again, and probably never shaU. My tribute to their 
memory is, to advise aU those to whom their memory is dear, and 
those to whom their memory is but a tradition, to read these Remi- 
niscences, of them and of others, by Willeet Beale, in order to 
learn aU they can about this romantic couple, who, caring little 
for money, and everything for their art, were united in Hfe, in love, 
in work, and, let us, peccatores, humbly hope, in death. Willeet 
Beale has, in his Reminiscences, given us a greater romance of real 
life than wiU be found in twenty volumes of novels, by the most 
eminent authors. Yet aU so naturaUy and so simply told. At least 
so, with moist eyes, says your tender-hearted critic, 

The Sympathetic Baeon De Book-Woems. 


WIGS AND RADICALS. 

[“ As a protest against the acceptance by the Corporation of Sunderland 
of robes, wigs, and cocked hats, for the Mayor and Town Clerk, Mr. 
Stoeet, M.P., has sent in his resignation of the office of Alderman of that 
body .” — Daily Paper, "I 

Brutus, TeU us what has chanced to-day, that Stobey looks so sad. 

Casca, Why, there was a wig and a cocked hat offered him, and 
he put it away with the back of his hand, thus; and then the 
Sunderland Radicals feU a-shouting. 

Brutus, What was the second noise for ? 

Casca, Why, for that too. 

Brutus, They shouted thrice— what was the last cry for ? 

Casca, Why, for that too— not to mention a mnnioipal robe. 

Brutus, Was the wig, &o,, offered him thrice ? 

Casca, Ay, marry, was it, and he put the things by thrice, every 
time more savagely than before. 

Brutus, Who offered him the wig ? 

Casca, Whv, the Sunderland Municipality, of course— stoopid I 

Brutus, Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca. 

Casca, I can as well be hanged, as tell you. It was mere foolery, 
I did not mark it. I saw the people offer a cocked hat to him— yet 
’twas not to him neither, because he ’s only an Alderman, ’twas to 
the Mayor and Town Clerk — ^and, as I told you, he put the things 
by thrice ; yet, to my thinking, had he been Mayor, he would fam 
have had them. And the raoblement, of course, cheered such an 
exhibition of stem Radical simplicity, and Stoeet called the wig 
a bauble, though, to my thinking, there ’s not much bauble about 
it, and the cocked -hat he called a mediaeval intrusion, though, to 
my thinking, there were precious few cocked-hats in the Middle 
Ages. Then he said he would no more serve as Alderman; and 
the Mayor and the Town Clerk cried— “Alas, good soul!”— and 
accepted his resignation with all their hearts. 

Brutus, Then will not the Sunderland Town Hall miss him ? 

Casca, Hot it, as I am a true man I There ’ll be a Stoeey the less 
on it, that ’s all. Farewell ! 


‘‘Mot there, IMot there, My Child! ” 

By some misadventure I was unable to attend the pianoforte 
recital of Paddy Rewski, the player from Irish Poland at the St. 
James’s Hall last Wednesday. Everybody much pleased, I ’m told. 
Glad to hear it. I was “Hot there, notj there,i6 my child! ” But 
audience gratified— 

“ And Stalldom shrieked when Paddy Eewski played,’* 

as the Poet says, or something like it. I hear he made a hit. The 
papers say he did, and if he didn’t it ’s another thnmper, that ’s all. 


“So Ho Maybe at Pbesent eeom Yoites Teuly the Entee- 

PEENBITE OE THE FeENCH PlAYS, St. JAMES’S ThBATEE.”— It is 
hard on the indefatigable M. Mayee, but when Englishmen can so 
easily cross the Channel, and so willingly brave the mal-de^mer for 
the sake of a week in Paris, it is not likely that they will patronise 
French theatricals in London, even for their own linguistic and 
artistic improvement, or solely for the benefit of the deserving and 
enterprising M. Mayee. Even if it be mal-de^m&r against Aiiew de 
Mayer, an English admirer of French acting would risk the lormer 
to get a week in Paris. We are sorry ’tis so, out so ’tis. 

‘ 

“The Magazine Riple.”— Is this invention patented. by the 
Editor of The Bevieio of Beviews f Good title for the Staff of that 
Magazine, “ The Magazine Rifie Corps.” 
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BETWEEN THE QUICK AND THE DEAD. 

The Appeals to Justice! Justice leudeth 
ear 

Unstirred by favour, unseduced by fear ; 

And they who Justice love must check the 
tibiriU 

Of natural shame, and listen, and be still. 
These wrangling tales of honor shake the 
heart 

With pitiful disgust. Oh, glorious part 
Tor British manhood, much bepraised, to 
play [day I 

In that dark land late touched by culture's 
Are these, our Heroes, pictured each by each ? 
We fondly deemed that where our English 
speech [humane. 

Sounded, there English hearts, of mould 
Justice would stren^hen, cruelty restrain. 
And is it all a figment of false pride P 
Stich honors do our vaunting annals hide 
Beneath a world of words, like fiowers that 
wave 

In tropic swamps o’er a malarious grave ? 

These are the questions which perforce 
intrude 

As the long tale of honor coarse and crude, 
Bolls out its sickening chapters one by one. 
What will the verdict be when all is done ? 
Confl.icting counsels in loud chorus rise, 
“Hush the thing up!” the knowing cynic 
cries, 

“ Arm not our chuckling enemies at gaze 


With charnel dnst to font our brightest bays I 
Let the dead past bury its tainted dead, 

Lest aliens at our ‘ heroes ’ wag the head.” 

“ Shocking ! wails out the sentimentalist. 
Believe no tale unpleasant, scorn to list 
To slanderous charges on the British name ! 
That brutish baseness, or that sordid shame 
Can touch * our gallant fellows,’ is a thing 
Incredible. Do not our poets sing, 

Our pressmen praise in dithyrambio prose, 
The ‘ lads ’ who win our worlds and face our 
foes? 

Who never, save to human pity, yield 
One step in wilderness or battlefield I ” 

Meanwhile, 'with troubled eyes and straining 
hands, 

Sdent, attentive, thoughtful, Justice stands. 
To her alone let the appeal he made. 

Heroes, or merely tools of huckstering Trade, 
Men brave, though fallible, or sordid brutes, 
Let aU be heard. Since each to each imputes 
Unmeasured baseness, somewhere the black 
stain [slain 

Must surely rest. The dead speak not, the 
Have not a voice, save such as that which spoke 
From Abel’s blood. Green laurels, or the 
stroke [alternative 

Of shame’s swift scourge? There’s the 
Before the lifted eyes of those who live. 

One fain would see the grass unstained that 
waves 

In the dark Afiio waste o’er those two graves. 
To Justice the protagonist makes appeu. 


Justice would wish him smirchless as her steel, 
But stands with steadfast eyes and unbowed 
head 

Silent— betwixt the Living and the Dead ! 
OPERA NOTES. 

WhAlT’s a Drama without a Moral, and 
what ’s Rigoletto without a Ma.tjjblel, who 
was cast for the part, but who was too in- 
dispoged to appear ? So Signor Galassi came 
and “played the fool” instead, much to the 
satisfaction of all concerned, and all were very 
much concerned about the illness or indis- 
position of M. Maurel. Dimiteesco not par- 
ticularly strong as the Dook ; but Mile. 
Stromeeld came out well as Qilda^ and, 
being called, came out in excellent form in 
front of the Curtain. Signor Beyignani, 
beating time in Orchestra, and time all the 
better for his beating. 

“ For This Relief Much Thanks.”— The 
difficulties in The City, which Mr. Punch 
represented in his Cartoon of November 8, 
were by the Times of last Saturday publicly 
acknowledged to he at an end. The adven- 
turous mariners were luckily able to rest 
on the Bank, and are now once more fairly 
started. They will bear in mind the warn- 
ing of the Old Lady of Threadneedle Street, 
as given to the boys in the above mentioned 
Cartoon. 
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AVENUE HUNCHBACK. 

Of eoxirse there is noihing: very new in the idea of a cripple loYing 



Detective ! ! ! ” or words to this effect. In his impersonation of 
Mark Denzil Mr. Stbpheits seems to have attempted an imitation o 
the light and airy style of Mr. AniHua STiBLiisre-. 

The end of the Second Act is, to my thinking, a mistake in dramatic 
art. Everyone of the audience knows that the woman wiio has 
stolen the money is Mark DenziVs wife, and nobody regxdres from 
Denzil himself oral confirmation of the fact, much less do they 
wum Uml d mail bij bi calf iiaadj, bU 




Mr. Punch applauding Master 'Walter George Desmarets. 

to be the father, not the lover, of the leading lady. It has remained 
for Mr. Carton to give us in an original three-act play a deformed 
hero, who has to sacrifice love to duty, or, rather, to let self-abne- 
gation triumph over the gratification ©f self. This self-saorifioing 
part is admirably ^ayed by Mr. Geoeoe Alexander, whose simple 
make-up for the character is irreproachable. That something more 
can still be made by him of the scene of his great temptation I feel 
sure, and if he does this he will have developed several full leaves 
from his already budding laurels, and, which is presently important, 
he will have added another 100 nights to the run, 

Maud {without the final “e’O capitally played by Miss Maude 
{with the final Mtllett. (Why didn’t the author choose 

another name when this character was oast to Miss Millett ? Hot 
surely for the sake of someone saying, “ Come into the garden ” — eh t 
And the author has already indxdged his pungent humour by 
giving George^^ Addis to “George” Alexander. Mistake.) 
This character of Maud is a sketch of an utterly odious girl, — 
o^ous, that is, at home, but fascinating 
no doubt, away from the domestic circle. 

Is a sketch oi such a character worth ^ 

the setting ? How one pities the future W 

Bamfield menage^ when the unfortunate ^ 

idiot Bamfield^ well represented by Mr. v«n 

Ben Webster, has married this „ 

flirting, flighty, sharp-tongued, "v 

selfish little girl. To these two are ; ^ 

given some good, light, and bright 

comedy scenes, recalling to the ; . 

mind of the middle-aged play- 

goer the palmy days of what 

used to be known as the 

Eobertsoniau “ Tea - cup - and- 

saucer Comedies,” with dialogue, 

scarcely de sieole perhaps, but 

pleasant to listen to, when spoken Latimer at the Steak. Historical 
by Miss Maude Millett, Miss subject treated in Act II. of jS, # /S. 
Terry, and Mr. Ben Webster. 

In Miss Marion Terry’s JTeZew, the elder of the Doctor’s; 
daughters, we have a charming type, nor could Mr. Hutcombe | 
Gould’s Dr, Latimer be improved upon as an artistic perform- j 
ance where repose and perfectly natural demeanour give a certain i 
coherence and soHdity to the entire work. Mr. Yorxe Stephens 
as Mark Denzil is too heavy, and his manner conveys the im- 
pression that, at some time or other, he will commit a crime, 
such, perhaps, as stealmg the money from the Doctor’s desk; or, 
when this danger is past and he hasn’t done it, his still darkenin|r, 
mdodramatic manner misleads the audience into supposmg that in 
Act III. he will make away with his- ohjeetionable wife, possess 
himself of the two hundred pounds, and then, just at the moment 
when, with a darkling scowl and a gleaming eye, he steps forward to 
claim his ajBBlanced bride, Scollick, Mr. Axjred Holles, hitherto 
only known as the Sunken gardener, will throw off his disguise, 
and, to a burst of applause from au excited audience, will say, 
“ I arrest you for murder and robbery! and— -I am Haweshaw the 


Historical 
E5. #5. 


charged “The Shadow,” but more like the substance. Collapse of Mr. 
with Yorke Stephens into the arms of Miss Marrying Terry, on bearing 
theft. Shadow exclaim, “Torke (Stephens), you ’re wanted I ” 

This is an anti-climax, weakening an otherwise effective situation, 
as the immediate result of this scene could easily he given iu-a couple 
of sentences of dialogue at the commencement of the last Act. It is 
this fault, far more than the unpruned passages of dialogue, that 
makes this interesting and well acted play aaawi too long— at least, 
such is the honest opinion of A Briend in Bront. 

THE BURDEN OF BACILLUS. 

Is there no one to protect us, is existence then a sin. 

That we ’re worried here in London and in Paris and Berlin ? 

We would live at peace with all men, hut “ Destroy them! ” is the 

PhysSogioal assassins are not happy till we die. 

With the rights of man acknowledged, can you wonder that we sq^uirm 
At the endless persecution of the muon-maltreated germ. 

We are ta’en from home and hearthstone, from the newly- wedded 
bride, . . 

To he looked at by cold optics on a microscopic slide : 

We are boiled and stewed together, and they never think it hurts ; 
We ’re injected into rabbits by those hypodermic squirts : 

If ever safe, although so very insignifiowt in Bi 2 e, 

There ’s no peace for poor Bacillus, so it seems, uutil he dies* 

It is strange to think how men lived in the days of long ago, 

When the fact of our existence they had never chanced to know. 

If the scientific ghouls are right who hunt us to the death, 

Those who came before them surely had expired ere they drew 
breath : 

We were there in those old ages, thriving in our youthful bloom ; 
Then there was no Koch or Pasteur bent on compassing our doom. 

Men humanity are preaching, and philanthropists elate 
Point out he who injures horses shaH be punished by the State ; 

Dogs are carefully protected, likewise the domestic cats, 

Possibly kind-hearted people would not draw the line at rats : 

If all that be right and proper, why then persecute and kill us ? 

Lo I the age’s foremost martyr is the vilified Bacillus ! 


WALK DP I 

As far as Vigo Street, and see Mr. Kettleship’s Wild Beast 
Show at the sign of “ The Rembrandt Head.” Here are Wild 
Amnnftlfl to be Seen done from the life, and to the life; teTOy 
lions, sleepy bears, flapping vultures, and eagles, and brilliant 
macaws—^ in excellent condition. Observe the “ Lion roaring ” 
at Ho. 28, and the “Ibis flying” with the sunlight on his big 
white wings against a deep blue sky, Ho. 36. All these Wild 
AniTrifllfl can he safely guaranteed as pleasant and acreeable com- 
panions to live with, and so, judging from certain labels on the 
frames, the British picture-buyer has already discovered. Poor 
Mr. Nettleship’s Menagerie will return to him shorn of its finest 
specimens— that is, if he ever sees any of them back at all. 
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IN OUR GARDEN. 
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T has^ocoirred to^e m 

^in the imp^^ion that ^e 

11 all the work of the Q-arden, 
1 our hired^an 

^Xw:-{V::^^ as I haTe already explamed, 

uadertakea this new respon- 
sibility from a desire to preserve health and strength useful to our 
OnEEN and Connlry* Therefore we, as Arpachshad says, potter about 
the Grarden, get in each other’s way, and in his • that is to say, we are 
out working pretty well all day, with inadequate intervals for meals. 

Abpachshad, to do him justice, is most anxious not to interfere 
with our project by unduly taking labour on himself. When we 
are shifting earth, and as we shift it backwards and forwards there 
is a good deal to be done in that way, he is quite content te walk by 
the side, or in front of the barrow, whilst Sark wheels it, and 1 
walk behind, picking up any bits Ihat have shaken out of the 
vehicle, (Earth trodden into the gravel- walk would militate against 
its efidciency.) But of course Arpachshad is, in the terms of his I 
contract, “ a working gardener,” and 1 see that he works. 

At the same time it must be admitted that he does not display 
any eagerness in engaging himself, nor does he rapidly and ener- 
getically carry out nttle tasks which are set him. There are, for 
example, the sods about the trees in the orchard. He says it’s very 
bad for the trees to have the sods close up to their trunks. There 
should be a small space of open ground. Arpachshad thought 
that perhaps “the gents,” as Tie calls us, would enjoy digging a 
clear space round the trees. We thought we would, and set to 
work. But Sark having woefully hacked the stem of a young 
apple-tree {Lard Sujffield) and I having laboriously and carefully 
cut away the entire network of the roots of a damson-tree, under 
the impression that it was a weed, it was decided that Arpachshad 
had better do this skilled labour. We will attain to it by-and-by. 

Arpachshad has now been engaged on the work for a fortnight, 
and I think it will carry him on into the spring. The way he walks 
round the harmless apple-tree before cautiously putting in the 
spade, is very impressive. Having dug three exceedingly small 
^ds, he packs them in a basket, and then, with a great sigh, heaves 
it on to Ms shoulder, and walks off to store the sods by the potting- 
shed. ^ Anything more solemn iihan his walk, more depressing than 
Ms mien, has not been seen outside a churchyard. If he were bury- 
ing the child of hu old age, he could not look more cut np. Sark, 
who, probably owing to personal associations, is beginning to develop 
some sense of humour, walked by the side of mm this morning 
whistling “ The Dead March in SauV^ 

The effect was unexpected and embarrassing, Arpachshad 
slowly relieved himself of the burden of the three sods, dropped 
them on the gronnd vdth a disproportionate thud, and, producing a 


large pocket-handkercMef, whose variegated and brilliant colours 
were, happily, dimmed by a mouth’s use, mopped his eyes. 

“ You’ll excuse me, gents,” he snuffled, “ but I never hear that 
there tune, ^Dule Britanny^ wMstled or sunghutIthMkof the time 
when I went down to see my son off from Portsmouth for the Cnmee, 
'‘Buh Britanny^ was the tune they played when he walked 
proudly aboard. He was in all the battles, Almy, Inkerman, BaUy- 
klaver, Seringapatam, and Sebastopol.” , „ „ 

“ And was he killed ? ” asked the Member for Sark, making as 
though he would help Arpachshad with the basket on to Ms 
shomder again, i. 

“ Ho,” said Arpachshad, overlooking the attention— “ he lived to 
come home; and last week he rode in the Lord Mayor’s coach 
through the streets of London, with all his medals on. Eive ^tailings 
for the day, and a good blow-out, presided over by Mr. Augustin 
Harris, in his Sheriff’s Cloak and Chain at the ‘Plongh-and- 
Thunder,’ in the Barbican.” 

Hartington came down to see us to-day. ^ Mentioned Arpach- 
shad, and his natural indisposition to hurry himself. 

“ Why should he?” asked Hartington, yawning, as he leaned 
over the fence. “ What ’s the use, as Whosthis says, of ever climb- 
ing np the climbing wave ? I can’t understand how you fellows go 
about here with your shirt-sleeves turned up, hustling along as if 
yon hadn’t a minute to spare. It ’s^ just the same in the House ; 
bustle everywhere; everybody straining and pushing — everybody 
Wt me.” 

“WeU,” said Sark, “but you’ve been np in Scotland, making 
quite a lot of speeches. Just as if you were Mr. G. Mmself.” 

“Yes,” said Hartington, looking admiringly at Arpachshad, 
who had taken off his coat, and was carefully folding it up, prepara- 
tory to overtaking a snail, whose upward march on a peach-tree Ms 
keen eye had noted; “but that wasn’t my fault. Iwas dragged 
into it against my will. It came about this way. Months ago, when 
Mr. G.’s tour was settled, they said nothing would do hut that I 
must follow him over the same ground, speech by speech. If it had 
been to take place in the next day or two, or in the next week, I 
would have plumply said Ho. But, you see, it was a long way off. 
Ho one could say what might uot happen in the interval. If I ’d 
said Ho, they would have worried me week after week. If I said 
Yei^ at least I wouldn’t be bored on the matter for a month or two. 
So I consented, and, when the time came, I had to put iu an appear- 
ance. But I mean to cut the whole business. Shall take a Garden, 
like you and Sark, only it shall be a place to lounge in, not to work 
in. Should like to have 'a fellow like your Arpachshad ; sootMug 
and comforting to see Mm going about his work.” 

“ 1 suppose you ’ll take a partner ? ” I asked. “ Hope you T1 get 


one more satisfactory than Sark has proved,” 

Hartington blushed a rosy red at tMs reference to a partner. 
Didn’t know he was so sensitive on account of Sark; abruptly 
chained subject. 

“ Fact is, Tort,” he said, “ I hate politics ; always been dragged 
into them by one man or another. First it was Bright; then 
Mr. G. ; now the Markiss is always at me, making out that chaos 
will come if I don’t stick at my place in the House during the 
Session, and occasionally go about country making speeches in the 
recess. Wouldn’t mind the House if seats were more comfortable. 
Can sleep there pretty well for twenty minutes before dinner ; but 
nothing to rest your head against ; hack falls your head ; off goes 
your hat; aud then those Radical fellows grin. I could stand 
politics better if Front Opposition Bench or Treasury Bench were 
constructed on principle of family pews in country churches. Get a 
decent quiet corner, and there you are. In any new Reformed 
Parliament hope they ’ll think of it; though it doesn’t matter 
much to me. I ’m going to cut it. Done my share ; been abused 
now all round the Party circle. Conservatives, Whigs, Liberals, 
Radicals, Irish Members, Scotch and Welsh, each alternately have 
praised and belaboured me. My old enemies now my closest friends. 
Old friends look at me askance. It ’s a poor business. I never 
liked it, never had anything to get out of it, and you ’ll see presently 
that I ’ll give it np. Don’t you suppose, Toby my hoy, that you shau 
keep the monopoly of retirement, I ’ll find a partner, peradventure 
an ABPACHSi^D, and we ’ll all live happily for the rest of our life.” 

With his right baud thrust in his trouser-pocket, Ms left swinging 
loosely at his side, and Ms hat low over Ms brow, Hartington 
lounged off till his tall figure was lost iu the gloaming. 

“ That ’s the man for my money,” said Arpachshad, looking with 
growing discontent at the Member for Sark, who, with the only 
blade left in Ms tortoiseshell-handled penknife, was diligently digging 
weeds out of the walk. 

In the Club Smoking-Booxu* 

“ Lux Mundi,” said somebody, reading aloud the title heading 
a lengthy criticism in the Times. 

“ Don’t know BO much about that,” observed a sporting and super- 
stitious young man ; “ but I know that ‘ III luck ’« Friday.^ ” 
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A POSER. 

Fair dient. I ’m always photographed prom the same Side, but I 

PORGBT WHIOH 1 

Scotch Photographer {reflectively), ** Well, it 'll no be this Side, I 'm thinkin*. 
Maybe it 's t'ither ! ” 


PAES ABOUT PICTUEES. 

YE8,'qmte so* It’s a very good excuse ! WTienever I 
do not turn up when I am expected, my children say, 
“ Pa ’s about pictures.” It ’s just the same as a doctor, 
when he forgets to keep an appointment, says, “ he has 
unexpectedly been called out.” Yah I I^d call some of 
’em out if I had the chance. I took French leave the 
other day, and went to the French G-^lery, expecting to 
see sketches in French chalk, or studies in French grey. 
ITothing of the kind ! Mr. Wallis will have his little 
joke. The main part of the exhibition is essentially 
English, and so I found my Parisian accent was entirely 
thrown away. If it had only been Scotch, I could have 
said something about “ the Scots wha hae wi’ Wallis,” 
but I didn’t have even that chance. Too bad, though, 
the show is a good one. “English, you knoTV®, quite 
English.” Lots of good landscapes by Leader, bright, 
fresh, breezy. Young painters should “ foUow their 
Leader,” and they can’t go very far wrong. I would 
write a leader on the subject, and introduce something 
about the land-scape-goat, only I know it would be cut 
out. Being very busy, sent Young Par to see Miss 
Charlotte Robinson’s Exhibition of Screens, He 
behaved badly. Instead of looking at matters in a 
serious light, he seemed to look upon the whole afiair as 
a “ screening farce,” and began to sing — 

Here screens of all kinds you may see, 

Designed most ar-tist-^ic-a-lee, 

In exquisite va-ri- e-tee. 

By clever Charlotte Robinson ! 

They ’ll screen you from the bitter breeze. 

They ’ll screen you when you take your teas, 

They ’U screen you when you flirt with shes — 
Delightful Charlotte Robinson ! 

He then folded his arms, and began to sing, “with 
my riddle-ol, de riddle-ol, de ri, de 0,” danced a hornpipe 
all over the place, broke several valuable pieces of furni- 
ture, and was removed in charge of the police. And this 
is the boy that was to be a comfort to me in my old age ! 

Yours parabolically, Old Par. 


Hovel praise from the D. T, for the Lord Mayor’s 
Show, during a pause for lunch: — “It is so quaint, so 
bright, so thoroughly un-English.” The Lord Mayor’s 
Show “ So Un-English, you know” I Then, indeed have 
we^arrived at the end of the ancient al-fresco spectacle. 


IN A HOLE. 

{{Brief Imperial Tragi-Goynedyf in Two Acts, in Active Rehearsal,) 

[“Well, if it comes to fighting, we should be just iu a hole.” — A LxneS'- 
Opinion of the New Rvfle^from, Conversation in Daily Paper. "I 

ACT I. 

Scene— A Puhlio Place in Time of Peace, 

Mrs, Britannia {receiving a higMy finished and improved newly 
constructed scientific weapon from cautious and circumspect JSead of 
Department). And so this is the new Magazine Rifle ? 

Mead of Department {in a tone of quiet and self-satisfied triumpK), 
It is, Madam. 

Mrs. Britannia. And I may take yonr word for it, that it is a 
weapon I can with confldenoe place in the hands of my soldiers. 

Mead of Department. You may. Madam. Excellent as has been 
all the work tamed ont by the Department I have the honour to 
represent, I think I may fairly claim this as onr greatest achieve- 
ment, Ho less than nine firms have been employed in its constrnc- 
tion, and I am proud to say that in one of the principal portions of 
its intricate mechanism, fully seveu-and-thirty diflerent parts, 
united by microscopic screws, are employed in the adjustment. But 
allow me to explain. {Does «o, giving an elaborate and confusing 
account of the oonstruetion, showing that^ without the greatest care, 
and strictest attention to a series of minute precautions on the part 
of the soldier, the weapon is likely to get suddenly out of order ^ and 
prove worse than useless in action. This, however, he artfully glides 
oyer in his description, minimising allits possible defects, and finally 
insisting that no power in Burope has turned out such a handy, 
powerful, and serviceable rifle, 

Mrs, Britannia. Ah, well, I don’t profess to understand the 
practical working of the weapon. But I have trusted you implicitly 
to provide me with a good one, and this being, as you tell me, what 
1 want, I herewith place it the hands of my Army. {Presents the 
rifle to Toioix Atkins.) Here, Atkins, take yonr rifle, and I hope 
yo^/I^know hqw to use it. 


Tommy Atkins {with a broad grin). Thank ’ee, Ma’am. I hope I 
shall, for I shall be in a precious ’ole if I don’t. 

{Flourish of newspaper articles, general congratulatory chorus 
on all sides, as Act- dr op descends, 

ACT II. 

A Battle-field in time of War, Enter Tommy Atkins with his 
rifle. In the interval, since the close of the last Act, he is 
supposed to have been thoroughly instructed in^ its proper use, 
and, though on one or two occasions, owing to disregard of some 
trifling precaution, he has found it still, in the leisure of 

the practice-field, he has been generally able to get it right again, 
and put it in workable order. Me is now hurrying along in all 
the excitement of battle, and in face of the enemy, of whom a 
batch appear on the horizon in front of him, when the word is 
given to “^re.” 

Tommy Atkins {endeavours to execute the order, but he finds 
something “ stuck, and his rifle refuses to go off,) Dang it ! What ’s 
the matter with the beastly thin g I It ’ s that there holt that ’ s caught 
agin’ {thumps it furiously in his excitement and makes matters worse,) 
Dang the blooming thing ; I oan’t make it go. ( Vainly endeavours 
to recall some directions, committed in calmer moments, to memory.) 
Drop the bolt ? Ho ! that ain’t it. Loose this ’ere pin {tugs fran- 
tically at a portion of the mechanism.) ’ Ang me if I can make it go I 
{Removes a pin which suddenly releases the magazine), well, I ’ve done 
it now and no mistake. Might as well send one to fight with a 
broomstick. {A shell explodes just behind him.) Well, I am in a 
^ole and no mistake. {Battle proceeds with results as Act-drop falls. 


Old French Saw Re-set.— From The Standard, Hovemher 14 : — 

“T he duel between M. DiSroulSdb and M. Lagtterbb occurred yesterday 
morning in the neighbourhood of Charleroi, in Belgium. Four shots were 
excbenged without any result. On returning to Charleroi the combatants 
and th^ seconds were arrested.” 

“ Daguerre, mais ce est pas magnifique,^^ 


ccP' KOTIOE.— Eejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any dosoription, WiU 
in no case he returned, net evga when aeoempeui^d by a Stamped and Addressed Slnvelepei Cevern er Wrapperi !Se tibii 
there will he no exeeptieBi 
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KNn Ws 1© Smike etaifc blano, et s'attacliait d Nichoias, le pion; d 

MR. PUNCH S PRIZE NOVELS. CUehyleSMis:Betaitiioir,in.ai8o’etaittonjoxirsbienSMikE,qxiieiitrait 

No Till — JONNIE " pension Men vdtn, ses frais payes ponetnellement, et qui tom- 

* * * bait Men bas, jnsqu’a bala^^er le :^lanober, et d servir a table. Et 

(Par Dick Dodt, Auteur de Le Naldb Boffi%-Newco7ne,'^ Madame pins tard le Smiee noir devait monxir aecabl^ de cxnantes, d’nne mort 
de Marnefe Jeume et Baiodon Grawley Commercant,” Trente Am encore pins larmoyante et plus terrible qne la donee pbthisie dn 
d prendre mon lien, partout” La Lie de Eaclure Smike blanc. II est mort dans la seeonde manidre de Diceens, pins 

des Petits Journaux,"' dse,, <j&c.) ixavaillee, pins tendne qne le style jenne et fort de Niceleby. 

I. — ^Le Hig-ufe ScoLASTiaTTB. III. — Ce qu’oe* aepeleb njsr BEan-PEBE. 

Lb reotenr regardait ayeo nn air dOTillard le mnsean cbiffionne II n’y a pas loin dn premier ebapitre dans la vie de Joenib 
delajolie Madame Coppereield, qni desirait Ini confier son petit jnsqn’d Tentree de Muedstone — le Miteldstore fran 9 ais, dnr, mais 
gar 9 on comme eldve dans Tinstitution la pins distingnee detont Paris, podte, ainsi plnsfrivole qne le Mbedstone anglais. Mais, pnisqne 
nne maiscJji on ohaqne enfant devaitapporter dans sa petite malletrois ponr le petit AT^nTR tont ce qn’il y a de penible dans rhistoire de 
converts^en vermeUle, etnn tronssean de six donzaines de chemises son petit eonsin anglais doit s’angmenter,le Murdstone fran 9 ais a 
en batiste fine ; nne maison on les^ extras, les Tin d’ oporto, les beef- des traits des NERON'et des Caxigula.. Natnrellementle jenne Dombet, 
tea, les sandwich, sonvent depassaient la pension. se sonvenant des escapades dn eonsin, fait son petit voyage d^ enfant 

“Yoyons, ma belle dame,” dit le reotenr, “ comment s’appelle- — nnefnite de la pension jnsqn’a la maison matemelle oti la petite 
t^il — ce petit mome — ^pardon— ce cher enfant r ” dame s’est instaUee en secondes noces avec Mxjrestone n’AEGENTOisr, 

“ Dombey, Monsienr, Jonexb Dombey* Joniot sans PH.” le po^te. Alors oommenoent PMneation de Penfant par ]te bean-p^re, 

“ 11 est noble ? ” ^ ... 1®.® larmes de la mere, le martyre dn petit, dnede gifles; qne de 


“Yoyons, ma belle dame,” dit le reotenr, “ comment s’appelle- 
t^il— ce petit mome— pardon— ce cher enfant r” 

“ Dombey, Monsienr, Jonexb Dombey, JoiraoB sans PH.” 

“11 est noble?” 


Mais, non, Monsienr. Son pere etait banqnier, fi.iiancier, que i dietionnaires lances a la t^te dn chetif bambin ! 


iXJLObXO, JUVJ4., .UJLUJULOJiCUX . 

sais-je! U faisait des affaires 
^norrnes — gigantesqnes ! II re- 
gardait les Eothschild comme 

de nonveanx venns — ^51 et la 

gentille petite Coppebejeu) se 
perdait dans nn labyrinthe de / 
phrases, et se refngiait dans nne 
enorme honppe a pondre-Sarah, 
qn’elle portait tonjonrs dans son 
manchon. 

“Mais il n’etait pas noble,” dit ! 
le reotenr, avec dnrete; “jere- ' 
grette fort, Madame, de ne pon- 
voir accepter votre petit gosse — 
votre fils — comme eMve; mais 
cette institntion scolastiqne est ^ 
des pins fashionables de Paris. 

Si vons aviez nne petite conronne 
de Marqnise snr votre carte de 
visite, si vons Itiez descendne 
d’nne voitnre blasonn^e anx 
chevanx friagants, avec cocher 
en permqne spnn-glass, mes bras 
de p^re spiritnel se seraient 
onverts avec eflension ponr acen- 
eiHir cet enfant. Mais vons portez 
snr votre carte nn nom snspect, 
et vons 4tes arriv§e en voitnre de 
place. Ainsi avec la pins haute 
consideration je dois vons prier de 
prendre la peine de debarrasser le 
plancher. Adien, mon petit 
bonhomme. Tn as I’air scrofnlenx 
mais chsirmant.” 

Madame Coppeeeielp, qni etait 
entree comme Zephire partit 
comme Boree. Sa robe de soie 
faisait nn frou-frou prodigienx 
dans le vestibule. EEe monta * 
dans la voitnre an cheval etiqne, 




w. 









Jack CtJiVREOHAMP se fait EEcoinrAiTEB PAE Mllb. Elisabeth 
Teottebois. 



“Fant qn’il aBle qnelqnepart 
gagner sa vie,” dit Mitebstonb, 
qni s’enrageait de pins en pins, a 
cause de denx incommodit^s dans i 
lenr vie de famiUe, la premiere 
qne Ini, Murdstohe, n^avait pas 
le genie d’AxERED be Musset, la 
seeonde qne Tenfant avait nn 
rhnme de eervean incurable. 

“ Envoyez-le laver les bonteiUes 
chez nn marohand de vins,” pro- 
posait nn ami de la maison. 

“ Mais, non, cela ne serait pas 
assez dnr,” repondit le poete, 

“ Je snis faohe qn’il n’y ait pins 
i Londres ce bon syst^me de 
ramonenrs-gaT9on8 qn’on faisait 
bruler vifs qnelqnefois dans les i 
chemin^es. Fante de cela je le 
mettrai snr la voie ferr^e, a 
graisser les rones avec son petit 
pot de ^ommade janne— et si par 
hasard il se faisait §craser par nn 
train— tant pis ponr Ini.” 

n §tait grand garcon main- 
tenant, ce joli petit Johitib dn 
premier chapitre, et avant de 

? artir ponr se perdre entre les 
^arias dn pot d graisse snr la 
ligne d’Est, il s’enhaxdit jnsqn’a 
qnestionner sa mere snr nn snjet 
qn’elle avait approch§ de temps 
en temps gentillement dn bout 
des l^vres, en Ini sonfBLant des 
idees xomanesqnes, des visions de 
dues espagnols et de miUionnalres 
anglais. 

“Dis done,' p’tite Maman, 
comment s’appelait - il, mon 
pere?” 


anx conssins moisis, tirant le petit Joitjcstb avec nne violence hys- “ Mais, mon cheri, natnreUement, il s’appelait Coppei^ibep.” 
t^riqne. “Mais, Maman^ tn me disais antrefois gn’il 4tait Dombey, nn 

“rarceqne tn n’est pas fils de Marqnis on m’ontrage,” eUe dit, gxand financier, riche a mfilions. Se pent-fl. qne de Dombey je sois 
fondant en laxmes. “ Et ponrqnoi n’est-tn pas fils de Marqnis, petite devenn Copperpielb ? ” 

bmte ? Moi, je ne sais pas.” La panvre ineons^qnente sanglotait avec vehemence — Mon 

Le petit Dombey santait snr les genonx de sa m^re ; il la consolait, Johhie, je te trompais, ^ Dombey, k financier raide et hantain, 

et qnMqnes instants pins tard m^re et fils sn 9 aient ensemble nn grand n’a jamais existe dans la vie r§elle. C’ etait nn mannequin en bois. 

morcean de butter-scotch, pendant qne la petite ecervelie consi- Ton p^re 4tait DicxBisrs, le grand xomanciex anglais. Il est mort 

derait le costume qn’elle devait porter le soir an Bal Bnllier. avant ta naissance. Sans Ini tn ne serais pas.” 


II.— Dr- G-ymnase a Toutes les Couleurs. 

^ Madame CoppERPiELDne se tenait pas ponr vainene snr cette ques- 
tion d’nne pension ponr le petit. Sa cnisinidre Ini sonfflait le nom 
d’nn Monsienr Squeers, qni habitait dans les environs de Clichy, et 
cette fois c’6tait la cnisinidre qni condnisait le petit Johstie chez son 
alnmnns ; et la cnisinkre ne faisait pas de fa 9 ons ; o’^tait a prendre 
on k laisser. 

Le bon Squeers, qni avait habits anparavant le Yorkshire, avait 
developpe nne gontte de sang n^gre, et s’§tait 4tabli avec la seeonde 
Madame Squeers (soenr cadette de la respectable Madame Micawber) 
dans les environs de Clichy. Malhenrensement il n’ avait pas onbli§ 
son syst4me anglais, et quoiqn’iL faisait bien des rafSnements snr les 
mdes et franches pratiques de Dotheboys, le syst^me 6tait an fond 
le m4me. Il Ini laUait tonjonrs sa viotime— son Smxee. .A Dothe-; 


To A CoRRESPOOTBNT. — We do not think yon are^ wise to have 
asked a large circle of distingnished French sporting friends^ to 
bring their rods over with a view to salmon-fishing in the Serpentine. 
Trout, there may^be; no doubt, there are, but we have some doubts 
about salmon, x onr suggestion that if yon can’t get a rise yon might 
perhaps “ bang away ” at the waterfowl, certainly has a more pro- 
mising sound, but we would advise yon to commence your sport 
early, for fear of hitting the bathers. Yon will require the permis- 
sion of the Duke of Cambridge. This yon will get through any 
Park-keeper. 

Mr. m awtatt vt oh the LnsreoLH Case. — “And both were right, and 
neither wrpng, upon my life and soul, 0 demmit ! ” — J^icTiolas NiMely^ 


VOL. xmx. 




PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[Novhmbbr 29, 1890. 


MM 


mm 


■ 


» 


m 

p 


m 








SIP 








mmm 






BcJlo7.a itoOu>“ Times ” md Mr. Stanhope). “ I stoposb, Gentlemen. 

1®*! j®™' ^ ^ spindle-shaat’d stripl^J -A-TEins, 

ex-CoWels protest ? ^ 

° csL pictured by young Ruhtaed Kipltno, 

T 1®°®^®’ f®*ty-iuoi round the chest } 

^ Rnt W "i/ ^ the discussion. 

But it I m the cove as they ’re going to trust 

At least they d best give me a gun as won’t bus‘. 


ton don’t want to wait NOE Mn TO Settle the Question ? 
loquitur 

They ’ve bm fighting this battle of barrels and breeches.- 
A A the days of otir poor old Brown Bess, 

A^wot s the result as their 'speriments teaches ? 
ihey d better jest settle it sharp-like, I guess. 

®' rfl'ttliu* good ride I owner, 
as won»t jack-up or jam, ^ I don’t care. 

X • ^ stand squabblin’ till Missis Bblioneb 
P uts in ’er appearance, there ’ll be a big scare. 
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THE MAGIC HORSE. 

( j4 PcltclII/^Z not to to vusTud too fcuTt ) 



Ah, she’s the tme “Expert”; wuth 
fifty Committees ! 

But then V decision means money;— 
and blood. [one pities 

Wot price Tommy Atxins, then f E very- 

His fate, when he’s snuffed it, and 
pity ’s no ^?ood, 

Whether Stanhope is right, or the 
Timesy I ain’t sayin’ ; 

But here Marm Belloner gives both 
a big hint, 

As it’s rayther a touch-and-go game 
tj^y are playin’. 

And Tommy, ne thinks she is right, — 
plain as print ! 


“SIC ITTJR AD ASTRA!” 

Look out for Jfr. Punch Among the 
Planets / He is a Star of the first mag- 
nitude, and the above is the title of his 
Christmas Humber. It will issue from, 
to use astrological language, the House 
of Bradbury-Agnew-&-Co., although 
the sidereal and celestial subjects of the 
forthcoming Christmas Humber are sug- 
gestive of the old days of “ Beadbuey 
and Heavens.” 


THREE TASTES. 

I. 

My pipe, he tastes of turpentine— 

He IS a penny pipe— 

A taste that every pipe of mine 
Has when he is not ripe. 

1 bought him at a little shop 
Where they sell fruit and cheese, 
Tobacco, toys, and ginger-pop, 

And said, cheap pipe, please.” 

It was a maiden sold him me. 

And she was proud and cold : 

She ’d briar pipes at two-and-three 
For them that squandered gold ; 

She ’d one that had a leather case. 
Item, a curly stem ; [face. 

And cheap pipes make her shrug her 
She had such scorn of them. 

n. 

My pipe he tastes of cherry now ; 

Q-one, like the foam of wine, 

Grme, like the mist from mountain- 
done is that turpentine, [brow, 
With the pure herb I feel it blend— 
That charm of cherry-wood, ^ [end, 
And smoke him six times straight on 
Because he is so good. 

And yet my aunt gets up, and sniffs, 
And therewith wags her head ; 

And warns me in between the whiffs 
That I shall soon be dead ; 

And says excessive smoking must 
Debase and bring me low, 

She makes herself offensive, just 
Because she loves me so. 

ni. 

My pipe, he tastes of chocolate, 

And he has grown so dear so dear. 
That I get up at half-past eight 
And smoke till night is here. 

My aunt informs me that the smell 
Is ranker than before — 

I could not love her half so well 
Loved I not baccy more. 

The female mind ! The female mind I 
How beautif nl it is ! 

And yet it has to sit behind 
■^^en it ’s compared with this— 
This taste that falls upon my pipe, 
That calms when woman clacks, 

In the sweet season when he ’s ripe, 
And just before he cracks. 


[*^ You are likewise to understaTid that Malam- 
BRTJNo told me that, whenever fortune should direot 
me to the knight who was to be our deliverer, he 
would send him a steed—not like the vicious jades 
let out for hire, for it should be that very wooden 
horse upon which Peter of Provence carried off 
the fair Magalona. . . . Maiambruno, by his art, 
has now got possession of him, and by this means 
posts about to every part of the world.” 

Hoodwink thyself, SanehOy^ saidDo;* Quixote^ 
** and get up. . . . And supposing the success of the 
adventure should not be equal to our hopes, yet of 
the glory of so brave an attempt no malice can 
deprive us. . . . The whole company raised their 
voices at once, calling out, ‘Speed you well, 
valorous Knight! heaven guide thee, undaunted 
Squire ! Now you fly aloft I* ” — Adventures of Pon 
Quixote.'l 

Yes, * ‘ Speed you well, most valorous Knigbt I 
Heaven guide you!” — and sound sense 
inspire you! 

Small marvel that our land’s black bligbt 
Of want and misery should fire you. 

Or any man whose heart will mourn 
Morefor wrecked lives thanbroken crcckeiy. 
This picture is not shaped in scorn, 

Her meant in mockery. 

La Mancha’s Knight, though brave, was 
blind, 

Squire jS'ancAc just a trifle credulous, 

But our dear Don was nobly kind, 

And in the cause of suffering sedulous. 

If, mounting Malambettno’s steed. 

He showed more sanguine than sagacious, 
He was not moved by huckster greed, 

Or pride edacious. 

But “with what hridle is he led ? 

And with what halter is he guided ? ” 
Asked Sanchoy rubbing his clown’s head. 

So they who have the least derided 


Your plau for floating the submerged, 
Colossal, costly, wide extending. 

Feel some few questions may be urged, 
Without offending. 

Benevolence the crupper mounts. 

His arms, like JSancho^s^ from behinl 
fold: 

But it would seem, from all accounts, 

He, like Don Quixotes Squire, rides blind- 
fold; 

It may be to most glorious ends, 

It may be to disastrous spillings. 

Sense fain would know before it spends 
Its hard-earned shillings. 

If all were genuine that is Big, 

If all were sound that ’s well intended, 

Quixote^ s wild jaunt and Sanchfs jig 
Would very differently have ended. 

Zeal boldly mounts the Magic Horse, 

Charity on behind holds tightly, 

Who will not wish them skill and force 
To guide it rightly ? 

But Human Life ’s a complex maze, 

And Hature ’s laws are most despotic. 

Vice is not killed by kindly craze, 

Hor suffering quelled by zeal Q,iiixotic. 

Big questions the Big Scheme beset. 

Sid Pity thinh^ and do not ask it 

Too blindly all its eggs to get 
In one huge basket. 

Philanthropy, which facts will sebool. 

Is not a fiieme for mocking merriment. 

As Mobxey says, he is the fool 
Who never ventures bold experiment. 

Against the ills our State that shake, 

The spectre Yice. Want the pale ogresp^ 

Punch hopes the Magic Horse may make 
Practical progress. 
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RICHT-DOING ON THE RIALTO; 

OB, THE MOBEBH SHTXOCE:. 

{A Short STiakspearian Sequel,) 

Enter the Moeebh Shxlock and -- 
Babthgo Bbothebs. 

Shyhck, Five Millions sterling 
for three months ? And this ^ 

You say, they mil advance, if g 

you can show ^ m 

Sufficient guarantee ? ^ 1 

Baringo^ Indeed ’tis so. 

Shg. Well, well! But how 
comes it about that you 
Whose honoured name has so long 

held the sway , , 

Of all safe dealing, that men only ^ » 
asked, ’ 

“ If a BiBiHGohacked it,” to take 

np r. 

irnguestioningthe newest stock, — ^ , 

should thus ‘ 

With sudden flash flare up and set 

in blaze ^ [{ 

The whole commercial world ? 

Bar, Oh ! press me not, 

Not question me too closely I ‘ ‘ Ar-^ 
gentines!^^ . ^ 

That fatal word sums up the’ evil 
spell 

That in these latter luckless days 
has fallen 

Bpon our swaying House. ^ 

Shy, I see your case ! y 

A cry for gold finds you aU un- 











prepared, ' “I don’t know what it is, Make, but I can’t hit a Bibd stress-tori 

Tour capital locked up beyond to-dat1» WiU b^our grantee ! 

the seas. Let’s see tour Gun, Sir. Ah!— well, I’d tbt what you Bar, YouwiUI On, tnanJis 

You cannot realise. could do witjec soms GABmimss iw ir, if I was you, Sir 1 ” For such blest help 1 

Bar, Alas ! too true ! — Shy, Such help is only right,— 

That is the situation 1 But you will lend your aid ? You ’ll pull us So say no more I 

Shy, Badly done! through? [oft J?ar Thank Heaven! That 

Ah ! it has been a sorry piece of work, Shj/, Listen, Babinoo. Many a time and Ends our plight / 

Your “ management.” lu tins English land men have rated me [Dances wild fandango of delight as Cur^ 

Bar, I bow my head to that! About my moneys and my usuries. tain descends. 


But that is long ago ; the times 
have chanjred, 

And feeling in more righteous 
channel set, 

Now turns itseli in flood to sweep 
away 

The wrongs of vanished years. 
Nay, more than this. 

But yesterday one of my ancient 
race, 

Filled, with his Christian col- 
leagues’ heartiest ^1, 

The civio throne ; and at this very 
hour r 

A protest from all classes in the 
land 

From low and high, from peasant 
and from peer, 

Goes forth to plead with the 
despotic power 

That ’neath brute persecution’s 
iron heel 

Would trample out my brethren’s 
life. So, there, 

Which way I look I meet a greet- 
ing hand. 

So, not repeating here the venge- 
ful plot 

Of the old Shyloch of the play ; 
without 

My pound of flesh or pound of 
anything,— [hood 

But solely for the bond of brother- 

That should link loyal workers in 
one field, 

Count on my help in this your 
stress— for I 

WiU be your guarantee ! 

Bar, You will I Oh, thanks 

For such blest help ! 

Shy, Such help is only right,— 


OUR BOOKING-OmCE. 

TTniu-Ri are some regular sea-breezy Nautical stories for our youthful 
Islanders. From Middy to Admiral of the Fleets by Dr. Macaulay, 
which is a good long step ; but this is the life of Commodore^ Anson. 
Up North in a BHialer^ by Edwabd A. Band ; a pleasant little trip 
for the Summer holidays— not inviting now— but try it later. Messrs. 
Hutchinson & Co. also publish** The Low^BacTdd Car,” by Samuel 
Lover— an old Song in a fresh setting of charming Illustrations, by 
W. Maobath. “We don’t kill a pig every day ! ” But j ust for once 
and away get ATy Prague Pig^ by S. Babino Gould. W. Clark 
Bussell’s Master Eockafellar^s Voyage, recommended. 

To the ambitious young entertainer, Magic at BCome, translated 
by Professor Hoffman, be a source of delight, and if some of 
the experiments should lead to slight temporary inconvenience, it 
will only help to pass a more cheerful evening 
than usual, \ V '^ 

For drawing-room plays apply to George Rout- ^ 

LEDGE, who publishes a set, one of which. Acting v 

Charades and Proverbs, by Anne Bowman, will 1| A 

be found very nseful. A Bowman hits the mark. ll 
Those who know their London au lout des angles, . m\\ 

can tell yon of many quaint spots of beauty, || M\\ 
which may be seen when it is not quite enveloped ^\\ 

in a cheerful fog, though several of the more owft ^\\ ( £ 

ancient landmarks axe fast vanishing ; yet in Pec- vWjO ^ tt (j i i 

turesque London, hy Percy Fitzgerald, M.A., 

F.S.A., will he found a happy collection of all the B ^ 

most taking parts, both in odd comers, and inter- ||& |™1 

estiugstruotures. Charming illustrations by Hume, m itt \\SI 

Nisbet, and Herbert Railton. In 

Christmas special numbers are not exactly up to I m JM 
date ; they are turned out so early that by the 
time they ought to be seasonable, they are almost 
ancient history. The Ladies^ Pictorial is filled 
with short stories hy popular auttiors, which are 
well illustrated. The Mirror 


The earlier part of My Life, by Sidney Cooper, R.A., is very 
interesting, as must almost always be the story of the^ early career 
of such au ancient mariner as is this well-known animal-painter. 
There must he a halo of romance about recoRections which no one 
living can or cares to contradict. When these biographical reminis- 
cences come within the memory of middle-aged men, then this said 
memory doth run somewhat to the contrary of that of the veteran 
painter who put the cart before the horse, so to speak, in his artistic , 
career, seeing that he commenced with carriages and ended with cows. 
As far as Mr, Punch is concerned, the Baron has already denied 
that Douglas Jerrold was ever the Editor of Mr, PJs paper ; and 
Mr. Cooper’s account of the Punch dinners must be taken with the 
contents of a well-filled salt-cellar, as Mr, Sidney Cooper was never | 
present at any one of them. Inaccurately he attributes a repartee of 
Thackeray’s to Douglas Jerrold ; and the well-known retort of 




of Justice. 


Jerrold to Albert Smith he gives so incor- 
rectly, that in this instance the Attic salt has 
lost its savour. There is too much soft-soapi- 
, ness iu his reminiscences of personal interviews 
with Royalty to please robust readers. Judgiug 
from the latter portion of the second volume, 
whereiu, as I should take it, there is considerable 
“padding,” it would seem that “ the aged P.” has 
already secured an excellent position among “ the 
immortals.” Hitherto it was generally supposed 
that of the arts Music alone would survive in 
0 stBcula scBculorum; but perhaps, after all, Painting 
has a chance, and especially animal paint ing , even 
^ though the animals may he allegorieal. With its 
^ pardonable defects of memory, and its occasional 
touch of Royal Windsor Livery complaint, the re- 
minisoences of Sidney Cooper, R.A., are pleasant 

P and, of the first volume especially he it said, inte- 
resting reading. 

The Auld Scotch Songs, arranged hy Sinclair 
Dunn. Well, Dunn, sing clair ! 

Baron de Book- Worms & Co. 
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HOW IT'S DONE. 

[A Handbook to Honesty,) 

YL—^Ait ATiA.RjmrG- Saihoitoe Somewhebe ! 

SCEira Suburban Drawing-room^ old-fashionedly furnished : 
hrighily-bound hooks scattered about a solids somire-covered 
table ; oil •portraits of elderly^ stiffly attitudinising cmple on the 
tmlls; a general atmosphere of simple^ pietistic propriety, 
Fresentj EoTmi and ANaELicrA, a modesty hut deeply-enamoured 
pair ^ shortly about to he married. 


JEdwin {after the regulation ceremoniaT), My dearest Angelina, I 
nave somettog nere wMoh. I tlunk will greatly simplify the business 
of house - furnish- 
ing, that has 
deeply *oeoupied 
lately. 

^ Angelina 
ing tenderly). Oh 
Edwin, ha'oe you 
How nice, 
dear ! And 
what is it ? 

Edwin 
{eagerly), 

Q,uite provi- 
dential, I call 
it. Touimow, 
dearest, I ’ve 
saved three 
h un d r e d 
pounds for 
the express 

purpose ; and here is an advertisement, according to which, for about 
that sum, we can secure a complete fit-out for our little villa, which, 
I t hink , will exactly suit us. Ouite an exceptional chance, as the 
advertiser says. A gentleman, lately arrived in tms country from India, 
is unexpectedly compelled to return immediately. Consequently he is 
obliged to dispose at once of his lately-purchased house of furniture, 
at a great sacrifice. It is as good as new, in fact, has hardly been 
used at all : is elegant and substantial, and can be seen any day 
at Tamp Villa, Bamsbury, upon presentation of visiting-card. 
Suppose, dearest Angx, we run over to-morrow afternoon, and have 
a look at it ? Such a chance—ia the very nick of time, too— may 
never occur again I 

Angelina, Oh, Edwin, how fortunate ! Should it suit us, what a 
lot of trouble it will save ! 

Edwin, And money, too, darling, for the prices seem to be very 
low. I’m so glad you agree, dear. 

Angelina (with effusion). Of course I do, Edwin. And (with 
tender glance at one of the oil pictures) how delighted dear Mamma 
wkl be I [ Osculation^ appointment, and exit. 



Scene II. — Mysterious-looking Villa at Barnshury, permeated hy 
strong smell of French-polish and fusty straw. Large “ Home 
to LeV^ hoards and posters prominently disposed. Present, 
Edwin and Angelina, and a blandly loquacious person, in 
black broadcloth, with a big foolscap-paper Inventory, and a 
blunt-pointed pencil. 

Loquacious Person (fluently). Why you see, Madam, Mr. Pawnee 
Liveeless ’ad to leave for Bombay early yesterday momin’, and 
was therefore obliged to leave the sale of Ms furniture in our hands. 
But he is an old client of ours, Mr. Liveeless is, and he has given 
us carte blanche as regards the disposition of Ms effects. Only they 
must be sold at once. A retired Colonel at Hotting Hill, who seemed 
very sweet on the bargain, promised me a decided answer by 
twelve o’clock to-day. It has not come, and I am free to negotiate 
with the next comer for the furniture as it stands, ^jrovided an im- 
mediate settlement can be arrived at. Wait I cannot, but in any 
other pertikler I shall be only too ’appy to meet your views. 

Edwin, I see the furniture is quite new ? 

L, P, (with cheery candour), yifcH, no Sir, not quite. Oh, I’ll 
not deceive you ! It has been in use a few months,' and, as you see, 
is none the worse for that. Better, if anything, being fully tested as 
to seasoning. I need ’ardly teU you, Sir, that new furniture nowadays 
is a tiokliSi thing to invest in. Such tricks, my dear Sir, such 
nefarious dodges and artful fakements I (Sighs,) But-^ifaking up 
a chair and banging it vigorously but adroitly on the floor) — this is 
stuff you can depend on, and ’ll be better three years hence th^ it 
is to-day. TMs saddle-bag sweet, Madam, is simply luxurious, 
good enough for any doocal dinin’ -room; the carpets throughout 
are as elegantly hestheHck in design, as they are substantial fin 
fabric, wmlst the — ahem ! sleeping apartments, axe perfect pickters 
of combined solidity and [chaste elegance. I always say, that as 
a real gentleman is known by his linen, so the ’ome’ of a party of 
true taste maybe tested by the bed-rooms. You’ll excuse me. 


Madam— but such are my sentiments, not as a salesman, 
but as a family man. 

[L. P. takes^ Edwin^ and Angeixna the round of the house, 
expatiating glowingly but discreetly as he goes, and ulti- 
mately effects sale of the furniture as it stands for a 
liberally proffered ten-pun note off the advertised sum 
tottu:^ 

Scene m. — Interior of Greengage ViUa, Angelina (now Mrs. 

Canoodle) discovered in tears over the wreck of a Saddlebag ” 

Sofa, very shaky as to legs, and shabby as to ^*pile,^^ 

Angelina (sobbing). And to think that dear Edwin should have 
spent Ms long savings on such wretched stuff as this ! Oh, that 
talkative hut treacherous tout at Yamp YUla ! Why, ’tis only six 
months since we were married— (5oAoo .') — and there’s scarcely a 
thing in the house that ’s not either shaky, or shabby, or both ! 

VBredks down, 

Edwin (entering with a flushed face, and clenchea fists), Angt, 
my darling, don^t waste your tears over that vile combinatiou of 
unseasoned timber and devU’s-dust. Bather pluck up a spirit and 
pitch mto me, who was fool enough to be tricked by a plausible 
advertisement, a scbeming vendor of shoddy forniture, a hired 
villa, a verbose villain, and the thrice-told tale of a mytMcal 
“ Indian gentleman,” an imaginary “ emergency,” and a purely 
supposititious “ sacrifice.” [.Left lamenting. 


DANIEL!^' 

Yeabs ago, when Bbiton BrvrkaE painted Ms picture of “ Daniel 
in the Liond Den,^^ wMch foppisMy-speakin|f men would speak of 
as “ Deniel in the Lions^ DanP public curiosity was aroused by the 
fact that Daniel was facing tne lions with Ms back to the spectators. 
Of course, in tMs 
instance, the 
public mind isnot 
exercised by the 
problem wMoh 
was put to the 
Showmau by an 
inquiring small 
boy, in me mem- 
orable formula of 
inquiry, ‘ * Please, 

Sir, which is 
Daniel, and 
whieh is the 
Lions?” asnever, 
for one moment, 
could there have 
existed, iu the 
densest brain, 
the smallest 
doubt as to the 
identity of the 
Hebrew Seer. 

Should the ques- 
tion now he put 



G.O.M. Daniel in the Irish Lions’ Den. 


by an intending purchaser, Mr. William Agnew has only to give 
an adaptation of the Mstoric reply, and say, “ WMohever you Ske, 
my little dear ; if you pay your money, you may take your choice.” 

How in this grand picture there is no sort of doubt, no possible 
doubt whatever,” as to wMch is Daniel and wMoh are the Lions ; 
but there must arise in the spectator’s mind the question, Who was 
the painter^ s model for this figure of Daniel ? To tMs there can 
be but one answer, ‘‘ the G-.O.M.” TMs is the painter’s model for 
DANiEat. Here he stands looking up towards the opening and seeing 
daylight. His hands are tied by the bonds of a majority against 
him. As for the Lions they may be Irish Lions, who may be thinking 
of another grand old Dan, The Liberator, but who, once upon a time, 
iu the good old Kilmainham Gaol days, would have fallen upon tMs 
G.O.M. and torn Mm in pieces ; not so now. It is a grand picture. 


“ Who ’s youe Hatteb ? ” ok, Side-Lights on Ecclesiastioal 
Histobt.— Years ago, the great Bitual Case was that of Mr. Bennett, 
of St. Barnabas, Pimlico. How the most recent is the Archbishop’s 
decision in the Lincoln Case. The two may he quoted henceforth as 
“ ‘ The Lincoln and Bennett Cases,’ wMoh cover a variety of heads.” 


“ TT-h!-rt?! we go XJp, TTp, Up I ” — Mr, Punch with Time visits 
Heavenly Bodies. Special Stars engaged for Christmas Entertain- 
ment. Look out for Mr, PuncEs Christmas Humber, entitled Punch 
Among the Planets, For once Toby will be Sirius. 


Shobtly to Appbab. — Companion Yolume to Oceana, Hew 
Work, by 0. S. P-bn-ll, entitled, O'Sheana, 
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Mamma, ‘*Comb along, Darlings T* 


BANK HOLIDAY WIT. 

'Arry, “All bight, Miss I Just wait till wb *vb *ad a Drink 1 


THE PARLIAMENTAEY '^ANCIENT MARINER/^ 

{Fragm&Ktsfrom the Latest ’BmS.ering of the Old Bime.) 

An Ancient Mariner It is an ancient Mariner, 
meeteth. Tliree Guests And he stoppeth one of three, 
b idden to St. Stephen’s ‘ ‘ jgy thy scant grey locks and glittering eye, 
and detaineth one. wHerefore stopp’st thon me ? 

“ St. Stephen’s doors are open wide, 

My duty lies within ; 

M.P.’s are met, the programme ’s set, 
May’st hear the Irish din.” 

He holds him with his sinewy hand, 

“ There was a ship,” quoth he. 

“Hold ofE 1 unhand me, Ancient One I ” 
Eftsoons his hand diopt he. 

St. Stephen's Guest is He holds him with his glittering eye— 
spelled bv the eye of St. Stephen’s Guest stands still,'' 
the Grand Old Seafanng listens, like Midlothian’s mob. 

jran, and constrained to Mariner hath his will, 

hear his tale. xio-uxi. xxxo nxx*. 

St. Stephen’s Guest stands like a stone. 

He cannot chnse but hear ; 

And thus outspeaks that ancient man, 

The hright-eyed Mariner. 

Oar ship was cheered, the harbour cleared 
Merrily did we drop 
Below the Kirk, Tory ill-will 
Oar vessel might not stop. 

The Manner tells how his arose, that erst had left 

new-launched Craft, ^ter Home-Enle argosy, 

gwd'^ he slione hright, our oouwe was right, 
wind, and fair weather. The flowing tide ran free. 

Higher and higher every day 
Oar sun shone bright and clear— 

St. Stephen’s Guest here heat his breast, 
For he neard the loud “ Hear ! Hear ! ” 


St. Stephen's Guest is 
spell-bound by the eye of 
the Grand Old Seafaring 
^ran, and constrained to 
hear his tale. 


St. Stephen’s Guest hear- The Spbakeb hath paced into the House, 

eth that busineBS is toward Toward his lofty place ; 

within ; but the mono- Gleaming like gold before him goes 

loguising Mariner merry, massive Mace. 

contmueth his tale. «. i xi. -l xi.- -l x 

Sfc. Stephen’s Guest he heat his breast, 

Yet he could not chnse but hear ; 

And thus spake on that ancient man, 

The garrulous Mariner. 

[But behold the tale that was told unto St. Stephen’s Guest by the 
Ancient M ariner is now known unto all men, from repeated and prolix narra- 
tions ; the tale to wit of the Mariner’s startling ad7enture iu unsailed seas 
on board his suddenly launched Some Rule Argo ; how that the Ancient 
Mariner shot the Oof Bird (that made the (financial) mare to go, and the 
(party) breeze to blow) ; how that his shipmates cried out against the 
Ancient Mariner for killing the bird of good luck, which lay the golden eggs, 
but how, when the fog cleared ofl:', they justified the same, and thus made 
themselves accomplices in the act ; how “ the spell began to break how “ the 
Mariner hath been cast into a trance, and the angelic power ” (of speech) 
“causeth the vessel to drive northward faster than ” (ordinary) human ‘‘ life 
could endure ” ; how in the Mariner’s opinion the Some Rule Argo yet 
“stoppeth the way,” and until it hath free course must impede the fair 
navigation of the (political) ocean ; and how, finally, he, the Ancient Mariner, 
is constrained to “pop up ” and repeat this tale of change and chance unto 
the appointed persons. J 

Forthwith this tongue of mine That moment that his face I see 
was stirred I know the man that must hear 

To qnenclfless fluency, [tale, me, 

Which forced me to begin my To him my tale I teach. 

As now I tell it thee. . 


The Mariner tells how his 
new-launched Craft, after 
some adverse gales, sailed 
northward, with a good 
wind, and fair weamer. 


Since then, at an nncertam hour. 


What loud uproar bursts from 
that door I 


Oiucc biicu, ab U.U iui\;cxLOiUL xiuiix, wuav u.uyx i 

This ecstasy returns ; [throngn They’re at it hotly there : 
And till my thrice-told tale is Will they be silenced 


by the 


And till my thrice-told tale is Will they be silenced by the 
The heart withha me bums. tale 

Told by the Mariner ? 

I pass, like PwcA;, from land to Bim! Boom! There goes Big 
laid, Ben’s deep beU I 

I have strange power of speech ; The Speaker ’s in the Chair I 






THE PARLIAMENTARY “ANCIENT MARINER 

“IT IS’ AN ANCIENT MARINER, 

AND HE STOPPETH ONE OP THREE. 

‘BY THY SCANT OREY LOCKS AND OLITTERTNG EYE, 

NOW WHEREFORE STOPP’ST THOU ME ? ’ ” 
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mTT-n TXT^AmTr -n-nw * T mxr /^-n wr\ tjt aiu-b (9 ^6 sayed! {Rushes out, and hydrants cannot he unlocked for ten 

THE DEATH PENALTY; OR, WHO S TO BLAME. minutes.^Whenthey are^ they are found to he without uoater !) 

j^CT I. Colonel Commanding the Battalion {just arrived on scene)* No 

ScENE-SotMe of Commons, rather sparsely attended, it being the 

Telia. F.«. 

st^eSryfor^War ifio^tinmng his speech). And so, Mr. Speaker. 

I W t^ti have jus^d tte Non-&Z jirecUng two soldiers, who have gallantly 

millions for Bracks, ^d oraoliMivdy prOTsd ttat ^ rescued a omipU of ehUdren that have been burning and suffocating 

Authorities xespoMiUe for ^ mili^efficmoy^ thoroughly ^ ^ I creature? 

ACT II. Colonel* Would have beeu worse if the meu hadn’t behaved so 


up through a trap~door, which is supposed to lead to roof No for human habitation,” and a regular death-1a:ap in case of fire, with 
exit on to roof availahle^ and children being slowly smothered* only one narrow wooden staircase to the whole block. I wote tM, 
Screams* Great excitement. “if afire occurred at night, there must be many de^hs.” ^t 

Won - Commissioned Officer* Ha ! Fire in the “ Rookery I ” And nothing has been^done. Non-Com* Offi- 

it’ll burn like • — — Shocking I 

GENERAL PUNCH’S IMPROVED MAGAZINE RIFLE. There’s a talk ^at 


paper, being old 
and rotten I Now, 
where’s the fellow 
who ought to have 
the key of the 
hydrant ? {Exit in 
search of him*) 
Labourer em- 
ployed at Barracks 
{entering hastily)* 
Hullo 1 A fire I 
Where’s that key 
of mine for the 
hydrants ? Can’t 


1. A Hatchet {to pull out and fix inside) ; 2. 
ments with handles, to be used as Portmanteau 
7, A Pipe; 8. Tobacco; 9. Cigarette Case; 


AGAZINE BIPIiB. There’s a talk ^ 

the place had been 
^ndenmed by ^ the 

^ denmed, bnt not 

^ pulled down ! I 

— wonder who’ll he 

condemned at the 
IncLuest, Shouldn’t 
he surprised if it 

; 2. A Speax (i»«o) ; 3, i, 6. Compart- 
kui 6. |hirt Coltoa-nclETeiM_g__Xie; 


hydrants ? Can’t 7, A Pipe; 8. Tobacco; 9. Cigarette Case; 10. Sandwich Case, Potted Meats, - - 

attend to how- Biscuits, &c. ; 11. A Self Air-Loading Bullet Mechanism; 12. Gladstone Bag; 13. Port^le Bath and 

ever, as there ’s my Hammock: 14. Cooking Stove; 15, Cooking 'U'tensils; 16, A Telescope; 17. A Walking Stick; 18. An . guue 

IJt- 3 _C TT„-n 11- J tn k n nA A rxgiw tiOOm 


wife and family to | Umbrella ; 19. A Billiard Cue ; 20, A Soent Bottle. 
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THE MODEEN HEEOj 

Or, Sow to Discourage Crime, 

Henry Larrikin, who was recently convicted and sentenced to 
death for the mnrder of a nnrsemaid and infant on Shooter’s HOI, 

is now confined in Gaol, and is reported to be in excellent 

spirits. He passes his time in illnminating texts, which he presents 
to the Governor and Warders, and some of which have been disposed 
of for enormous sums. A petition has been circulated, and exten- 
sively signed, praying for a remission of his sentence, on the ground 
of provocation, it having since transpired that the infant put out 
its tongue in passing. Several Jurymen have said, that had this 
fact beepjbrought before them at the trial, they would have returned 
a very difterent verdict. Much sympathy is expressed with Lamikin, 
who is quite a young man. He expresses himself as sanguine of a 
reprieve. 

Central Hews Telegram.— Later Intelligence. 

Jlfowday.— L arrikin was informed this afternoon, by the Governor 
of the Gaol, that the Home Secretary saw no grounds for inter- 
fering with the course of the Law, and that the sentence would 
consequently be carried out on Friday next. Two of the Warders, 
with whom Larrikin is a great favourite, on account of the 
affability and singular modesty of his demeanour, were deeply 
affected, but the prisoner himself bore the news with extraordinary 
fortitude and composure. His sole comment upon the intelligenoie 
was, that it was just his blooming luck.” By special favour of 
the Authorities he is allowed to see the comments of the Press upon 
his case, in which he takes the keenest interest. A statement that 
he had on one occasion been introduced to the nursemaid, through 
whom his career has been so tragically cut short, has caused him 
the deepest irritation. He wishes it to be distinctly understood 
that both she and her infant charge were absolute strangers to him. I 

Later Telegram. | 

Wednesday Larrikin continues wonderfully calm. 

He is writing his Memoirs, which he has already disposed of to a 
newspaper Syndicate for a handsome consideration. Those who 
have been privileged to see the manuscript report that it reveals 
traces of unsuspected literary talent, and is marked in places by a 
genial and genuine humour. Larrikin’s great regret is that _ he 
will be unable to have an opportunity of perusing the press-notices 
and reviews of this his first essay in authorship, for which he expects 
a wide popularity. 

From a Special Correspondent. ’ 

To-day Larrikin received a visit from an old friend, 
who was visibly moved during the interview, in spite of the 
prisoner’s efforts to console him. “ There ’s nothing to snivel about, 
old man,” he said repeatedly, with a tranquil smile. He then in- 
quired if it was true that there were portraits of him in several of 
tne papers, and was anxious to know if they were like him. He has 
executed his will, leaving the copyright of his manuscript, his sole 
assets, to his father, who has been in a comparatively humble 
position of life, but who will now be raised to a condition of 
affluence. The father has been interviewed, and stated to a reporter 
that he has been much gratified by the expressions of sympathy 
which have been showered upon his son from all sides. This morning 
a local fiorist sent Larrikin a beautiful wreath, in which the 
prisoner’s initials and those of his victims were tastefully inter- 
twined in violets. Larrikin was much touched, and his eyes filled 
with tears, which, however, he succeeded in repressing by a strong 
effort. His self-control and courage are the admiration of the 
officials, by whom he will be greatly missed. All day he has been 
busy packing up the furniture with which, by special permission, 
his little cell has been provided by his many admirers, and the in- 
terior has already lost much of its late dainty and cosy appearance. 
Larrikin has been whistling a good deal,— though, as the day wore 
on, the tunes he executed became of a less Uvely character. Towards 
evening, however, he recovered his ordinary high spirits, and even 
danced a “ceUar-fiap” for the entertainment of his Warders. A 
telegram has just been handed to him from an anonymous sender, 
who is understood to be a person of some eminence in bird-stuffing 
circles, which contained these words — “ You are to be hung on my 
Aunt’s silver-wedding day. Keep your pecker up.” On reading this 
message. Larrikin came more near to breaking down than he has 
done hitherto. He has selected the clothes he is to wear on his last 
semi-public appearance ; they consist of a plain black Anp:ora three- 
button lounge coat, a purple velvet waistcoat, soft doeskm trousers, 
a lay-down striped collar and dickey, and a light-blue necktie with 
a glass pin. He has presented his only other j ewellery— an oroide ring, 
set with Bristol diamonds— to the Warder who has been most atten- 
tive and devoted to him during his stay in gaol. He is said to have 
stated that he freely forgave the infant whose insulting conduct pro- 
voked his outburst, as he did the nursemaid for not restraining her 
charge’s vivacity. This ' intimation, at his express desire, wul be 
conveyed to the parents of the deceased, and will doubtless afford 
them the highest consolation. 



THE COUNTRY HOUSE. 

{What Our Architect hcss to put up with,) 

Fair Client, ** I want it to be nice and baronial, Queen Anne 

AND ELIZA^BETHAN, AND ALL THAT ; KIND OF QUAINT AND NURBM- 
BERGT, YOU KNOW — REGULAR OlD ENGLISH, WITH FrENOH WINDOWS 
OPENING TO THE LA^WN, AND VENETIAN BlINDS, AND SORT OF SwiSS 

Balconies, and a Loggia. But I ’m sure roir know what I mean ! ” 


Thursday Night, Larrikin is sleeping peacefully. His 

features— refined by the mental anxiety, and the almost monastic 
seclusion to which he has been lately subjected — are extremely 
pleasing, and even handsome, set-off as they are by the clean collar 
which he has put on in anticipation of his approaching doom. 
Before sinking into chiidHke slumber, he listened with evident 
pleasure to a banjo which was being played outside a public- house 
m the vicinity of the gaol. The banjoist is now being interview[ed, 
and believes that the air he must have been performing at the time 
was “ The Lost Chord,^\ The scaffold on which the unfortunate 
Larrikin is to expiate his imprudent act is now being erected, but 
the workmen’s hammers have been consideratelv covered with felt 
to avoid disturbing the slumberer. 

Friday Morning, 9 A.M.— All is now over. The prisoner rose 
early and made a nearty breakfast, and plainly enjoyed the cigar 
which he smoked afterwards with his friend the Governor, who 
seemed to regard the entrance of the executioner as an untimely 
interruption to the conversation. “You’ll have to wait a bit for 
the rest of that story, Governor,” was LARRmN’s light-hearted 
comment. The unhappy man then — {Details follow which we 
prefer to leave to the reader's imagination^he will find them all in 
the very next special description of such a scene)% Larbikin was 
most anxious that it should be widely known that, in his own words, 
“ he was true to himself and the public, and game to the last.” 

Several reporters were present in the prison- yard, and also a 
number of persons of distinction, who were only admitted as a great 
favour. It is said that the prison Authorities were compelled to 
disappoint thousands who had applied for permission to view the 
last sad scene. 

Larrikin’s melancholy end will doubtless operate as a warning 
and an example to .many romantic youths, who are only too easily 
led away by me morbid desire for notoriety, which is so prevalent 
nowadays, and which is so difficult either to account for, or dis- 
courage. — {Special Descriptive Report,) 
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!..■ ^■■rh ^Arfef^cTKi ' more; homely and friendly; as the poet says, ‘ AH, all, are 

IN OUR GARDEN- come, the old familiar faces.’ There’s the Irish Local Q-ovem- 

Monday, JV'ovemher 24. ^ent Bill, the Tithes BiU, Employers’ Liability, and a troop of 

others. .All been brought in before ; everybody knows about 
1 1)/ -> 1\’ j! them ; if we don’t pass them this Session they must come up 

•k J d Y ; again next.” 

V f ' “Hal” said Sauk; “ so there is to be a next Session.” 

< i MB r^f,S “Certainly,” said Old Moeautt— “ and we would have 

another, if we could. In fact, I ’m not quite sure whether it 
may not be managed. We are always suspending Standing 
Orders, of one kind or another. It is a Standing Order of the 
Constitution that no Parliament shall sit longer than seven 
, years. Yery good— in an ordinary way, excellent ; though, 

A), perhaps, a little too liberal in its arrangements when mr. Q*. is 

‘'lllllli/h in power. But as you, ToBsr, may, in earlier years, Migently 
lilj striving after improvement in caligraphy, have had occasion to 
I note. Circumstances alter Cases. Here we are, a contented 
‘ Government, with a Parliamentary majority always to be relied 
upon. Why disturb an ordered state of affairs, and plunge the 
country into the turmoil and. expense of a General Election ? 
Why not bring in a short Bill to suspend the Septennial Act, 
and let the present Parliament go on sitting indeffnitely ? Why 
should the Long Parliament remain a monopoly of the Seven- 
teenth Century ? I do not mind telling you (this, of course, in 
confidence) that we have talked the matter over in the Cabinet. 
TTATfMTR-n to have a visit It was the Maekiss who first started it ; and, though one or two 
from Old Moeautt to- objections have been raised, the idea is rather growing upon us, 
day. Most kind of him and I should not wonder if it came to something. You will 
to find time to run down, find no mention of it in the Queen’s Speech— but that is neither 
seeing all he has on hand, there nor here.” 

But he’s a really good “I have noticed,” said Saek, “that of late it has happened 
fellow, of the kind who that Bills mentioned in the Queen’s Speech come to nothing, 
in all circumstances find whilst the Sessionislargely taken up with discussion of Bills which 
time to do a friendly find no place in that catalogue. Last year, for example, Joeim’s 
thing. Always from the Compensation Bill wasn’t mentioned in the Queen’s Speech ; and 
first taken a friendly yet it filled a large part in the programme of the Session.” 
interest in our little ex- “ Ah,” said Old Morality, changing the subject, “I see 
periment. He is, indeed, Aepachsttad has nearly come up with that leaf. He ’ll be going 

indirectly personally re- to his dinner now, I suppose, and I think I must be off. ShaU 

sponsible for its under- see you at the House to-morrow. Sorry for you to break up the 
taking. If I hadn’t come associations of your rural life ; but that only temporary.” 
across him playing leap- Saw Old Morality off at the station. Came back to pack 
frog before dinner with up our spade and hoe, and leave some general instructions with 
Aeees - Doxtolas and Arpachshad. He seems much touched at the approaching sepa- 

Jacxson, as mentioned ration. Qtdte unable to continue the lawn-mowing. Followed 

some weeks ago, Saex us about with his jack-knife open, clipping here and there a 
ad I would never have tried this way of passing a Eecess. dead stem, so as to keep up an appearance of incessant labour. 

Hadn’t heard Old Morality was going to look in. Expect he wasn’t “Ours is only a change of occupation, Arpachshad,” said 
ire he could ^et away from Cabinet Council, and so didn’t write. When Saek. “We cease to labour here, but we carry on our work in 

came upon him he was standing absorbed in contemplation of Aepach- another field. We go to town, leaving, as the Poet Gray might 

lAD* Aepachshad, himself, so engrossed in problem occupying his mind, have said, the garden to solitude and you.” 
lat he did not notice our visitor. Had started yesterday cutting grass “Excuse me, Gents,” said Abpachshad, a look of anxiety 
1 lawn with machine. Getting on pretty well with it till, this morning, crossing his mobile face, “but you can’t leave it to me alto- 
ind rose, blowing half a gale from Westward. Aepaohshad discovered gether. I could manage well enough when you were here, helpin’ 
tat, starting with machine from the Westward, he, with wind blowing and workin’. But, when you’re gone. I’ll have to have at least 
stern, got on capitally ; but coming back, with wind ahead, there was one extry man.” Sark pleased at this testimony to value of our 
jcided addition to labour of propelffng machine. When Old Moeautt assistance ; but it really means that Arpachsplad intends to do 
rived, Arpachsbqad had halted midway across the lawn, and was less than ever, running us into the expense of a second gardener, 
oking Westward with air of profound and troubled cogitation. ==^=============== 

“I know what he’s thinking of,” said Old Morality, whose Parlia- a-dattt' -DTrirnToi^a 

entary experience has made him an adept at thought-reading; he’s rAJto ABOUT PICTUELS. 

ondering fl it’s possible to mow the lawn all from the Westward, so Arrive at Fine Art Society’s Place, and there look at 

lat he would have the wind behind him throughout the operation.” Hokusai’s drawings and engravings. Who was Hokusai P 

Ho doubt Old Moeautt had fathomed de^h of Aepachshad’s medi- , Why, don’t you know ? He was our 

,tions. Pretty to see his manoeuvrmg: Went down full-sail with i|l |] own Lika-Joko’s great-grandfather. 

isistance of favouring gale; tried to tack back, bearing away to the i_ ji.jilj]' “ Great-grandfather was a most won- 

orth ; when he’d got a little way, slewed round to the West, going off derfol man, There ’s none of ’em does 

jfore the wind to edge of lawn. Finally borne in upon him that the I 1 1| what great-grandfather can,” except 

)sition was inexorable. He couldn’t go with the wind aU the time; lli ill’ Lika Joko, of course. Obliged to say 

ust retrace his steps ; by tacking was really covering more ground than | this, because I know Lika Joko goes 

sed be; was, in fact, doing more work than he had intended. Shocked ' h about with a Daimio’s two-handed 

5 this discovery proceeded to follow ordinary course. Presently catching ! * [ _ sword, and he would think nothing of 

ght of solLtaiy leaf careering down walk, fetched broom, and tenderly 1 1 giving me the cut direct. But to re- 

ckled the gravel m pursuit of the leaf. i I i f : JN turn to Hokusai— sounds like sneezing 

“ There is,” Saek sharply observed, “nothing Aepachshad enjoys more |l || 'l| M| gl \ II' in a Dutch dialect, doesn’t it?— his 

lan dusting the walk witn a broom. It is a process that combines the || j [ drawings are fuU of originality and 

Laximum of appearance of hard work with the minimum of exertion.” j j| | humour ; he was possessed of wondrous 

Old Mobalecy pretty lively in anticipation of Session, which opens to- ' versatility and great industry. He 

lorrow. Always inclined to take sanguine view of situation. Doesn’t began to draw at six, and continued 

ary now. “ Oh, you leave it to us, Toby, dear boy,” he said, when I ^ till he was weU-nigh ninety. Were he 

xpressed hope that he would not risk his precious life and health by he flourishing now, he might illustrate the lucubrations of 
verdomg it. “We’ve got a splendid programme, and mean to pull Yours par-tiaJly, Old Par. 

arough every Bill, Didn’t do much last year, it is true ; but don’t you . - - 

Be ^e advantage of that? If ~we’d passed all our Bills last Session, “IJp above the World so High I” — See Mr, Punch Among 
lUst have arr^ged a new pro^amme this year, involving considerable the Planets— Christmas Humher. In spite of its title, it is 
ibour. As it IS we turn a handle, and there are all the old things once not “ over the heads of People.” Look out below I 


(];;^ NOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description will 
in no case be returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or WraDuer. To this miA 
Jhere will be no exception. ^ 


TTATt-MTCD to have a visit 
from Old Moeautt to- 
day. Most kmd of him 
to find time to run down, 
seeing all he has on hand. 
But he’s a really good 
fellow, of the kind who 
in all circumstances find 
time to do a friendly 
thing. Always from the 
first taken a friendly 
interest in our little ex- 
periment. He is, indeed, 
indirectly personally re- 
sponsible for its under- 
takmg. If I hadn’t come 
across him playing leap- 
frog before dinner with 
Akers - Doxtolas and 

Jackson, as mentioned 

some weeks ago, Saek 

and I would never have tried this way of passing a Recess. 

Hadn’t heard Old Moeautt was going to look in. Expect he wasn’t 
sure he could ^et away from Cabinet Council, and so didn’t write. When 
I came upon him he was standing absorbed in contemplation of Aepach- 
SBAD* Aepachshad, himself, so engrossed in problem occupying his mind, 
that he did not notice onr visitor. Had started yesterday cutting grass 
on lawn with machine. Getting on pretty well with it till, this morning, 
wind rose, blowing half a gale from Westward. Aepachshad discovered 
that, starting with machine from the Westward, he, with wind blowing 
astern, got on capitally ; but coming back, with wind ahead, there was 
decided addition to labour of prope lling machine. When Cld Moeautt 
arrived, Aepachshad had halted midway across the lawn, and was 
looking Westward with air of profound and troubled cogitation. 

“I know what he’s thinking of,” said Cld Morality, whose Parlia- 
mentary experience has made him an adept at thought-reading ; he ’s 
wondering if it’s possible to mow tbe lawn all from the Westward, so 
that he would have the wind behind him throughout the operation.” 

Ho doubt Cld Moeautt had fathomed de^h of Aepachshad’s medi- 
tations. Pretty to see his manoenvrmg : Went down full-sail with 
assistance of favouring gale ; tried to tack back, bearing away to the 
Horth ; when he ’d got a little way, slewed round to the West, going off 
before the wind to edge of lawn. Finally borne in upon him that the 
position was inexorahle. He couldn’t go with the wind all the time; 
must retrace his steps ; by tacking was really ooveriu^ more ground than 
need be ; was, in fact, doing more work than he had intended. Shocked 
at this discovery proceeded to follow ordinary course. Presently catching 
sight of solLtaiy leaf careering down walk, fetched broom, and tenderly 
tickled the gravel in pursuit of the leaf. 

“There is,” Saek sharply observed, * * nothing Aepachshad enjoys more 
than dusting the walk witn a broom. It is a process that combines the 
maximum of appearance of hard work with the minimum of exertion.” 

Old Mobalecy pretty lively in anticipation of Session, which opens to- 
morrow, Always inclined to take sanguine view of situation. Doesn’t 
vary now. “ Oh, you leave it to us, Toby, dear hoy,” he said, when I 
expressed hope that he would not risk his precious life and health by 
(werdomg it. “We’ve got a splendid programme, and mean to pull 
through every Bill, Didn’t do much last year, it is true ; but don’t yon 
see the advantage of that ? If ~we ’d passed all our Bills last Session, 
must have arr^ged a new pro^amme this year, involving considerable 
labour. As it is we turn a handle, and there are all the old things once 
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M n n s: D M TVD F Q hearing the Manly Maiden rally him on the poor result of his mom- 

iviuue.rin i Yrc.^. gport. .She will then favour him, at length, with her opinions 

{By Mr, PwvcKs Own Type Writer,) as to how a driven partridge or a rocketing pheasant should he shot, 

___ ■»rlTT^T 1 vr flavouring her discourse with copious extracts from the Badminton 

No. XXII. THE MANLY MAIDEN. books on shooting, and adding here and there imaginative remi- 

The Manly Maiden may be defined as the feminine^ exaggeration niseences of her own exploits in dealing death. In the hunting-field 
of those rougher qualities which men display in their intercourse she will lose her groom, and babble sport to the Master, with whom 
with one another, or in the pursuit of those sports in which courage, she further ingratiates herself by raring and lashing one of his 
strength, and endurance play a part. In a fatal moment she con- favourite hounds, or by heading the fox whenever he attempts to 

eeives the idea that she can earn the proud title of ** a good fellow’^ break away. She then crosses him at an awkward fence, and oon- 

by emulating the fashions and the habits of the robuster sex. She per- eiders herself aggrieved by the strong language which breaks 
eeives that men have a liking for men who are strong, bluff, outspoken, irresistibly from 0ie fallen sportsman’s lips. Later on she astonishes 
and contemptuous of peril, and she infers mistakenly, that the same an elderly follower of the hounds by asking him for a draught from 
tribute of admiration is certain to be paid to a woman who, setting his flask, and completes his amazement by complaining of the thought- 
the tradftions of her sex at defiance, consciously apes the manly less manner in which he has diluted his brandy, 
model "v^ithout a thought of all that the imitation involves. She In the evening she will narrate her adventures at length, amidst 
forgets that as soon as a woman steps down of her own free will a chorus of admiring comments from her fond parents, and their 
from the pedestal on which the chivalrous admiration of men has parasites, and wfil followup her triumphs of the day by pursuing 
placed her, she abandons at once her claim to that fiattering reticence the men into the smoking-room, where she permits one of them to 
of speech, and that specially attentive courtesy of bearing, which offer her a cigarette, and imagines that she delights him by accept- 


are m men the outward and visible signs of the* , ingit. On such an occasion she will inform one 

spiritual grace which they assume as an attribute I/V \!'. / ^ of her friends that, on the whole, she has but a 

of all women. In spite of what the crazy theo- K-U /C . ' opinion of Diana of the Ephesians, seeing 

rists of the perfect equality school may say, men /j y /fly/ l^hat she only hunted with women, and never 

still continue to expect and to admire in women [ j,/ I / allowed men to approach her. From this it may be 

precisely those qualities in which they feel ' inferredthather stock of classical allusions is not 

themselves to be cMefiy deficient. Their rever- . ' ‘ f il . J <lTiite so accurate and complete asthatof agenuine 

ence and affection are bestowed upon her whose ' .“'.-V- ■ v. " ’i sportswoman should be. Next morning she may 

voice is ever soft, gentle-‘*'and low, and whose he seen schooling her horses in the park. She 

mild influence is shed like a balm upon the ^ has a touching faith in the use both of spur 
labours and troubles of life. Of slang, and of i of whip whenever the occasion seems least 

slaps upon the back, of strength, whether of jMIf ljy M \ \ I to demand them, and she despises the man who 

language or of body, they get enough and to M \ \ 1 without rowels, and reverences one who 

spare amongst themselves, and they are scarcely - M impossible jumps without discrimi- 

to be blamed if at certain moments they should / M \\\| ' uation. During the summer she spends a con- 

prefer refinement to roughness, and gentleness / siderable part of her time in “getting fit” for 

to gentlemen. However, these obvious conside- the labours of the autumn and winter. Some- 

rations have no weight with the Manly Maiden. >-^7 1 ^ times she even plays cricket, and has been 

In fact they never occur to her, and hence arise ^ known to address the ball that bowled her in 

failures, and humiliations, and disappointments j W W I " ^ highly uncomplimentary terms, 

not a few. / r S\ I . , ^ So the years pass on. She never learns that 

The Manly Maiden is not, as a rule, the -.m L |;l it is possible for a woman on certain occasions to 

natural product of a genuine country life. The be in the way of men, nor does her accuracy or 

daughter of rich parents, who have spent a increase. If she marries at 

great part of their lives in a centre of com- ^ f, nil all, she will marry some feeble creature who 

mercial activity, she is introduced to a new * ^ ^ has no feeling for sport, and over whom she can 

home in the country at about the age of four- lord it to her heart’s content. But it is more 

teen. Seeing that all those who live in the neighbourhood are probable that she fwill remain unwedded, and will develop eventu- 
in one way or another associated with outdoor sports, and that the ally from a would-be harding-riding maiden, into a genuinely hard- 
favour in which the men are held and their fame vary directly featured old maid. 

as their power to ride or to shoot straight, she becomes possessed 


■/ia 


Tf V/A VV/ 0JULV V U O UJ. JLL OUW MVV\/UJLVO 

by the notion that she too must, if she is to please at all, be proficient 
in the sports of men. Merely to ride to hounds is, of course, not 
sufficiently distinctive. Many women do that, without losing at aU 


A MUSICAL POLE STAK 

The Irish Polar Star Musical, yclept our Paddy Eewski, gave his 


sumcienuy aistmctive. many women do tnat, witnout losing at an The irisli Polar Ktar Musical, yclept our paaay kewski, gave ms 
the ordinary characteristics of women. She must ride bare-backed, last “ recital” at St. James’s HaU, Thursday, November 27 . Bedad, 
she must understand a horse’s ailments and his points, she must then, ’tis Misther Paddy Eewski himself that is the broth of a boy 
trudge (in the constant society of men) over fallows and through entirely at the piano-forte, but, Begorra, he ’s better at the piano 


Tf U JLAV TV UV ULOV XU) C4JLV JJJkVXOU V TV JX Cb CbXiVX {h VlXai XUXXLg Vf XUiX XXLXgXXUJ XXLg «avjua UJ. T XM»UX\/XJLI9| 

herself make him submissive by the frequent application of a silver- all his own, divLl a less. Great success for Paddy Rewski. The 
headed dog- whip. Irish Pole, or Pole-ished Irishman, has thoroughly mastered his art. 

These attainments are her ideals of earthly bliss, and she sets out but if he has learnt how to master tune he has not yet perfected 
to realise them with a terrible perseverance. Her father, of course, himself in keeping strict time, as he took his seat at the piano just 
knows but little of sport. He is, however, afldicted with the ordinary one quarter of an hour late. Paddy Eewski, me bhoy, when next 
desire to shine as a sportsman, and as a host of sportsmen. He you give us a recital, remember that punctuality is the soul of 


stocks his coverts with game, and invites large shooting parties to business. Au revoir, Paddy Eewski I 

stay with him. He himself takes to a gun as a hen might take to Yours entirely, Jim EIho Meski, 

the water; although, as his daughter contemptuously expresses it, "-r-rr,,: 

he is calculated to miss a hippopotamus at ten yards, he seems to . « n j t ji a 

imagine, if one may be permUted to judge from the wild frequency Geatis.--Go and see London Assur^^ Chafes 

of his shots, that it is the easiest thing in the world to hit a pheasant friend in it, at the Criterion. I]^as, 1*®®^ 

or a partridge flying at ten times that distance. From such a 

father the Manly Maiden easily secures permission, first of aU, to Grace 

walk with the men while they are shooting, and subsequently to And yet it has airways gone, and London Assurance 

carry a gun herself. ^ ^ j itself, like the sly Reynard of the speech, has invariably shown good 

And now the difficulties of the situation begin to make themselves sport, and given a go od run for the money. 
felt, not, indeed, by her, for she remains sublimely unconscious to , „ . x xi. ^ i . 

the end, but by the men who are compelled to associate with her Mad Waggeet.— TA a Chequers is not the name of a wayside inn, 
upon her ventures. No man will ever hesitate to rebuke ano'^er for hut of one of those modern inventions calculated to help to fill 
carrying his gun in such a way as to threaten danger ; but, when a Colney Hatch. A Puzzle it is, and it can be done at least so say 
lady allows him to inspect the inside of her loaded gun-barrels, or Fedtham & Co. Anyhow, they don’t sell the solution, they only 

shoots down the line at an evasive rabbit, he must suffer in silence, provide the mystery, 

and can only seek compensation for restraining his tongue by in- 
continently removing his body to a safe place, where he can neither Aisr Ono-FASHioisrEB Christmas Number (which is sure not to he 
shoot nor be shot. At luncheon, however, he may be gratified by forgotten ), — ^Number One. 
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‘‘ There ie, however, another opinion prevalent among the less educated which gives to the Rattle-snake the vindictive spirit of the North A.merioaii 
Indian, and asserts that it adds a new joint to its rattle whenever it has slain a human being, thus hearing in its tail the fearful trophies of its 
prowess, just as the Indian^ wear the scalps of slain foes.” — Wood's Natural 
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MANNERS OF THE BAR. 


A SKETCH X. TH. I.W COX.XS. sHOWXKa Coxnxs.. .OB XH. PX.XK.X.. 


“ iNGHiTS is Snakes 1 ” And from jjs lair ^ 
This snake seems stirring. Who ones 
“Scare!” P , 

Well, they who hear the rattle 
Close at their heels, its spring will dread, 

And wary watch and cautions tread, 

And arm as though for battle. 

Even to drive the keen-fanged sna^ 

From its old home in swamp or brake 
Irks sensitive humanity ; 

But they who know the xintamed thing. 

Have felt its fang, have seen its spring, 

Hold mercy mere insanity.! 

Untamed, nntameahle,' it hides, 

Anguis in herhd^ coils and glides, 

And strikes when least expected. 

And who shall Blame its wa,tohfnl foe 
Who stands prepared to strike a blow, 

When the swift death ’s detected/ 

In the dark jungle dim and damp 
It lurks, and Civilisation’s tramp 
Disturbs its sanctuary. 

Hard on the snake P Perchance, perchance I | 
But Civilisation, to advance, 

Must ruthless be, as wary. 

“ Yindictive spirit ” of the wild, 

’Twixt you and Progress’ pale-faced child 
Fated vendetta rages. 

And Pity’s self stands powerless 
To help you counter with success 
" The onset of the ages. 

Long driven, lingeringly you lurk ; 

Steel and starvation ply their work 
Of slow extermination. 

Armed once again Columbia stands, 

And who ’d arrest avenging hands, 

Must challenge — Civilisation. 

The Archbishop of Cajnterbttrt’s learned 
judgment in the Lincoln Case was very 
after the style in which His Grace pajts 
his hair. It was a first-rate example of the 
Via Media, 


A PACE FROM A POSSIBLE DIARY. < 

{JVTitten in the Wild West,) j 

JKbnrfaV.— ’WeU, here I am. <3-nessI haye ( 
got togedier a pretty tidy Army, that should 
beat BAjaNXJM into small potatoes. Th^rabs 
from Earl’s Court will soon go along straight 
enough. They seem to miss the Louvre 
Theatre over yonder, where they were on the 
free list. Bather a pity I can’t start a Show 
here, but I calculate the country is too dis- 

Nothing much doing. Sent along 
to Small Bite, and he has promised to come 
round along with a few of the 
to let me see what I thmk of them. Fancy 
the ballet has been done before. That clever 
cuss Gus, must have used it at Cov^t Garden 
when he put up Robert the Demi, It 
seems like the Nun Ballet-uncommonly. 

Small Bite is here. He s 
friendly enough, but his terms are too high. 
Fancy they must have been trvjug to annex 
Lityi for the Aquarium. The Ghost-Dance is 
a fraud. Nothing in it. Might fake it up a 
bit with national flags and red flre. But it s 
decidedly disappointing. Altogether small 

^™IwrJday.-“Settlers want to know when 
I am going to begin. They are a^ays in 
such a darned hurry. Thought to know 
I am the hero of a hundred fights (see my 
Autobiography— a few copies of which may 
still be had at the almost nommal price o± 
half-a-dollar) and should rely on me accord- 
ingly. Am to visit the Indian Camp to- 

Terms agreed. Small Bite ^d 
fifty braves engage themselves for six months 
certain, sharing terms, travelling exes, and 
benefft. I find fent of tte ourtam 
and advertiamg, they proyi^ entertamment, 
wbioh. ia to include Ghoat-Danoe (with ban- 
1 neis and red fire) reli^joua ritea, war-dance, 

I and scalping expedition with inoidenWa 
1 ( SiwiTT. Bub aaya he knows some usefid 
! knockabout niggers”) and prooeanon m and 
out of towns. Think I can boom it, i 


Saturday , connection with war ended. 
Calculate 'I start to-morrow with the Show 
across the herring-pond, to wake up the 
Crowned Heads of Europe 1 

TO THE BIG BACILLICIDE. 

0 Doctor Koch, if you can slay 
Those horrid germs that kill us, 

Tou’ll be the hero of the day. 

Great foe of the Bacillus I 
What champion may we match with you 
In all the world of fable ? 

St. George, who the Great Dragon slew. 
The Knights of AETSporE’s Table, 

E’en gallant giant-slaying Jack, 

The British nursery^s dar^g ; 

Or Jenner, against whom the pack 
Of faddists now are snarling, 

Must second fiddle play to him , , 

Who stayed the plague of phthisis. 

And plumbed a mystery more dim 
And deep than that of Isis. 

For what are Dragons,^ Laidly Worms, 
And such-like mythic scourges. 
Compared with microscopic germs 
^Gainst which the war he urges ? 
Hygeia, goddess, saint, or nymph, 

We trust there ’s no big blxinder, 

And hope your votary’s magic lymph 
May prove no nine days’ wonder. I 
We dare not trust each pseudq-seer 
Who ’d powder, purge, or pul us ; 

But pyramids to him we ’U rear 
Who bafl9.es the Bacillus. 

Strahge Trahseormatioh. -- From the 
Times Correspondent, we learned, last 
week, that somebody '^^had been aBnll, 
wMnow“a Bear.’^ Wbat next.^ be be? 
-A donkey? Or did be begm with tins, and 
will be end by being a goose ? 

L Peoseeci boe CHnaisTMAS. — “Ttrcx/’ »’.e., 

L of that ilk. The » Correct (Chnst- 

mas) Card.” 
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‘ A PAIR OF SPECTACLES.” 

The first spectacle classic and Shaispearian : t’other biirles(itiian, 
and PETTiT-cnm-Srars. The one at the Princess’s, the other at the 
G-aiety. Place au “ Divine Williams” I Antony and Cleopatra is 
mafirnificently pnt on the stage. The costumes are probably 0. K , — 
“ail correct”— seeing that Mr. Lewis Wingfield pledges his 


Her last scene is beyond all compare her best, and to those who 
are inclined to be disappointed with the play after the First Act is 
over I say, “Wait for the 

end,” and don’t leave until the ^ ^ 

ririlt+ot-rt V»n« 4-1, A ^ mM I L E BAA/ 














over i say, “Wait for the 
end,” and don’t leave until the 
Curtain has descended on that 
gracious 

her chair ' Tt 
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honourable name for the fact. We might have done with a few less, 
perhaps, but, as in the celebrated case of the war-song of the Jingoes, 
if we’ve got the men, and the money too, then there was every 
reason why the redoubtable Lewis (whose name, as brotherly Masons 
will call to mind, means ** Strength ”) should have put a whole army 
of Eomans on the stage, if it so pleased him. 

For its mm^enscene alone the revival should attract all London. 
Put there is more than this — there is the clever and careful imper“ 
sonation of JBnoharhus by His Gracious Heaviness, Mr. Ahthub 





. ■ Stirling; then 

I I iffSlhlliijiJHlifcLlil urv . there is a lighter- 

comedy touch in 
the courteous and 
gentlemanly ren- 
dering of Octavius 
CcBsar by Mr, F. 

_ ^ ^ Eemble Cooper 

The Last Scene of Antony and Cleopatra. Q;Ueen 

Honestlyl do not consider Cleopaira a 
^ play a good pky for tke matter of that. I beUeve it 

has been a success, but if, apart from the really great attraction of 
effects, there is any one’se^e ato^'ZLer 
3w& draw London, it is the death of Cleopatra 

wkoh to my mind is-after the fail of Woisbt, and a Iom wav 
s^’ efir jpathetio pictures ever presented on the 

wIkV, ®®.l0S?ly grandeur, so grand, and yet «) pitiable in her 
ImelinesB is this poor Queen of Beauty, this Empress-^tterfiv who 

^ wnq^rors, ^d for whose sake not only her noble fovers 

Imt her poor hnmhle serving-maids, are willing to ’ 


her chair The Ban of Cleopatra, 

of state. (7a donne d pensero 

The Gaiety e — In calling their burlesque Carmen up to Data^ pos- 
sibly the two dear clever boys who wrote it ^ ^ 

intended some crypto-jocosity of which the /f 

Mdden meaning is known only to the initiated ‘ [x 9 

in these sublime mysteries. Whv“Dai5a”? f Vj 


lu these sublime mysteries. Why“Dai5a”? fSSmml w 
On the other hand, ‘ ‘ Why not ? ” WW \ / 

However attractive or not as a heading in a 
bill of the play, the Gaiety Carmen is, on the / yx 

whole, a merry, bright, and light burlesque- 
ish piece, though, except in 
the costume and make-up ^ 

of Mr. Arthur Wixliams m 

as Captain Zuniga^ there is H W f \ m 

nothing extraordinarily ^ 

“ burlesque ” in the appear- “ If n *1 

ance of any of the charac- I ill 1 I \ 

ters, as the appearance of \$\ j 

Mr. Horace Mills as \ il if 

Remendado belongs more to \> Ij f 

Christmas pantomime than HIWv. Wftl if 

to tlm sly suggestiveness of 1 4 ’ 

As Miss ^St. John simply i 

looks, acts, and sings as a //M 

genuine Carmen^ I can only 

suppose that her voice is not ^ 

I strong enough for the real ^ ® j/jT 

I Opera ; otherwise I doubt 7^- 

whether any better operatic 

impersonator of the real the Cigarette History of Carmen, 

character could be fouud. She is not the least bit burlesque, aud 
though the sougs she has to sing are nothing like so telling as those 
she has had given her in former pieces, yet, through her rendering, 
most are encored and all thoronghly appreciated. 

Mr. Arthur WiI'I'I^lMS as Zuniga is very droll, reminding some 

of U8» by his make-up and jerky style, 

~ of Milher as the comic Valentine in Le 

FausU Mr. Lonnen is also uncom- 
I I j monly good as the spoony soldier, and 

in the telling song of “ The Bogie 
Man;^^ and in the still more telling 
dance with which he finishes it and 
makes his exit, he makes the hit of the 
evening,— in fact the hit by which the 
piece will be remembered, and to which 


I' i iEaisafcK^aY ^wwi i; uv vyxuujj. 

owes the greater part of its success. 
lEJ.!.. £NgAG.M|i^ ' lu the authors’ latest adaptation of 
, 1 1 1 business” of “the 

i j i ,il I statues — consisting of a verse, and 

■ IrU ' ' J then an attitmde, 1 was disappointed, 

’ill' ■ '■ !' i. / had been led to believe that here 

y® should see what Mr. Lonnen could 

Jjiy' "" '• do in the Hohsonian or bnrlescme- 

style. The brilliancy of the 
( I costumes, of the scenery, the grace of 

^ four dancers, and the exceUence of 

band ^d chorus, under the direction 
^ of that ancient mariner Meter Lutz, 

k for a good Emi on the 

^ Ii— J! r- Edwabdbs may now 

^ theatre, as Carmen up to Data 
will not give him any trouble for some time to come. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

OisxT a Penny I And well worth, every halfpenny of it. I am 
alluding to the Christmas Number of the Fenny Illustrated Paper, 
in. which appears A Daughter of the People, by Jomr Latey, Junior, 
who is Junior than ever in December, Capital Chrisianas Number, 
and will attract w _ v 



an extraordinary 
number of Christ- (; 
mas readers. ^ 

The Roselud^^^ 

Annual, pub- 
lished By Jams 
Claes Co., is 
quite a bright 
»osv for our very 

;tle ones. 

Turning from novels, it is 
a relief to come across so 
inviting a little volume as the 
Pocket Atlas, and Gazetteer 
of Canada, which will be 
found of the greatest possible 
value to eccentric Londoners 
who purpose visiting the Do- 
minion during the coming 
Winter. 

Persicos odi,^^ but you 
won’t agree with Hoeacb if 
you follow this “ puer appa^ 
ratus^^ of Or, Noeway, who, in Hussein's Hostage, gives us the 
exciting adventures of a Persian boy. 

’ Twixt School and College, by Goedoet Stables, has nothing to do 
with horsey experiences, as suggested by the author’s name, but is the 
uneventful home-life of a poor Scotch laddie, who triumphs by dint 
of pluck. 

Nuthrown Roger and I, by J. H. Toxall, a romance of the 
highway, quite in the correct style of disguises and blunderbusses 
always so necessary for a tale of this kind. 

Disenchantment is the—not altogether— enticing title of “an 
everyday story,” by F. Mabel Eobiesoe’, author of The Plan of 
Campaign, It is rather a long tale to tell, for it takes 432 pages in 
the unravelling. It ends with a beautiful avowal that “ the heart is 
no more unchanging than the mind, and that love ’s not immortal, 
but an illusion.’^ As the utterer of this truism is a young married 
woman, it would seem that the foundation is laid for a sequel to 
Disenchantment that might be appropriately called Divorce^ 

The Secret of the Old House, by Evelye' Eteeett Geebe’, who 
evidently can’t keep a secret to himself, wiU be so no longer when 
the children have satisfied their curiosity by reading the book, 

My faithful “ Co.” declares that he has been recently hard at work 
novel-reading. He has been revelling in an atmosphere of romance. 
He has been moved almost to tears by Lady^ HazletorCs Confession, 
by Mrs. Kent Spexdee, which, he says, includes, amongst many 
moving passages, some glimpses of Parliamentary life. Friend 
Olivia, in one bulky volume, takes the reader back to the days of 
Ceomwell, when people said “ hath,” instead of “ has,” and “ pray 
resolve me truly,” instead of “don’t sell me;” and “Mr. Johe" 
Miltoe'” played upon the organ. It has a fine old crusty Puritan 
fiavour about it, which, however, does not prevent the hero and 
heroine, in the last page, reading a letter together, “ with smiles, 
and little laughs, and sweet asides, and sweeter kisses.” * Altogether, 
a book to read when a library does not contain Waltbe Scott, 
Alexanbee Dumas G. P. E. James, or Haeeison Aieswoeth. 
Two Masters deals with passages iu the life of a young lady who is 
described as “ a Boarding-school Miss” in Yolume I., and “ a young 
she-fiend” in Yolume III. However, it is only right to say, that 
the last compliment is paid to her by a gentlemanly murderer, who 
takes poison and a cigarette, with a view to escaping a justly-deserved 
death on the gallows. From this it may be seen, that the novel is at 
times slightly sensational. Fearing that his Christmas might be 
saddened by this last ghastly incident, were not the impression 
created by it partially removed by less highly-seasoned fare, 
faithful “Co.” has also read Mary Hamilton, a Tale for Girls, my 
Schoolfellows, and Bonnie Boy^s Soap Bubble, He considers the 
first admirably adapted to the comprehension of the readers to whom 
it is addressed, only the girls, he says, should be very young girls. 
My Schoolfellows he intends reading again when he has reached his 
second childhood, when he fancies he will be better pleased with the 
humours of “ Guzzling Gus^^ and “ Hed Never MindP In conclu- 
sion, he admits that he is a little doubtful about the merits or 
demerits of Bonnie Boy^s Soap Bubble, He explains, that while he 
was reading it he “ fell a thinking)’’ and that when he woke up, the 
volume was lying on the fioor. 0mce then, he adds, he really has 
not had the leisure to pick it up. 


The Snake* 8 Pass, by Beam Stoxee, M.A. (Sampsoet Low), is a 
simple love-story, ajpure idyl of Ireland, which does not seem, after 
all, to be so distressiul a country to live in. Whiskey punch fiows 
like milk through the land ; the loveliest girls abound, and seem 
instinctively to be drawn towards the right man. Also there are 
jooled crowns to be found by earnest seekers, with at least one large 
packing-case crammed with rare coins. The love-scenes are frequent 
and tempting. Beam has an eye to scenery, and can describe it. He 
knows the Irish peasant, and reproduces his talk with a fidelity 
which almost suggests that he, too, is descended from one of the 
early kings, whereas, as everyone knows, he lives in London and 
adds grace and digmty to “ the front ” of the Lyceum on First Nights 
and others. He is perfectly overwhelming in his erudition in 
respect of the science of drainage, which, if all stories be true, he 
might find opportunity of turning to account in the every-day (or, 
rather, every-night) world of the theatre. In his novel he utilises 
it in the preliminaries of shifting a mighty bog, the last stages 
whereof are (described in a chapter that, for sustained interest, 
recalls Chaeles Beale’s account of the breaking of the ShefiELeld 
Beservoh*. The novel-reader will do well not to pass by The 
Snake's Pass, The Baeoh be Book-W'obms & Co. 


BED YEESUS BLACK. 

{Two Views of the same place, by QentUwm '*who Write to the Papers,'*) 

Opinion No, 1.— Monte Carlo I One of the most disgraceful places 
in Europe— a blot upon our civilisation. The gambling is productive 
of the greatest possible misery. It is an institution that should be 
held up to the execration of mankind. All the rifi r afi c of the globe 
are attracted to this hideous spot. The place is like an upas-tree, 
under which everything noble and |;ood languishes and dies I The 
form of Government is absolutely immoral. It is a scandal that 
rates, and taxes, and public improvements should be paid for out of 
the private purse of the Director. He could not afford it had he not 
made a fortune out of his ill-gotten gains ! Anyone who has 
watched at the tables knows that the chances are absolutely unfair — 
that the Direction must win. Not that this matters much. It is the 
general immorality of the place that is so alarming. The place 
should be closed at once ; and persons who have lost anything, say, 
during the last year, should have their money promptly returned to 
them. And I say this without any bias, although I did back Bed, 
and Black came up ten times running I 
P.S.— Just won a trifie. Not so sure that my pessimist view may 
not be modified. 

Opinion No, 2.— Monte Carlo I Without exception, the loveliest 

S ot in Europe. The so-called gambhng is the cause of numberless 
essings. It is an institution that should be held up to the admira- 
tion of mankind. All the aristocracy of the civilised world fiock to 
it to indulge in a recreation to which only the greatly prejudiced 
can possibly take exception. The Government is benevolent to the 
last degree. In what other country are rates, taxes, and improve- 
ments paid for you ? If the Director were not the best of men, how 
could this be done? The play itself is absolutely fair. And, with 
a system, and a sujGB.cienoy of capital, anyone^ is able to realise a 
large fortune in less than no time. Not that this absolute certainty 
should be taken into consideration. It is the general morality of 
the place that is so encouraging. The place should never close. 
And it would be a graceful thing if those who have laid in a store 
for their old age were to return a trifie, to be expended on some 
charity. And I say this without any bias, although I have backed 
Black ten times successfully. 

P.S.— Just lost all I had. Not so sure that my optimist view is 
not open to rectification I 


When British Commerce stoops 
to folly. 

And finds too late that Bonds 
betray. 

What charm can soothe her me- 
lancholy, 

And the big rush for bullion 
stay? 


BULL AND BULLION. 

{On Gold, after Goldsmith,) 

To save herself from shameful 
ruin 

(Ask Monsieur Laue I) her only 
chance 

Lies— full revenge for Water- 
loo ! — in 

Big borrowings from generous 
France. 


Mr, Punch Among the Planets is the title of Mr, PuncNs 
Christmas Number, vice Almanack superseded. Ask for this* and 
“ see that you get it”J 

Yox Stbllaexjm.— The New Comet, November 19, Boston, U.S., 
suddenly appeared, and was heard to exclaim, “But, soft! I am 
observed I” 


diocesan conference. 
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EGBERT AT THE HOPERA. 

I WAS habel the other day to do Brown a ‘good tarn by getting 
him engaged at won of our big Otels, so he kindly offerd to stand a 
supper, and then take me to the Hopera at Common G-arden. We 
went to see JSorfay, 

It seems that wunoe upon a time, ever so many thowsand years 
ago, before there was not no Lord Mares, nor no Shirryffs, nor not 
ewen no Aldermen, a Gent of the name of Sorfay lived in Grease, 
He was the werry grandest Fiddler of his time, a regler Joey Kim, 
Well, he married a werry bewtiful wife, of the name of Yourridiaee^ 
and they was both werry appy, tiU. one day, as she was a having a 
run in a field, a norrid serpent bit her in her heel ; so she died. 
Well, while poor Mr, Horfay is a telling us all about his trubbel, 
in comes a werry bewtiful young lady with a pair of most bewtiful 
wings on, and she werry kindly gives him a new sort of magic Fiddle, 
called, as I was told, A Liar ! to go to— go down to you kno where, to 
git his wife back ! Off he goes, and the neks sean shows us the werry 
plaice, all filled with savidges, and demons, and snakes, and things; 
and presently, when Mr, Sorfay is seen a cumming down, aU the 
demons and savidges runs at him to stop him ; but he holds up the 
Liar, and begins for to sing, and most bewtifully too, tho’ I didn’t kno 
the tune ; they aU makes way for him, and he gos bang into lots of 
big flames, and so I werry naterally thort as how it was all over. 
But not a bit of it, for in the werry next sean we sees him with his 
Liar in a most lovly garden, all full lof most lovly flowers and trees, 
and numbers of bewtiful ladies, a dancing and enjoying theirselves 
like fun, until his Liar leads him rite up to his wife, and then he 
raps harf his scarf round her, and off they gos together, both on ’em 
dowtless a longing for a reel nupshal kiss, but poor Mr, JBCorfay not 
a daring for to look at her, becoz if he does before he gets her home, 
she will be ded again direckly I Was there hever such a tanterlising 
case ever known ! When she sings to him to give her one loving look, 
he sings to her to say he mustn’t, until at larst she sets down on a 
nice cumf erel-looking sofy, as appens for to be in the werry middel 
of the street, and says, werry artfully, as she cam’t go not one step 
farther, when in course he turns round, and rushes up to her to have 
one fond embrace, and, thank goodness, they has it, and then she 
falls back dead I 

Well, now, I knos as I ’m ony a mere Hed Waiter, and, therefore, 
not xpected to have any werry nne feelings, like my betters has, but 


PAES ABOUT PICTUEES. 

“ The Eoyal Society of Painters in Water-Colours ? ” 
said young Par. “1^'onsensel why all the water is 
frozen now, and so they can’t paint I ” “Precisely,” 
replied I; “and that’s why it is a nice exhibition!” 
This so startled Young Par that he slipped and fell. 

I turned into the Gallery in Pall Mall, and left him 
sitting on the cold hard nags outside. Inside pleasant 
enough. Bieret Foster’s Island of very com- 
forting-should like some hot. Herbert Marshall — 
our own City Marshall— has gone further afield, to 
“ Old Chekeaf Should now be called the Field Mar I 
SHALL. Matthew Hale, in “ Gathering Blackberries,^* 
is a hail fellow well met I “ The Cor so, Verona,** by 
S. J. Hobson, shows that Hobson’s choice is a good one. 
Henry Moore’s sea-pieces— the more the merrier, say I. 

“ Warkworth— Sunlit Shower,** by A. W. Hunt; a walk 
worth taking when the hunt is up. Holidays Bast and 
Future,** suggests wide subjects and open spaces* Why, 
then, is it painted by Smalleield ? “ Wreck of the 
Halswell,** is a terrible catastrophe. Can’t be “All’s 
W ell.” Possibly the painter, G. EL. Andrews, means ‘ ‘ aH 
swell”— that seems a great deal more likely. Albert 
Goodwin shows himself to be a good winner in the 
Vecchio, Florence,** Du Mauribr delights us 
with some clever Society sketches in pen and pencil. The 
veteran, Sir John Gilbert, is as young, as dashing, as 
vigorous as ever, H. G, Glindoni has two pictures full 
of humour and character. Stacy Marks’ “ Cockatoo ** 
looks as if it had just flown in from the Zoo. Au 
Sgarnach,** by C. B. Phillip. Title difficult to under- 
stand, Landscape easy to comprehend. A close^ study 
of Nature, admirably painted. A wholesome Phillippic 
against namby-pamby prettiness. “ On the Thames,** 
by G. A. Fripp, honestly painted, and no frippery 
SEA, about it. Miss Clara Montaxba has a large number of 
. pictures of Venice — and Mr, Eidgb comes up and says 

he is the Keeper. What Keeper? He whispers, he is 
OE HERB, the Keeper of the Cold Out — What an oridginal remark I 
—and will I step into the Committee Room ? I do, and 
L. Shurb, remain there, and continue to he 

Yours par-adoxicaUy, Old Par, 


I do declare that, when I saw this sad, sad end to all that grand 
amount of reel true Love, the tears run down my cheeks like 
rain, and I was a getting np to go away, when presently in came 
the lovly angel again, whose name I was toM was Love, and told 
him that such love as his could conker Death itself ; and she hrort 
the pore wife to life again, and all bended, as aE things shood end, 
jovial, and cumferal, and happy. What a wnnderful thing is 
Music I It didn’t seem at all f strange to me that not one single word 
was spoke all the heavening, but ewery word sung, and in a forren 
tung, too, that I didn’t hunderstand, the bewtiful story kep my 
atention fixt the hole time, and I warked home in the poring rain, 
werry thankful, and jest a leetle prowd, that in one thing, at least, I 
was not xacly like Brown, who slept carm and content thro the hole 
of the larst hact. Egbert. 

The Fate of Salvation Army Generals. 

“ Each General is, by a deed of appointment, executed and placed in safe 
custodv with certain formalities, &c,”— Gm. Booth's Letter to the Times, 
Nov, 27. 

This is dreadful ! Why should the Generals he executed ? What 
have they done to deserve this cruel fate ? And what is the use of 
placing them in safe custody after they have been executed ? And 
what are the “ certain formalities ” ? We pause for a reply to aU 
these guestions, 

Seasonable.— Christmas is Coming,— In the Morning Post, one 
I day last week, appeared an announcement to the effect that Madame 
Noel had left one residence in the West End for another in the 
same quarter. Odd this, just now. But go where she will^ Le bon 
pere Noel will he in London and the country on the 25th instant ; 
so the best way is to prepare to receive Father Christmas. 

So -HO, Tboerb I — Some persons think that the proper place for 
“ The Pelican ’’ ought stBl to he ^the wilderness. 

Novelty, — Quartette for three’ players — “Whist! the Dumby 
Man!” 

Educational Work (by C. S. P-rn-ll), — The Crammer^ s Guide 
to FoUties, 
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A DEESS DEAMA. 

(Br A Perplexed Playwright.) 

I 'vB got myself into a horrible mess, 

Of that there can be no manner of doubt, 

And my forehead is aching, because I ’ve leen making 
A desperate effort to get myself out, 

And I ’m given away, so it seemeth to me. 

Like a threepenny vase with a pound of tta. 

I promised an actress to write her a play, 

With herself, of course, in the leading part, 

With abundance of bathos paraded as patnos, 

An<? a gallery death of a broken heart— 

It ’s £V capital plan, I find, to try 
To arrange a part where the audience cry. 

So I quickly think of a beautiful plot. 

The interest ne’er for an instant fiags ; 

The sorrowful ending is almost heart-rending, 

As the heroine comes on in tatters and rags. 

It is better than aught I have thought of before, 

And will certainly run for a twelvemonth or more. 

Yet, alas ! for my prospect of glory and gain, 

She has strangled my play at its moment of birth. 

For now she has written to say she is smitten 
With the newest designs and creations of Worth, 
And to quote her own words — “ As a matter of fact, 

I ’ve a couple of costumes for every act.” 

Then there follows a list of the things she has bought, 
j Though I ’m puzzled indeed as to what it may mean. 
She is painfully pat in her jargon of satin, 

Alpaca, nun’s veiling, tulle, silk, grenadine, 

And she asks me to say if 1 honestly think 
JSJie should die in pearl-grey, golden-brown, or shrimp- 
pink? 

So here I am left in this pitiful plight. 

With nothing but dresses, what am I to do ? 

For I haven’t a notion what kind of emotion 
Is suited to coral or proper for blue ; 

And if, when she faints, but they think she is dead. 
Old-gold or sea-green would be better than red. 

Will crushed strawberry do for an afternoon call ? 

For the evening wotdd salmon or olive be right ? 

May a charming young fellow embrace her in yellow ? 

Must she sorrow in black ? Must I wed her in white ? 
Till, dazed and bewildered, my eyesight grows dim. 

And my head, throbbing wildly, commences to swim. 

’Twere folly and madness to try any more, 

I know what I ’ll do— in a letter to-day 
I will just tell her plainly how utterly vainly 
I ’ve striven and struggled to finish her play ; 

And then— happy thought I— I will mildly suggest 
That she ’ll find for her purpose Buchan ant the.best* 

I shall now write a play without dresses at all, 

A plan, which I ’m sure will be perfectly new. 

Yet opposed to convention, why merely the mention 
Of a thing so immodest will startle a few ; 

And, although it’s a pity, I shrewdly suspect 
The Lord Chamberlain might deem it right to object. 

Baiter still ! from the French I will boldly convey 
What wOl be (in two senses) the talk ol the town. 

You insist on a moral ? Well, pray do not quarrel 
With the one that I now for your guidance lay down, : 
That of excellent maxims this isn’t the worst — 

Let the play^ not the dresses^ he settled the first ! ' 

Something in a ITamb.— What a happily appropriate 
name for the Chief Magistrate of so fashionable a water- ! 
ing-place as Brighton is Mr. Soper I Whether he is soft ( 
Soper, or Hard Soper, or Scented Soper, it matters not ; ! 
it is only a pity that after his year of office, if the : 
Brightoman Bathers can spare him, he should not be ! 
transferred to Windsor. Old Windsor Soper— what a j 
spit ndid title for the Mayor of the Royal town ! Ho doubt ( 
he will show himself active and energetic during his ! 
Mayoralty, and that at Brighton henceforth a totally 
opposite meaning from the ordinary one will be given i 
to the description of a speech as ‘^a SoPER-ifio.” At 1 
cast, it is ’oped so, for the sake of Soper, ^ 
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EXl^ERiENTlA DOCET. 

And are you going to give me something eor my Birthday, Aunty 
Maud?*' “Of course, Darling.** 

“Then j)ont let it be something useful!*' 

ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED FROM THE DIART OP TOBY, M.P. 

Souse of Commons^ Tuesday Night, November 25. — Hew Session opened to- 
day. Remarkable gathering of Members in the Lords to hear (iueeirs Speech 
read. Unusual excitement, though heroically restrained in presence of Lord 
Chancellor, supported on Woolsack by four figures in red cloaks and cocked 
hats, borrowed for occasion from Madame Tussaud’s, Halsbury lost his temper 
once when Commission being read. Tussaud’s man, sent down to work the 
figures— make them take ofi their cocked hats and nod upon cue being^ given 
by Reading Clerk— was on duty for first time ; much interested in arrival of 
Commons at the Bar ; instead of lying low behind Woolsack and minding his 
business, kept poking his head round to peer forth on scene. At last, Lord 
Chancellor in hoarse whisper threatened to send him to Clock Tower if he 
didn’t behave properly. 

After this all went well; figures bringing their right elbow up with a jerk, 


took ofi Iheir hats at precisely right moment, and replaced them without a hitch. 
They were labelled “liord Lathom,” “Earl of Coventry,” “Lord Bbownxow,” 
aud “Lord Knutsford.” Lord Chancellor sat in the middle. The ladies on 
fioor of House watched them with much interest. 

“ Such dear old things,” said one, when the figure labelled ‘ * Earl of Coventry ” 

I cleverly pretended to sneeze. “I wish they’d do it all over again; but I 
I suppose the springs have run down.” 

In the Commons, everyone on the look out for Parnell. What would he do ? 
Where would he sit ? What would he say ? Or, would he come at all ? 
Hobody knew. Some suspected last guess most probable. Tow^ds Three 
o’clock whisper weut round that he was here. Sark had seen him crossing 
Lobby, with green spectacles and umbrella, aud his hair died crimson. Was 
now in room with Irish Party, arranging about^ Leadership. Understood before 
House met that he was to retire from Leadership till fumes from Divorce Court 
had passed away. Then alliance between Home Rulers and Liberals would go 
on as before, and all would be well. Ministerialists downcast at this prospect ; 
Liberals chfipyj a great difficulty avoided. Soon be in smooth water again. 

Waitiug in House for business to commence. Speaker away for cause that 
saddens everyone ; Courtney to take the Chair at Four o’Clook ; meetbg of Irish 
Members still going forward. When business concluded, Parnell would quietly 
walk out ; they would take their places, and things would go on as if no one had 
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ever heard of Eltham, of alanmis and excursions, of exits by fire- 
escapes, and entrances by back doors. « j. j. I 1 

Thinking of these things, I was standing by Sergeant-at-Arms 
chair ; heard a scnflmg noise behind ; looked round, and lo I there 
was P a-rtjtbt. t. entering House by Distinguished Strangers Grallery, 
descending by swarming 
down the end pillar, which /| r i| i i' 
supports Grallery from fioor v- ' j ! \ 

of House. vVA ' y/ ! 

“Grood gracious! ”Ieried. .x X '' * 
*What are you doing ? ’ ’ X A 

catching the last X'''’'J "j » - r -' K ' 

post,” said Parnell, snul- 
mg blandly, as, reaching 

the fioor, he unclasped arms ^ ■ T 1 il'W ' ' \ ^ ‘ 

and legs from the pillar ^ 'I \ ‘ '\V’ \ 

and (Quietly walked over to / /// / ||1i .« . \ \ . '• ! ‘ \\ . \\ 

his ordinary place as if this .» ‘ ‘I'j 

were the usual way of an / ‘ 

Hon. Member approaching ‘ »\ 

his seat. \ \\\ 

Direful news rapidly spread. o/lxII 

Parnell not going to retire from _ 

Leadership 1 On contrary, meant 
to stay, ignoring little events 
brought to light in the Divorce WjjM rlli 
Court. Mini sterialists jubilant ; 11 ( [ 

Liberals depressed ; the whole 

situation changed; prospects of i 

Liberal supremacy, so certain yes- 
terday, suddenly blighted ; talk of 

Mr, &. retiring from the fray ; — = 

spoke on Address just now, hut no vwmmM 

fight left in him ; the Opposition m jlHPL 

wrung out like a damp cloth ; even AA 

G-eoege Campbell dumb, and li 

Dr. Clark indefinitely pos-^oned /W || 

Amendment long threatened. By H 

ten o’clock the whole thing had — 

flickered out. Address, which of It' . X " ^ 

late has taken three weeks to pass, \ 

agreed to in three hours. ^ j I - 

Mr. G. went ofi: as soon as Old I|.|— 

Morality had finished his modest ' x^Y 1 1 X 
speech. Walked with him across ^v\l) Jn’‘y 
the Park to^ Carlton Terrace. 

Haven’t seen him to speak to since 

Midlothian. What a change I Up a Tree. 

Then elate, confident, energetic, . , . , 

tingling with life to his finger-ends ; to-night shrunken, limp, des- 
pondent, almost heart-broken. ^ ^ , 

Don’t you think. Sir,” I said, “ that, after to-day’s experience. 
Home Eule has a new terror ? You remember how, seven or 
eight years ago, the Irish Members used to stand up in the House 
and personally vilify you. Then, when you came round to their 
side, the very same men beslabbered you with fulsome adulation. 
Now, when there is another parting of the ways, when you pE y<mr- 
self, your authority, and your character, against their chosen Leader, 
they rudely turn their backs on you, and tell you to mind your own 
business. How’ll it be, do yon think, when you’ve finally served 
their purp ose, and made possible the accomplishment of their 
fliTYi ? when you have made them Masters iu Dublin, will they care 
any more for the views and prejudices of you and your Liberal 
Party than they have done. to-day r ” 

“Toby, dear boy,” said Mr. G., “you’re a young dog yet. 
When you come to my age, you’ll have learned that there is no 
gratitude in politics. But we won’t talk of it any more. I’m a 
little tired to-night,” 

So we walked in silence up the steps, by the Duke of York’s 
C olumn. 

Business done . — ^Address agreed to.' Mr. P. flouts Mr. G. 

Thursday . — ^House up at twenty minutes to Six, having got 
through rattling lot of business. Prince Arthur been sailing up 
and down fioor, bringing in Land Bills and Eailway Bills. Hicks- 
Bbach depressed with legacy of Tithes Bill. 

“Cheer up. Beach,” says Cranborne, tugging at his moustache 
d la Grandolph: “you may depend upon me. Keep your eye on 
your young friend, and he will pull you through.” 

‘ ‘ Thank you, ” said Beach, with something more than his customary 
fiusive manner, 

Jackson toying round the table, packing and unpacking papers, 
looking at his watch and the clock, vaguely whistling, and absently 
rubbing bis hands, 

“ What ’s the matter ? ” I asked. “ You seem out of sorts,” 
“Matter!” he cried. “Why, twenty minutes to Six is the 


XTp a Tree. 


matter, and here’s all the work done and the House up. It’s 

absolutely demoralising ; portends something uncanny. Ou Tuesday 

we got through the Address iu a single 

short sitting ; yesterday, after meeting Hh 

at noon, had to adjourn for three hours 

and a half ; filled up remainder of time 

with bringing in Bills ; To-day we have J | PP 

an Irish Land Bill brought in and read 

a Pirst Time, after a Debate confined 

to Sage oe Queen Anne’s Gate, and 

WiLERiD Lawson. Nothing like it 

seen for sixteen years. If this kind of 

thing goes on, you know, we ’ll get all 

the work of the Session done iu three 

months, and perhaps done better than 

when it took nine. It ’s the suddenness 

that knocks me over, Toby. They 

ought to he more considerate, and begin 

more gently.” 

Great commotion in Irish circles, 

Scene slightly shifted. It seems that Ura 

Irish Members in re-electing Parnell 
on Tuesday, thought he would relieve 
them of difficulty by forthwith resign- 

ing. Mr. P. doesn’t take that view; ' Km c-^ 

thinks it would be rude, after having 
been unanimously elected, to appear to 
undervalue such remarkable, spon- 
taneous act of confidence ; doesn’t care ^ 

a rap for public opinion. ^ 

m>, et fy rested'* he says, 
smiling sweetly round the table, where 

his friends forlornly sit. „ . , . ^ , 

“Begorra!” says Mr. O’Seef, in- Mr. P-rn-ll turns his Back oa 
dignantly, “ it ’s bad enongh to have " • Opinion, 

him ruining us and the counthry, without using blasphaymious 
language.” 

Business done. — Everything on the paper. 

Jennings made capital 
A speech to-night on Motion 

BL challenging commutation of 

certain perpetual pensions, 
among other little 
jobs, we, the tax-payers of 
Great Britain, with Income- 
tax at sixpence in the pound, 
paying pension of 
£2.000 a year to descendant of the late 
Ellen Gwynne. Select Committee ap- 
pointed by present Government to oon- 
aider whole matter, recommended that 
no pension should be commuted at rate' 
so high as tweuty-seveu years’ purchase. 
JoKiM, generous with other people’s 
money, flies in face of recommendation, 
mMWS comfortably rounds ofit one or two 

iBr mi gratuity of 

twenty-seven years’ purchase. Cheer- 
^ thing denounced 

breezy fashion from Conservative 
Benches. Jennings, amid loud cheers, 
hits straight out from the shoulder. 
Walter Foster quit^» delighted. “Bless 
“ Bless-you-my- child !” you, my child,” he says, “’you ought to 

belong to the Hadical Party.” Business done. — Agreed that, up to 
Chrisfinas, Government shall have all the time. 


“BlesB-you-my- child ! ” 


Christmas Cards. — “Here we are again!” as they come 
tumbling iu, fresh from the hands of the publishers, Hildesheimer 
AND Faulkner. More artistic t han ever ! 

A New Bank of England Note. — “ The force o’ this ’ere obser- 
vation lies in the Barings of it.” — Cap^en Cuttle adapted. 

Probable Publication. — Correct to a Shade. (A book of ghostly 
oonnsel.) By the Author of Betrayed hy a Shadow. 

Worldly-wise Motto for tecs Wranglers about “Darkest 
Africa,” — “ Keep it Dark ! ” 

Anglo-French Motto for a Thoroughly Rainy Day. — “P owr 
Toujours.^^ 

A Journalistic City,— -Presshurg. 


NOTICE. — Rejected Communications or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case he returned^ not even when accompanied hy a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there wUl he no exception. 
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MR. PUNCHES PRIZE NOVELS. 

No. IX.^THE CURSE OF COGNAC. 


{By Watbe Decant, Author of “ Chaplin off^ his Feet,'* ** All Sorts of 
Editions for Menf “ The Nuns in Dilemma^' The Cream he 
Tried f Blue- the-Money Naughty -hoy “ The Silver Cutter ~ 

Sniye^* All for a Farden Fare^^ The Eoley Eosef '^Caramel 
of Stickinesse” (kc.^ tkc., die.) 


IVELS Devil went out and gave his gyp, Starling, a complete set of 

instrnctions for use in case of flood. 

N'AC. 

T ? tt An O * ^ Chatter III. 

Feeti All S(yrts of ^ „ 

-a,” “ The Cream he otaRLING was a pale, greasy man. He was a devil of a gyp. He 
‘ 'The Silver Cutter^ George’s hed-room and shook his master hy the shoulder. 

\ey Eosef ^‘Caramel „ 


Snipe,’' All for a Farden Fare/' The Eoley Eosef ^‘Caramel Heoege woke up. 

of Stickinesse,” <kc., c&c., dsc.) . „ the College pump,” he said. I must have it. No, 

A XI. A -x X if 11 T- .1 stay,” he continued, as Starling prepared to execute his orders, “ a 

[Of this story the Author writes to us as follows I can honestly recom- hair of the doe-— hriTii? it miiplr niiipk » 
mend it, as calculated to lower the exaggerated cheerfalness which is apt to STAnTTwiT ^^A Mm t^^^ 
prevail at Christmas time. I consideHt, therefore, to be eminently sited 

Ibr a Christmas Annual, Families are advised to read it in detachments of “■ of accidents. ^ George de^ured them eagerly, reek- 
four or five at a time. Married men who owe their wives* mothers a grudge I*, ^hen With a deep sigh of relief, he went stark staring mad, 

should lock them into a bare room, with a guttering candle and this story. hit STARLING m the fleshy part of the thigh, after which he fell 

Death will be certain, and not painless, I Ve got one or two rods in pickle asleep again. On awaking, he took his name ofl the College 
for the publishers. You wait and see.— W. D.”] books, gave Starling a cheque for £5000, broke ofl his engagement, 

CwAPTv-R T forgot to post the letter, and consulted a Doctor. 

^ ^ you want,” said the Doctor, ** is to be shut up for a year 

George Ginsling was Blone lu his College-rooms at Cambridge, m the tap-room of a public-house. No water, only spirits. That 
Hisfnendshadjustlefthim. Theywerequitethetip-topsetinChrist’s must cure yon.” 

College, and the ashes of the cigarettes they had been smoking lay So George ordered Starling to hire a public-house in a populous 
about the rich Axminster carpet. They had been talking about many district. When this was done, he went and lived there. But you 
things, as IS the wont of young men, and one of them had particularly scarcely need to be told that Starling had not carried out his orders, 
bothered George by asking him why he had refused a seat in the How could he be expected to do that? Only fifty-six pages of my 

iTTiVirei'PTrTr TVinl HlltynTS* n+fftr TATtri-ncy i i_ j i -A . _ i® 


University Trial Eights after rowing , , . 

No. 5 in his College boat. George , (I , ^ 

had no answer ready, and had re- li//,') / , , ///Tr “ 

plied angrily. Now, he thonght of I li V^V Ullll 1 ‘ 

many answers. This made him rffllllHI 

nervous. He paced quickly up and //V/r/i ‘ 

down the deserted room, sipping his i\ ' ' / 

seventh tumbler of brandy, as he ^ ;;; q I'l ^ 

walked. It was his invariable cus- 

tom to drink seven tnmhlers of neat ■ I 

brandy every night to steady him- ) Ao' '| 7 

self, and his College career had, in J 

consequence, been quite unexcep- , J/fyAx j 

tionable up to the present moment. t.jr=^=T ' 'v 
He used playfully to remind his , 

Dean of Porson’s drunken epigram, 

and the good man always accepted 

this as an excuse for any false quan- \\Wll mW 

tities in George’s Greek lambics. 

But to-night, as I have said, ^ 

George was nervous with a strange ^ 

nervousness, and he, therefore, went - -- 

to bed, having previously blown out 
his candle and placed his Waterbury - 

watch nnder his pillow, on the top of which sat a Devil wearing a 
thick jersey worked with large green spots on a yellow ground. 














book had been written, and even pub- 
lishers— the most abandoned people 
on the face of the earth— know that 
that amount won’t make a Christmas 
Annual. So Starling hired a Tem- 
perance Hotel. As I have said, he 
was a devil of a gyp. 

Chapter IT. 

The fact was this. One of George’s 
great- great uncles had held a com- 
mission in the Blue Ribbon Army. 
George remembered this too late. 
The ofler of a seat in the University 
Trial E%hts must have suggested 
the blue ribbon which the University 
Crew wear on their straw hats. Thus 
the diabolical forces of heredity were 
roused to fever-heat, and the ^eat- 
great uncle, with his blue nbbon, 
whose photograph hung in George’s 
home over the parlour mantelpiece, 
became a living force in George’s 


.s canaie ana piacea ms W aterbury — - brain. 

atch under his pillow, on the top of which sat a Devil wearing a George Ginsling went and lived’ina suburban neighbourhood, 
lick jersey worked with large green spots on a yellow ground. It was useless. He married a sweet girl with various spiteful rela- 
Chapter II tions. In vain. He changed his name to Pumpdrt, and conducted 

XI,- -n -1 W X Ti -1 Axt. X X ? newspaper. Profitless striving. Starling was always at 

Now tms Devil was a Water-Devil of the most pronounced type, hand, always ready with the patent filter, and as punctual in his 
His head-quarters were on the Thames at Barkmg, where there is a appearances as the washing-bill or the East wind. I repeat, he was 
sewage outfall, and he had lately established a branch-office on the a devil of a gyp. 

Cam, where he did a considerable business. Chapter V. 

OccasionaUy, he would ^ down to Cambridge himself, to consult Xhbt found Geome Ginst.tnq feet ‘unm 


&erSater ^ tKs hS 

* m « THE END. 

George woke up with a start. What was this feeling in his “ ' 

tmoat? Had he swallowed his blanket, or his cocoa-nut matting ? “It is the Bogie Man ! ”— Blackie’s Modern Cyclopedia^ 
No, they were still in their respective places. He tore out his Nothing to do with the Christy Minstrel Entertainment, hut a very 
tongue and his tonsils, and examined them. They were on fire, useful work of reference, issued from the ancient house of publishers 
This puzzled him. He replaced them. As he did so, a shower of which is now quite Blackie with age. We have looked through the 
■J^^hot coppers fell from his mouth ou to his feet. The agony was “B’s” for “Bogie,” hut “The Bogie Man” is “Not there, not 
a^uL He howled, and danced about the room. Then he dashed at there, my child I” but he is to he found in that other Blackie’s 
the whiskey, but the bottle ducked as he approached, and he failed collection at the St. James’s Hall, which Bogie Man is said to he 

to tacMe it. Poor George, you see, was a rowing-man, not a the original of that ilk. TJnde derivatur “ Bogie ” ? Perhaps the 

football-player. Then he knew what he wanted. In his keeping- next edition of Blacrie’s stilUmore-Modern’^than-ever Cyclopedia 
room were sixjcara/< 35 ,^nll of Cambridge water, and a dozen bottles will explain. 
of Hunyadi Janos. He rushed in, and hurled himself upon the 

bottles mth all his weight. ^ The crash was dreadful. The foreign Pars about Pictures [hy Old Par).— At the Fine Art Society’s 
Dottles, being poor, frafi things, broke at once. He lapped up the Gallery I gazed upon the pictures of “Many-sided Nature ” with 
Imuia Mke a thirty dog. The carc^es survived. He crammed great content, and came to the conclusion that Mr. Albert Goodwin 
them with their awful contents, one after another, down his throat, was a many-sided artist, “Now,” said I, quoting Shakspeare — 
Then he retoned to his bed-room, seized his jug, and emptied it at — Old Ear's Improved Edition — “is the Goodwin of our great 
one gulp. His hath was full. He lifted it in one hand, and drained content made glorious.” 0 . P. , who knows every inch of Abingdon, 
it as dry as a University sermon. The thirst compelled him— drove who has gazed npon Hastings from High Wickham, who is intmiate 

him— forced him— shoved him with every brick in Dorchester, who loves every reed and ripple 

—goaded him to drink, drink, drmk water, water, water ! At on the Thames, and has a considerable knowledge of the Rigi and 

last be isms appeas^. He had cried bitterly, and drunk up all his Yenice, can hear witness to the truth of the painter. There are 

t^ars. He feu hack on his bed, and slept for twenty-four hours, and over seventy pictures— every one worth looking at. I 
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SmaiUr {to Mr. JParuA), " No JJoz totjb iKXEBinsiiDra. BtrsiKXSS la BaRimsa i” 

Mr. P. “ YKS, and TTHOOMMOIftT BAD BlTSIlOiSS, TOO, TOR IBSX. OoDLDN’T THE LAROE FIRMS TAKE A 

TRIFI.E LESS Profit, ard put a little Pleasure into the Bjsiness of these poor startino Workers 1 ” 


[“ Business ! cries the 
Sweater, when remonstrated 
with for paying the poor 
Match-box makers twopence- 
farthirg or twopence - half- 
penny a gross, whilst his own 
profits reach 22^ to 25 per 
cent . — Daily News^l 

Punch to the Sweating 
Shyloch. 

Eh)? ' “ BnsinessI is busi- 
ness”? Sheer cant, Sir! 
Pure gammon ? 

Of all the inhuman, '’sham 
Maxims of Mammon, 

This one is the worst, 
For under its cover lurks 
cruelty callous, 

With murderous meanness 
that merits the gallows, 
And avarice accurst. 

Oh, well, I’m aware, Sir, 
how ruthless rapacity ^ 
Loves to take shelter, with 
cunning mendacity 
’Keath an old saw ; / 
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But well says the scribe that such “business” is crime, 
Sir, 

And such would be but for gaps half the time. Sir, 
’Twixt justice and law. 

Bah I Many a man who ’s sheer rogue in reality, 

Hides the harsh knave in the mask of “ legality.” 

When ’tis too gross, 

Bobbery’s rash, but austere orthodoxies 
Countenance such things as modem match-boxes 
Hine-farthings a gross I 

From seven till ten, and sometimes to eleven. 

For “ Cix bob ” a week. Ah ! such life must be heaven ; 

^ Whilst as for vour “profit,” 

That’s bound to approach nve-and-twenty per cent.. 
That Sweaters shall thrive, let their tools be content 
With starvation in Tophet. 

To starve ’s bad enough, but to starve and to work 
(Mrs. Labouchere hints), the most patient may irk; 

And the lady is right — 

Business P On brutes who dare mouth such base trash, 
Mr. Punchy who loves justice and sense, lays his lash, 
With the greatest delight. 

He knows the excused advanced for the Sweater, 

But bad is the best, and, until you find better, 

’Tis useless to cant 

Of freedom of contract, supply and demand, * 

And all the cold sophistries ever on hand 
Sound sense to supplant. 

A phrase takes the place of an argument often, 

And stomachs go empty, and brains slowly soften. 

And sense sick with dizziness, 

All in the name of the bosh men embody 

In one elap-trap phrase that dupes many a noddy, 

That— business is business I 

Business ? Yes, precious bad business for them, Sir, 
Whose joyless enslavement you take with such phlegm, 
Sir, 

Suppose, to enhance 

Their small share of ease, such as you, were content, Sir, 
To lower a trifie your precious “per cent.,” Sir, 

And give them a chance I 



OUfi BOOKING-OFFICE. 

In Camp and Studio, Mr. Irvino Montaoxt, some time on^the 
artistic stalf of The Illustrated London News, gives his experiences 
of the Busso-Turkish Campaign. He concisely sums up the quali- 
fications of a War Correspondent by saying that he should “have an 

t iron constitution, a laconic, incisive style. 

and sufilcient tact to establish a safe and 
rapid connecting link between the forefront 
of battle and his own head-quarters in 
Fleet Street or elsewhere.” As Mr. Irving 
Montagu seems to have lived up to his 
ideal, it is a little astonishing to find the 
last chapters of his book devoted to Back 
in Bohemia, wherein he discourses of going 
to the Derby, a Hammersmith Besdemona, 

] and of the Postlethwaites and Maudles, 
“ whose peculiarities have been recorded by 
the facile pen of Dtr Matjbieb.” But as 
the author seems pleased with the reader, 
it would be indeed sad were the reader to 
find fault with the author. However, this 
A Ckristnias Masque. inay be said in his favour 7 -he tells (at 
. least) one good story. On his return from 
w to Bohemia, a dinner was given m his honour at the 
Holborn Bestaurant. Every detail was perfect— the only omission 
was forgetfulness on the part of the Committee to invite the guest of 
the evening / At the last moment the mistake was discovered, and a 
Megram was hurriedly despatched to Mr. Montagu, telling him that 
ne was ‘ wanted.’’ On his arrival he was refused admittance to the 
by ijhe waiters, because he was not furnished with a ticket I 
Ultimately he was ushered into the Banqueting Hall, when every- 
thing necessarfiy ended happily. 

One might imagine that Birthday Books have had their day, but 
apparently they still fiourish, for Hazbll, Watson, & Yiney pub- 
y®^ri^<^ther, under the title of Names we Love, and Places we 
J^now, The first does not apply to our friends, but to the quotations 
selected, and places are shown by photos. 


Of many Beneficent and Usejtul Lives, you will hear “in 
Chambers,”— the reader sitting as judge on tne various cases brought 
before him .by Mr. Bobert Cochrane. 

Unlucky will not be the little girl who reads the book with this 
name, by Caroline Austin. 

Everyhddyh Business, by Ismat Thorn, nobody likes interference, 

I but in this case it proved the friend in need. 

Chivalry, by LIson Gautier, translated by Henry Frith, is a 
chronicle of knighthood, its rules, and its deeds. To the scientific 
student, Biscoveries and Inventions of the Nineteenth Century, by 
Robert Routledge, B.S., F.C.S., will be interesting, and help him 
to discover a lot he (kes not know. Those who have not already 
read it, A Wonder Bo^ for Girls and Boys, by Nathaniel Haw- 
thorne, will have a real treat in the myths related ; Tanglewood 
Tales are included, and Ikse are delightful for all. Bosebud, by 
Mrs. Adams Acton, a taleior girls, who will love this bright little 
flower, bringing happiness all around. 

JEEolly Leaves, the Special Humber of The Sporting and Dramatic, 
is quite a seasonable decoration for the drawing-room table during 
the Christmas holidays. 

My faithful “Co.” has been reading JaclCs Secret, by Mrs. 
Lovett Cameron, which, he says, has greatly pleased him. It has an 
interesting story, and is full of clever sketches of character. Jack. 


interesting story, and is full of clever sketches of character. Jack. 
himself, is rather a weak personage, and scarcely deserves the good 
fortune which ultimately falls to his lot. After flirting with a bom 
coquette, who treats him with a cruelty which is not altogether 
unmerited, he settles down with a thoroughly lovable little wife, 
and a seat in the House of Lords. From this it will he gathered 
that all ends happily. Jack^s Secret will be let out by Mudee’s, and 
will be kept, for a considerable time— by the subscribers. 

Girls will he [the richer this year by Fifty-two more Stories for 
Girls, and hoys will be delighted wi4 Fifty J,wo more Stories for 
Boys, by many of the best authors ; Iffth these books are edited by 
Axtred Miles, and published by HuAjhison & Co. Lion Jack, by 
P. T. Barnum, is an account of Jack’s perilous adventures in 
capturing wild animals. If they weren’t, of course, all true, XytV 
Jack would have been a better title. 

Syd Belton, unlike most story-book boys, would not go to sea, 
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but be was made to go, by tbe autboi, Mr. MAirvxtui PBinT. Once A.ng% Oh, no. After that you sang a dr^dfnl song ■ and pre- 
laiiiicli6d) he proved himself a British salt of the first water# ^ Dumps tended to accompany^ yourself on a broom. EdwiNi you know yon 
and J, by Mrs. Pars, is a particularly pretty book for ^irls, and did; yon ^n^t deriy it I ^ i 

quite on a par with her other works. Methuen & Co. publish these. JEd» I — I didn’t know I could sing ; and did yon say on a broom r 

Pictures and Stories from English History, and Eoyal Portrait It’s bad enough for me already, Anoeuna, without howling ! Well,. 
Gallery, are two Boyal Prize Books for the historical-minded child ; I sang — and what then ? 

they are published by T. I^Telson and Sons, as likewise “ Fritz ” oj Ang, Then he put out a cane with a silver top close to your face, 

Prussia, Germany's Second Emperor, by Lucy Taylor. Dictionary and you squinted at it, and followed it about everywhere with your 

of Idiomatic English Phrases, by James Main Dixon, M.A., nose ; you must have known how utterly idiotic you looked ! 

E.R.S.E., which may prove a useful ^uide to benighted foreigners Ea, {dropping into a cAa«V), Not at the time. . . . Well, goon, 
in assisting them to solve the usual British vagaries of speech ; like Angelina ; let ’s have it all. What next ? 

the commencement of the Dictionary, it is quite an A 1 ” book. Ang, Next ? Oh, next he told you you were the Champion Acrobat 
“Dear Diary!” as one of Mr. P. C. Phillips’s heroines used to of the World, and you began to strike foolish attitudes, and turn 
address her little book, but Db la Eue’s are not “ dear Diaries,” great clumsy somersaults all over the stage, and you alwa:fs came 

nor particularly cheap ones. This publisher is quite the Artful down on the fl.at of your back I ^ ^ 

Dodger in devising diaries in all shapes and sizes, from the big Ed, I thought I lelt a triflle stiff. Somersaults, eh? Anything 
pocket-book to the more insidious waistcoat-pocket booklet, — “ small else ? ( With forced calm,) 

by degrees, but beautifully less,” Ang, I did think I should have died of shame when you danced ? 

“ Here’s to you, Tom Smith I”— it ’s Brown in the song, but no Ed, Oh, I danced, did I ? Hum— er— was I alone f 

matter,—* ‘ Here ’s to you,” sings the Baron, ‘ ‘ with all my heart I,” Ang, There were four other wretches dancing too, and you imitated 


Your comic gutta-percha-faced Crackers are a novelty ; in fact, a ballet. You were dressed up in an artificial wreath and a gug- 


you’ve solved a dimoulty by introducing into our 
Crackers several new features. 


relty; tact, a ballet. You v 
old Christmas gug-gauze skirt. 

Ed, {coUapsinc 


{collapsing). No?? IwasnH! . . . Heavens! What a bounder 

1 ■‘i 1*" 1 • 1-k I T . . *1 n • 7 . T « 


This year the Baron gives the prize for pictorial amusement to I must have looked ! But I say, Angie, it was all right, I suppose ? 
Lothar Meggendoreer (G-ods ! what a name I), who, assisted by his I mean to say I wasn’t exactly vulgar, or that sort of thing, eh ? 
publishers, Grevel & Co., has produced an irresistioly funny book Ang, Not vulgar ? Oh, Edwin ? I can only say I was truly 
of movable figures, entitled Comic Actors, What these coloured thanmil Mamma wasn’t there ! 


of movable figures, entitled Comic Actors, What these coloured 
actors do is so moving, that the spectators will be in fits of chuckling. Ed, (icmcmp). Now, don’t, Angelina it’s qmte awful enough 
Recommended, says The Baron de Book- Worms. as it is. What beats me is how on earth I came to do it all. 

■ „ - Ang, You see, Edwin, I wouldn’t have minded so much if I had 

had the least idea you were like that, 

^^lA/ucTDc 1C Di ICC 99 hike that! Good Heavens, Angie, am I in the habit of 

WntKt luiHUKAINUh IS ULISS. making hideous grimaces before a looking-glass ? Do you suppose 

Argument. — ^EpwiN nas taken Angelina, his fiancee, to an entertain- I am given to over-indulgence in cod-liver oil and whatever the 
ment by a Mesmerist, and, wiehing to set his doubts at rest, has gone upon other beastliness was ? Am I acrobatic in my calmer moments ? Did 
the platform, and placed himself entmely at the Mesmerist’s disposition. On ever know me sing- with or; without a broom ? I ’m a sby man 
rejommg Angelina, she has insisted upon being taken home immediately, 

and has cried aU the way back in the hansom— much to Edwin’s perplexity. nature more shy than yon think, perhaps, and m 

They are alone together, in a Morning-room; Angelina is still sobMng in normal eondmon, I should be the last person to prance about in a 
an aim-ohair, and Edwin is rubbing his ear as he stands on the hearthrug. f amusement of a couple of hundred idiots ? I don’t 

believe I did, either ! 

Edwin, I say, Angelina, don’t go on like this, or we shall have Ang, {impressed hy his evident sincerity). But you said you knew 
somebody coming in! I wouldn’t have gone up if I’d known it what you were about all the time ! 

would upset you^e this; hut I only wanted to make quite sure Ed, I thou|rhtso, then. Now— weU, hang it, I suppose there’s 
ihat the whole thing was humbug, and— I rather more in this infernal Mesmerism than 1 fancied. There, it ’s no use 
think I settled that. , , , « talking about it— it ’s done. You— you won’t mind shaking hands 

Ang, {in choked accents). You settled that?— hut how 9 .... before I go, will you ? Just for the last time ? 

Oh, go away — ^I can’t bear to think of it all 1 ^ [^Fresh outburst, Ang, {alarmed), Why — where are you going ? 


'WHERE IGNORANCE 


BLISS, 


think I settled that. 

Ang, {in choked accents). You settled that?— hut how 9 . • . . 
Oh, go away— I can’t bear to think of it all 1 {^Fresh outburst, 

, Fd, You ’re a little nervous, dar- 


Fd, You’re a little nervous, dar- Ed, {desperate). Anywhere — go out and start on a rancAc, or some- 
1 ?^’* you see, I’m thing, or join the Colonial Police force. Anything’s better than 


• It/ ****8>, w cuA oiuvb jrvu. sex?, ju jlu 

I / /// all right, I felt a little drowsy once, 
^ /Irr: hut I kuew perfectly well what ] 
Jf was about all the time. 


Ang, [with a hound). You knew ? object 


staying on here after the stupendous ass I ’ve made of myself ! 

Ang, But— hut, EdV5^in, I daresay nobody noticed it much. 

Ed, According to you, I must have been a pretty conspicuous 


/y —then you were pretending — and Ang, Yes— only, yon see, I— I daresay they’d only think you 

/ you caiy:h£« a goodjoke ! OA.' were a confederate or something — no, I don’t mean that — but, after 

^ vN pretending, 1 just all, indeed you didn’t make such very awful faces. I — I liked some 

fellow stroked my face a bit. I JSd , { incredulously ). But you said they haunted you — and then 
i1 waited to see if anything would come the oil, and the somersaults, and the hallet-dancing. No, it’s no 

y ! 1 1 and nothing did, that’s aU. use, Angelina, lean see you ’ll never get over this. It’s better to 

m At least, I’m not aware that I did part and have done with it ! 

Ang, {gradually retracting). Oh, but listen. I— I didn’t mean quite 
cmazw I diant. {Uneasily,) Eh, aE I said just now. I mixed things up, ItwasreaUy whiskey he gave 
Angelina r ^ you, only he said it was paraflGln, and so yon wouldn’t drink it, and you 

sSb ib ifis lill W Ang, {indistinctly, owing to her awf sing, hut it was only about some place where an old horse died, and 

cushions ). If it was somebody else who had the broom! And you didn’t dance nearly 
y(m d-d-d-on t really know, you d hub-buh-better-not ask — ^but so much as tbe others, and — and whatever yon did, yon were never in 

A ^ . xxi. the least r^iculons. (Earnestly). You weren’t, r^a%, Edwin I 

common, Ed, {relieved), 'Well, I thought you must have been exaggerating 
^ that’s a Ettle. Why, look here, for aE yon know, yon may have been 

all. Do pnE yourself together, and teE me aE about it, mistaking somebody else for me aE the time— Aon’ t you see ? 


g — and 
Oh! 




^ common, Ed , { relieved ), “WeE, I thought you must have been exaggerating 

^ that’s a Ettle. Why, look here, for aE yon know, yon may have been 

all. Do pnE yourself together, and teE me aE about it, mistaking somebody else for me aE the time— Aon’ t you see ? 

BJTist, Ana. am almost Aire I did, now. Yes, why, of course— how 
H ^ r^Ey have forgotten how you stood before tbe foot- stupid I have been ! It was someone very like you — ^not you at aE ! 


a looking-! 


li iTi.-’ LI ^ uoiure uie looi- sLupiu 1 nave oeen i it was someone very lixe you— not vou at aE I 

lights, makmg the most horrible faces, as i£ you were m front of Ed, {resentfully). WeE, I must say, Angelina, that to give a 

^ other creatures were doing it, too; feUow a fright like this, all for nothing ^ 

but, ^ baunt me stiE. Ang, Yes— yes, it was aE for nottiing, it was so siEy of me. 

* ^ tbi^ of them— I won 1 1 iSuries her face again, Forgive me, Edwin, please ! 

^ say-c?td I? not really-with- Ed, {stUl aggrieve^, I know for a fact that I didn’t so much as 

leavemychair,pdtosayIeZanc^^^ I 


’iCr -u V v X woiveu. xux mure, anu saia you reooiiect T [uisiae,) un, wnat stones i 'm teJiing I 

Scotch wlus^y you ever tasted. You Ed , [with recovered dignity ). Of course I reco&ct — perfectly. 

t I. Angelina, I’m not mmyed , of course, darling; hut anothS 

it though ^ ^ ^ shouldn t remember time, you should reaEy ^ to observe more closely what is done and I 

* ^ ^ * Was that aEr making all this fuss about nothing. 
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Ang, But you won’t go and be mesmerised again, EnwiN— not 
after this? , . 

JEd, Well, you see, as I always said, it hasn’t the slightest efceot 
on me. But from what I observed, I am perfectly satisned that 
the whole thing is a fraud. All those other fellows were obviously 
accomplices, or they ’d never have gone through such absurd antics— 
would they now ? x i,_ 

Angu {meeklg), Ko, dear, of course not. But don’t let’s talk any 
more about it. There are so many things it ’s no use trying to explain. 

HOW IT^S DONE. 

^ {A EandA) 00 lc to Honesty, ) 

^ Ho, YIL— SELnrsra a Hoesb. 

Scene I.— ^ Horse^Sale, Inexperienced Person, in search of a 
cheap hut sound animal for business purposes, looking on in a 
nervous and undecided manner, half tempted to hid for the horse 
at present under the hammer. To him approaches a grave and 
closely -shaven personage, in black garments, of clerical cut, a 
dirty --white tie, and a crush felt hat. 

Clerical Gerit, They are running that dea-bitten grey up pretty 
well, are they not, Sir ? 

Inexperienced Person, Ahem 1 ye— es, I suppose they are. I — 


















C, Q, [smiling apologetically), l^ot exactly palatial premises for 
an animal used to my stables at Wiokham-in-the-WoldI But I 
know these people, Sir; they are kind as Christians, and as honest 
as the day. Hoy I Tom I Tom 1 1 Tom ! ! I Are you there, Tom ? 
[ JVom the shed emerges a very small hoy with very short hair, and 
a very long livery, several sizes too large for him, the tail of the 
hrass-huttoned coat and the bottoms of the baggy trousers alike sweep- 
ing the cobbles as he shambles forwardJ\ (C. (J. genially,) Ah, there 
you are, Tom, my lad. Bring out dear old Bogey, and show it to my 
friend here, \,Boy leads out a rusty roan Posinante, high in bone, 
and low in flesh, with prominent hocks, and splay hoofs, which 
stumble gingerly over the cobbles,^ [Patting the horse affectionately,) 
Ah, poor old Bogey, he doesn’t like these lumpy stones, does he ? 
Not used to them. Sir. My stable-yard at Wickham-in-the-Wold, 
is as smoothly jpaved as— as the Alhambra, Sir. I always consider 
my animals. Sir. A merciful man is merciful to his beast, as the 
good book says. But he a Beauty ? 

I, P, Well— ahem I— ye— es ; he looks a kind, gentle, steady 
sort of a creature. But— ahem I— what ’s the matter with his 
knees ? 

C, G, Oh, nothing, Sir, nothing at all. Only a habit he has got 
along of kind treatment. Like us when we “stand at ease,” you 
know, a bit baggy, that ’s all. You should see him after a twenty 
miles spin along our Wickham roads, when my wife and I are 


er— was half thinking of bidding myself, but it’s going a bit beyond 
me, 1 fear. 

C, G, Ah, plant, Sir— to speak the language of these horsey 
vulgarians— a regular plant ! You are better out of it, believe me. 

I, P, In— deed I You don’t say so ? 

C, G, [sighing). Only too true, Sir. Why— (in a gush of confi- 
dence)— look at my own case. Being obliged to leave the country, 
and give up my carriage, I put my horse into this sale, at a very low 
reserve of twenty pounds. [Enire nous, it’s worth at least double 
that.) Between the Auctioneer, and a couple of rascally horse- 
dealers— who I found out, by pure accident, wanted my animal 
particularly /or a match patV— the sale of my horse is what they call 
^‘bunnioked up.” Then they come to me, and offer me money. 
I spot their game, and am so indignant that I ’ll have nothing to do 
with them, at any price. Wouldn’t seE dear old Bogey, whom 
my wife and children are so fond of, to such brutal blackguards, on 
any consideration. No, Sir, the horse has done me good service— a 
sounder nag' never walked on four hoofs ; and I ’d rather seE it to a 
good, kind master, for twenty pounds, aye, or even eighteen, than 
let these rascals have it, though they have run up as high as thirty I 
q , ahem I guineas. 

J. P. Have they indeed, now? And what have you done with 
the horse ? 

0, G, Put it into livery close by, Sir, And, unless I can find a 
good master for it, by Jove, I ’E take it back again, and give it away 
to a friend. Perhaps, Sir, you’d like to have a look at the animal. 
The stables are oxEy in the next street, and— as a friend, and with 
no eye to business— I should be pleased to show poor Bogey to any- 
one so sympathetic as yourself. 

[J, P,, after some further chat of a friendly nature, agrees to 
go and “ run hxs eye over himP 

Scene IL — Greengrocer^ s yard at side of a seedy house in a shabby 
street, slimy and straw-bestrewn. Yard is paved with lumpy, 
irregular cobbles, and some sooty and shaky^oking sheds stand 
at the bottom thereof. Enter together, Clerical Q-ent and 
Inexperienced Person. 


doing a round of visits among the neighbouring gentry. Ah, Bogey, 
Bogey, old hoy— kissing his nose—1 don’t know what Mrs. G, and 
the girls wEl say when they hear I’ve parted with you— if I do, 
ifl do. . 7 . 

Enter two horsey-looking Men as though in search of something. 

First Horsey Man, Ah, here you are. WeE, look ’ere, are you 
going to take Thirty Pounds for that horse o’ yourn ? Yes or No ! _ 

Q, G, [turning upon them with dignity). No, Sir; most emphati- 
cally No ! I ’ve told you before I wiE not sell him to you at any 
price. Have the goodness to leave us— once, I ’m engaged with 
my friend here. 

[^Horsey Men turn away despondently. Enter hurriedly, a 
shabby -looking Groom. 

Groom, Oh, look here. Mister— er—er— wot’ s yer name? His 
Lordship wants to know whether you ’E take his offer of Thirty-five 
Pounds— or Guineas— for that roan. He wouldn’t offer as much, 
only it happens jest to match 

Q, G, [with great decisiveness). Inform his Lordship, with my 
compliments, that I regret to be entirely unable to entertain his 
proposition. 

Groom, Oh, very weE. But I wish you’d jest step out and 
tell his Lordship so yerself. He ’s jest round the comer at the ’otel 
entrance, a flicking of his boots, as irritated as a blue-bottle caught 
in a cowoumber frame. 

C, G, Oh, certainly, with pleasure. ( To I. P.) If you ’ll exouse 
me, Sir, just one moment, I ’ll step out and speak to his Lordship. 

\^BxU, followed by Groom. 

Horsey Person [making a rush at I. P. as soon as C. G. has dis- 
appeared, speaking in a breathless hurry). Now lookye h^ere, guv’nor 
—sharp’s the word! He’ll be back in arf a jiff. You buy that 
^oss! He won’t seE it to us, bust ’im ; but you’ve got ’im in a 
string, you ’ave. He ’ll sell it to you for eighteen quid— p’raps 
sixteen. Buy it, Sir, buy it I We’ll be outside, by the pub at 
the corner, my pal and me, and — [producing 7iotes) — we ’E take it off 
you agen for thirty pounds, and glad o’ the charnce. We want it 
pertikler, we do, and you can ’elp us, and put ten quid in your own 
pocket too as easy as be blowed. Ah! here he is! Mum’s the 
word I Bound the comer by the pub ! [Exeunt hurriedly. 

Clerical Gent illandly). Ah I that ’s settled. His Lordship was 
angry, but I was firm. Take Bogey back to the stable, Tom — unless, 
of (mj:^e—[lQoking^significantljy at Inexperienced Person). 

Ineaiperienced Person [hesitating), WeE, I’m not sure bnt what 
the animal would suit me, and— ^em!— if you care to trust it 
tome 

Clerical Gent, [joyously). Trust it to you, Sir? Why, with 
pleasure, with every confidence. Dear old Bogey / He’ll he happy 
with such a master— ah, and do him service too. I teE you, Sir, 
that horse, to a quiet, considerate sort o’ gent like yourself, who 
wants to work his animal, not to wear it out, is worth forty pound, 
every penny of it— and cheap at the price ! 

J. P, Thanks ! And— ah— what is the figure ? 

C. G, Why— ah— eighteen— no, dash it !— sixteen to you, and say 
no more about it. 

[Inexperienced Person closes with the offer, hands notes to 
Clerical Gent [who, under pressure of business, hurries 
off), takes Bogey /row the grinning groom-lad, leads him — 
with difficulty — out into the street, searches vainly for the 
two horsey Men, who, like “ his Lordship, have utterly and 
finally disappeared, and finds himself left alone in a bye- 
thoroughfare with a horse, which he cannot get along 
anyhow, and which he is presently glad to part with to a 
knacker for thirty shillings. 



PUNCH, OE THE LONDON C HAEIVASI. 


[Disobmbbb 13, 1890. 





TRIUMPHS OF THE FUNNY MAN. 

Hired Waiter {liariding the liqueurs), ^^Pljbass, Sie, D02r*T make me Laugh — I shall Spill *em all!” 


2f,B,—The foregoing letter is the property of the Authoty and^ as 
WRITE AND WRONG. it is only intended for private circulation^ must not he printed. 

As so many private letters are sold at public sales nowadays, it -n SoUcit^ s addre^y Hly mu i. i 

has become necessary to consider the purport of every epistle perhaps the best plan will be, not to write at all. The tele- 

’ ’ ‘ speak, from a post-mortem point of view. If a ST^aph, at the end of the century, costs but a halfpeimy a word, 

resaes a confidential opinion m the fulness of his we seem to be within measurable distance of the universal adoption 
imate friend, or proposes an act of charity to a ^e telephone. Tinder these circumstances, it m 
•e, he may rest assured that, sooner or later, both warning: contained in that classical puzzle of our childhood, 

will be nublished to an nnavinnatbetin and antn- djttera scrtpta manet. 


cherished relative, he may rest assured that, sooner or later, both 
communications will be published to an unsympathetic and auto- 
graph-hunting world. Under these circumstances it may be well 
to answer the simplest communications in the most guarded manner 
possible. For instance, a reply to a tender of hospitality might run 
as follows : — 

Private and Confidential, Not negotiable, 

Mr. Dash Blank has much pleasure in accepting Mr. Blank 
Dash’s iDvitation to dinner on the 8th inst. 

N,B, — This letter is the property of the Writer, Not for publi- 
cation, All rights reserved. 

Or, if the writer feels that his letter, if it gets into the hands of the 
executors, will be sold, he must adopt another plan. It will be 
then his object to so mix up abuse of the possible vendors with ordi- 
nary matter, that they (the possible vendors) may shrink, after the 
death of the recipient, from making their own condemnation public, 
^e following may serve as a model for a communicAtion of 
character, ^e words printed in italics in the body of the letter 
are the antidotal abuse introduced to prevent a posthumous sale by 
possible executors. 

Private and Confidential, Not to he published. Signature a forgery, 

De^ Old M^, — I nearly completed my book. Your nephew y 
lOM Lesleigh, is an ass. My wife is slowly recovering from infiu- 
enza. Your Aunt, Jane Jenkins, wears a wig, Tommx, yon will be 
gmd t(^eain, has come out first of twenty in his new class at school. 
Your UhcUy Benjamin Geaham, is a twaddling old hore, I am 
tm nk ing of spending the^ Midsummer holidays with the boys and 
their mother at Broadstairs. Your Cousin^ Jack Juggeelt, is a 
sweep thcd doesrCt belong to a single respectable Club, Trusting that 
you will burn this letter, to prevent its sale after we are gone, 

I I remain, yours afEectionately, Bobbt. 


A QUESTION OF TASTE. 

Mr, Punch, Well, Madam, what can I do for you? 

Female (of Uncertain Age, gushingly), A very great favour, my 
dear Sir ; it is a matter of sanitation. 

Mr, P, (coldly), I am at your service, Madam, but I would 
remind you that I have no time to listen to frivolous complaints. 

Fern, I would ask you— do ^rou think that a building open to , 
the public should be crowded with double as many persons as it can 
conveniently hold ? 

Mr, P, Depends upon circumstances, Madam. It might possibly 
be excusable iu a Church, assuming that the means of egress were 
sufficient. Of what building do you wish to complain ? 

Fern, Of the Old Bailey— you know, the Central Criminal Court. , 

,Mr, P, Have you to object to the accommodation afforded you * 
in the Dock ? 

Fern, J was not in the Dock ! 

Mr, P, (dryly). That is the only place (when not in the Witness- ; 
Box) suitable for women at the Old Bailey. I cannot imagine that - 
would go to that unhappy spot of their own free will. 

Fern, (astonished), Not to see a Murder trial? Then you are 
evidently unaccustomed to ladies’ society. 

Mr, P, (severely), I do not meet ladies at the Old Bailey. 

Fern, (bridling up). Indeed ! But that is nothing to do with the 
matter of the overcrowding. Fancy, with our boasted civilisation 
— ^I was hoN stified ! 

-Mr . P. It is a pity, with our boasted civilisation, that you were 
not stified — quite / (Severely,) You oau go ! 

[The Female retires, with an expression worthy of her proper 
place — the Chamber of JECorrors ! 
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TAKING IT COOLLY. 

OU Gent (out /or a quiet ride wUh Gie Deuon amd Sornerset). « Oootottnd these haed-eidino 
Rascals, thev *ll be smashing mv Hat one of these bays 1 ** 


NONOGENARIAN NONSENSE. 

{Qompiled d la Mode^) 

®^T®^ been urged by my friends to write my autobiography, that at length 
r comply with their wishes. My memory, 

although I may pooasionally become slightly mixed, is still excellent, and 
haying been born in the first year of the present century I conseauently can 
remember both the Plague and Fire of London, The latter is memorable to 
me as having been the cause of my introduction to Sir Christopher Wren, 
an architect of some note, and an intimate friend of Sir Joshua Reynolds, 
and the late Mr. Turner. R.A. Sir Christopher had but one failing 
sober. To the day of his death he was under the impression 
that St Paulas was St, Peter’s I 

• j earliest recollections is the great physician Harvey, who, 

indeed, knew ine from my birth. Although an exceedingly able man, he 
was a confirmed glutton. He would at the most ceremonious of dinner- 
bi® way through the guests (treating ladies and gentlemen 
— discpurtesy) and plumping himself down in front of the 

the ffTAATi -PofT n would help himself to the entire contents of the tureen, plus 

be abandoned medicine to gi4e his 
I I have been told) ultimately invented a fish sauce I 

gnew Howard, the so-called philanthropist, very well. He was particularly fond of dress, 



^though extremely economical in his washing 
bm. It was his delight to visit the various 


* , - ■ ' - U.U V JUUk T¥ Of UVU." 

ing the tortures of the poor wretches therein 
incarcerated. He was fined and imprisonedfor 
ill-teating a cat, if my memory does not play 
me false. I have been told that he once stole a 
pockethandkerchief, but at this distance of 
time cannot remember where I heard the story. 
^ It IS one of my proudest recollections that, 
in early youth, 1 had the honour of being 
presented to her late most gracious Majesty, 
Queen Anne, of glorious memory. The 
drawing-room^ was held at Buckingham 
Palace, which in those days was situated on 
the site now occupied by Marlborough House. 
I accompanied my mother, who wore, I re- 
member,^ yellow brocade, and a wreath of red 
roses, without feathers. Round the throne 
were grouped — the Duke of Marlborough 
(who kept in the background becanse he 
had jnst been defeated at Fontenoy), Lord 
Palmerston, nick-named Cupid’’ by Mis- 
tress Hell G-wynne (a well-known Court 
beauty), Mr, Garricb:, and Signor Grimalbi, 
two Actors of repute, and Cardinal Wiseman, 
the Papal Hunoio. Her Majesty was most 
gracious to me, and introduced me to one of 
her predecessors, Queen Elizabeth, a reputed 
daughter of King Henry the Eighth. Both 
Ladies laughed heartily at my curls, which 
in those days were more plentiful than they 
are now. I was rather alarmed at their 
lurching forward as I passed them, hnt was 
reassured when the Earl of Rochester (the 
Lord Chamberlain) whispered in my ear that 
the Royal relatives had been lunching. As I 
left the presence, I noticed that both their 
Majesties were fast asleep. 

1 have jnst mentioned Lord Rochester, 
whose acquaintance I had the honour to 
possess. He was extremely austere, and very 
much disliked by the fair sex. On one oo- 
^sion it was my privilege to clean his shoes. 
He had but one failing — he habitually cheated 
at cards. I will now tell a few stories of the 
hke character about Bishop Wilbebforce, 
Thackeray, Mrs. Fry, Peabody, Walter 
Scott, and Father Matthew, 

[Ko you donH , my venerable twaddler !— E d.] 


THE LARGE CIGAR. 

You lie on the oaken mantle-shelf, 

A cigar of high degree, 

An old cigar, a large cigar, 

A cigar that was given to me. 

The house-fiies bite ^ sjj , 
you day by day— 

Bite you, and kick, 
and sigh — 

And I do not know 
what the insects yMji 

pSay, iMMli 

Butthey creep away ^ i 
and die. 

My friends they take 
you gently up, ^ - 
And lay you gently 
down ; 

They never saw a weed so big, 

Or quite so deadly brown. 

They, as a rule, smoke anything 
They pick np free of charge : 

But they leave you to rest while the bulbuls 
Through the night, my own, my large I 

The dust lies thick on your bloated form, 

And the year draws to its close. 

And the baccy-jar’s been emptied—hy 
Mv laundress, I suppose. 

Smokeless and hopeless, with reeling brain, 

I turn to the oaken sheK, 

And take you down, while my hot tears rain. 
And smoke you, you brute, myself. 



[sing 
bulbr 
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LORD’S IN DANGER. THE M. O. C. GO OUT TO MEET THE ENEMY. 

[“ Sir Edward Vatkin proposes to construct a Sailway passing through lord’s Cricket Ground.”] 



ESSENCE OE PAELIiMENT. 

EXTE4CTED EKOH THE DUET OF TOBY, M.P. 

Some of Commom, Monday, December 1.— Tithes BHl down for 
Second Readmg. Geand Totraro Gaedkee places Amendment on 
the paper, which secures for him op- 
portunity of making a speech. Having 
availed himself of thisj did not move 
his Amendment; openmg thus made 
for Stuart-Rendel, who had another 
Amendment on the paper. Would he 
move it P Only excitement of Debate (|K^|||™ 
settled round this point. Under good 
old Tory Government new things in 1 
Parliamentary procedure constantly 
achieved. Supposing half-a-dozen 
Members got together, drew up a num- 
her of Amendments, then ballot for 
precedence, they might arrange Debate 
without interposition of Speaker. First 
man gets off his speech, omits to move 
Amendment: second would come on, ^ 

and so on, on to the end of list. But # ^ 

Stuart - Rendbl moved Amendment, Jffi m 

and on this Debate turned. 

Not very lively affair, regarded as \ m ^ 

reflex of passionate protestation of M m 

angry little Wales. Osborne Ap Mor- / wijfM 

OAN made capital speech, but few re- ^ \ m a, 

mamed to listen. Welshmen at outset i ji \ m 

me^t to carry Debate over to next day ; / JS \ m 

couldn’t be done ; and by half-past \ 

eleven, Stuart-Rendbl’s Amendment /Fm \ 
negatived by rattling majority. M 

Fact is, gallant little Wales was 

swamped by irruptive Ireland. To- 

day, flrst meeting of actual Home Rule ^ , , ,, 

Parliament held, and everybody watch- Osborne Ap Morgan, 

mg its course. This historic meeting gathered in’ Committee-room 
JMo. 15; question purely one of Home Rule; decided, after some 


^liberation, that,^ in order to have proceedings in due dramatic form, 
tJmre should be incorporated with the meeting an eviction scene. 
Mter prolonged Debate, concluded that, to do the thing thoroughly, 
they should select Parnell as subject of eviction. 

‘‘No use,” Tim Healt said, “ in half-doing the thing. The eyes 
of the Universe are fixed upon us. Let us give them a show for 
their money.” I 

PAR^p, at first, demurred ; took exception on the ground that, 
as he had no fixed place of residence, he was not convenient subject 
for eviction ; objection over-ruled ; then Parnell insisted that, if 
he yielded on this point, he must preside over proceedings. Tim and 
the rest urged that it was- not usual, when a man’s conduct is 
under coi^ideratiou upon a grave charge, that he should take the 
Cham. Drawing Hpon the resources of personal observation, 
■ilr. XiNNER remarked that he did not remember any case in which 
the holder of a tenure, suffering process of eviction, bossed the 
concern, acting simultaneously, as it were, as the subject of the 
eviction process, and the resident Magistrate. 

Whilst conversation going on, Parnell had unobserved taken the 
Chair, and now ruled Dr. Tanner out of order. 

^ puse sat at Twelve o’Clock ; at One the Speaker (Mr. Parnell), 
Interrupting^ Sexton in passage of passionate eloquence, said he 
thought this would be convenient opportunity for going out to 
JUS chop. So he went off ; Debate interrupted for an hour ; resumed 
at One, and continued, with brief intervals for refreshment, np till 
close upon midnight. Proceedings conducted with closed doors, hut 
^ong the corridor, from time to time, rolled echoes which seemed to 
indicate that the first meeting of the Home-Rule Parliament was 
not lacking intanimation. * 

‘‘I thinx they are a little ’eated, Sir,” said the policeman on duty 
outside. Man and boy I ’ve been in charge of this beat for twenty 
years; usually a quiet spot; this sudden row rather trying for one 
getting up in years. Do you think, Sir, that, seeing it ’s an eviction, 
the Police can under the Act claim Compensation for Disturbance P ” 
Promised to put question on subject to Jokim. 

Lonyg dispute on point of order raised by Nolan. Tim Healt 
of dislodring Parnell, alluded to him as 
Sittog BuU.” Clamour fromPamellite seonon anxious for pre- 
servation of .^oenoy of debate. Speaker said, question most impor- 
tant. Irish Parliament in its infancy; above all things estential 
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they slioiild well consider precedents. Must reserve decision as to 
whether the phrase was Parliamentary; wonld suggest^ therefore, 
that House should adjourn five weeks. On this point Debate pro- 
ceeded up to midnight. . , j 

Business done» — In British Parliament Tithes Bill read a Second 
Time ; in Irish (which sat four hours longer), None. 

Tuesday,— QoTk Parliament still sitting upstairs in Committee 
Boom No. 15, debating question of adjournment. We hear them 





Caleb Balder (Grlad) stone finding all that was left of the lost Leader, P-m-U. 

occasionally through open doors and down long corridor. Once a 
tremendous yeU shook building. 

“ What ’s that I asked Dick Power, who happened to be taking 

glass of sherry-wine at Bar in Lobby. 

“ That,” said Bichard, “ is the Irish wolves crying for the blood 
of Parnell,” and Dick, tossing down his sherry- wine, as if he had 
a personal quarrel with it, hurried back to the shambles. 

^uite a changed man I No longer the dihonnaire Dick, whose light 
heart and high spirits made him a favourite everywhere. Politics 
have suddenly become a serious thing, and Dick Power is saddened 
with them. 

“ I take bitters with my sherry-wine now,” Dick mentioned just 
now in sort of apologetic way at having been discovered, as it were, 
feasting in the house of mourning. “ At the present sad juncture, 
to drick sherry-wine with all its untamed richness might, I feel, 
smack of callousness. Therefore I tell the man to dash it with 
bitters, which, whilst it has a penitential sound, adds a not untooth- 
some fiavouT in anticipation of dinner.” 

Even with this small comfort ten years added to his age ; grey 
; hairs gleam among his hyacinthine locks; his back is bent; his 
, shoes are clogged with lead. A sad sight; makes one wish the 

1 ^ pitiful business was over, and Bichard 

himself again. 

All the best of the Irish Members, 
whether Cavaliers or Cromwellians, are 
depressed in same^ way.^ Came upon 
! SwiET MacNeill in retired recess in 

Library this afternoon ; standing up with 
right hand in trouser -pocket, and left 
' extended (his favourite oratorical 

i attitude in happier times) smiling in 

really violent fashion, 

’ ' “tHiat are you playing at?” I asked 

‘ him, noticing with curiosity that whilst 

i his^ mouth was, so tol speak, wreathed in 

’ smiles, a tear dewed the fringe of his 

* closed eyelids. 

“Ah, Toby, is that you?” he said, 
“ I didn’t see you .coming. The fact is 
1 myself to have me 

“Well, you’re making the most of 
it,” I said, wishing to encourage him. 


"Weighed down with Thought. 


^ generally do, and as this is me last, Infancy-School.” 

Bm ^ stinting measurement. They ’re 

sad times we’ve fallen on. ^ Just when Death in the Field.*— If things go on as they have been goin 
seemed rictory was within our grasp lately, the s^tisticians who compile 5ie “Public Health” average 
it IS snat^ed away, and we are, as one will have to include, as one important item in their “ Death Bates, 
The Last Smile may saVj flung on the dunghill amid the the ravages of that annual epidemic populariy known as— Football 

, . ^ " . wreck of our country’s hopes and aspira- 

^ ^ Me country’s ruined, ‘‘Justice eor Ireland ! ’’—The contest on the Chairmanship < 

^ the IrishParliamentary Party may he summed np:-PARNELL-Ju 
With that he shut up his jaws wit h a ^p, and strode off. , I ’m out, McCarthy Just in. 

NOTICE.— Eejeeted Co^ or Contributions, whether MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, wUl 

Sere accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 


sorry he should take the matter to heart so seriously. We shall 
miss that smUe. 

Business done, — Irish Land Bill in British Parliament. Cork 
Parliament still sitting. 

Thursday,— Cork Parliament still sitting ; Parnell predominant ; 
issues getting a little mixed ; understood that Session summoned to 
decide whether, in view of certain proceedings before Mr. Justice 
Butt, Parnell should he permitted to retain Leadership, Every- 
thing been discussed hut that. Things got so muddled up, that 
O’Keeee, walking about, bowed with anxious thought, not quite 
certain whether it is Tim Healy, 

Sexton, or Justin McCarthy, who 
was involved in recent Divorce 
suit. Certainly, it couldn’t have 
been Parnell, who to-day sug- 
gests that the opportunity is fitting 

for putting Mr. &. in a tight place. i 

“ You go to him,” says Parnell, ' 

“and demand certain pledges on 
Home Buie scheme. If he does 
not consent, he will be in a hole ; 
threatened with loss of Irish Yote. 

Yon will be in a dilemma, as you 
cannot then side with him against 
me, the real friend of Ireland; 
wmlst I shall be confirmed in my 
position as the only possible Leader 
of the Party. If, on the contrary, 
this unrivalled sophist is drawn 
into anything like a declaration 
that will satisfy you in the face of 
the Irish People, he will be hope- 
lessly embarrassed with his English 
friends; I shall have paid off an 
old score, and can afford to retire 

from the Leadership, certain that ^ 

in a few months the Irish People • 

win clamour for the return of the ^ 

man who showed ttat, if only he -Weighed down with Thought, 
could serve them, he was ready to * ® 

sacrifice his personal position and advanta§res. Don’t, Gentlemen, 
let us, at a crisis like this, descend to topics of mere personality. 
In spite of what has passed at this table, I should like to shield 
my honourable friends, Mr. Timothy Healy, Mr. Sexton, and that 
heau idial of an Irish Member, Mr. Justin McCarthy, from refer- 
ences, of a kind peculiarly painful to them, to certain proceedings in 
a court of law with respect to which I will, before I sit down, say 
this, that, if all the facts were known, they would be held abso- 
lutely free from imputation of irregularity.” 

General cheering greeted this speech. Members shook hands all 
round, and nominated Committee to go off and make things hot for 
Mr. G. Business done, — In British House Prince Arthur ex- 
pounded Scheme for Belief of Irish Distress, 

Friday,— A. dark shadow falls on House to-day. Mrs. Peel died 
this morning, and our Speaker sits by a lonely hearth. Old 
Morality, in his very best style, speaking with the simple language 
of a kind heart, voices the prevalent feeling. Mr. G., always at his 
best on these occasions, adds some words, though, as he finely says, 
any expression of sympathy is hut inadequate medicine for so severe 
a hurt. Members reverently uncover whilst these brief speeches 
are made. That is a movement shown only when a Boyal 
Message is read; and here is mention of a Message from the 
greatest and final King. Mrs. Peel, though the wife of the First 
Commoner in the land, was not une grande dame. She was a kindly, 
homely lady, of unaffected manner, with keen S3nnpathies for all 
that was bright and good. Every Member feels that something is 
lost to the House of Commons now that she lies still in her chamber 
at Speaker’s Court. 

The Drama on Crutches.— A Mr. Green has suggestedj accord- 
ing to some Friday notes in the D, Y., a scheme for subsidising a 
theatre and founding a Dramatic School, The latter, apparently, is 
not to aid the healthy hut the decrepit drama, as it is intended ‘‘ to 
afford succour to old or disabled actors and actresses.” Why then 
call it a “ Dramatic School ? ” Better style it, a “ Dramatic-Seeond- 
Infanoy-Sohool.” 

Death in the Field. — I f things go on as they have been going 
lately, the s^tisticians who compile the “Public Health” averages 
will have to iuclude, as one important item in their “ Death Bates,” 
the ravages of that annual epidemic populariy known as— Football 1 

“ Justice por Ireland ! ’’—The contest on the Chairmanship of 
the IrishParliamentary Party may he fixunmed up Parnell— Jxist 
out, McCarthy Just in.. 
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VOCES POPULI. 

THE KIDIHG-CLASS. 

Scene — Hzdthff-sckool, on a raw chilly afternoon. The gas ti 
lighted^ hut does not lend much cheerfulness to the interior^ whicl 
is bare and bleak, and pervaded by a bluish haze. Members oj 
the Class discovered standing about on the tan^ waiting for theit 
horses to be brought in. At the further end is an alcove,, with 
small balcony^ in which Mrs.BiLB0W-K4T, the Mother of one oJ 
the JEquestrians, is seated with a young female Friend, 

Mrs, Bilbow-Kay, Oh. Hobeet used to ride very nicely indee<3 
when he was a boy ; but he has been out of practice lately, and so, as 
the Doctor ordered him horse-exercise, I thought it would be wiser 

for him to take a few lessons. 
^ excellent change 

sedentary 

Friend, But isn’t 

s ^ r riding a sedentary pursuit, 

' ^ B.-'K. Eobeet says 

doesn’t find it so. 

Q Hiding Master. 

Master {saluting 
cane ) , E venin’ , G entle- 
men — ^your ’orses ^1 be in 
. . ni«sa-c directly ; ’ope we shall see 

some ridin^ this time. ( Clatter without ; enter Stablemen with horses,) 
Let me see- Mr. Bilbow-Kat, Sir, you ’d better ride the Shar : he 
ain’t been out all day, so he ’ll want some ’andlinar. (Mr. B.-K , with 
a sickly smile,, accepts a tall and lively horse,) Ho, Mr. Tongs, that 
ain’t your ’orse to-day — you ’ve got beyond ’w, Sir. We’ll put you 
up on Lady Loo ; she ’s a bit rough tiU you get on terms with her, but 
you’ll be all right on her after a bit. Yes, Mr. Joggles, Sir, you 
XsikQ Kangaroo^ please. Mr. Bumpas, I ’ve ’ad the Artful Dodger 
J'ttt for you ; and mind he don’t get rid of you so easy as he did 
Mr. Geippee last time. Got a nice ’orse for yow, Mr. ’Aeet 
Sniggbes, Sir — Frar Diavolo, You mustn’t take no notice of his 
bucking a bit at starting— he ’ll soon leave it off. 

Mr, Sniggers {who conceals his qualms under a forced facetious^ 
ness). Soon leave me off, you mean ! 

a, M, {after distributing the remaining horses), How then— bring 
your ’orses up into line, and stand by, ready to mount at the word of 
command, reins taken up in the left ’and with the second and little 
fingers, and a lock of the ’orse’s mane twisted round the first. 
Mount! That ’orse ain’t a bicycle, Mr. Sniggers. [Mr. 8, {in an 
undertone,) Ho— worse luck !] Humber off ! Walk I I shall give 
the word to trot directly, so now ’s the time to improve your seats — 
ijhat back a bit straighter, Mr. ’Oopee. Ho. 4, just fall out, and 
we 11 let them stirrup-leathers down another ’ole or two foryer. 
{No, 4:, who has just been congratulating himself that his stirrups 
were conveniently high, has to see them let down to a distance where 
he can just touch them by stretching,) How you ’re all comfortable. 
:“Oh, «rewe?”/romiy:r. S,’\ Trot! Mr. Tongs, Sir, ’old that 
orse in— he’s ^ gettin’ away with you already. Very bad, 
Mr. Joggles, Sir — keep those ’eels down! Lost your stirrup, 
Mr. Jelly P Hever mind that— /ceZ for it, Sir, I want you to be 
independent of the irons. I’m going to make you ride without 
^m presently. (Mr. Jelly shivers in his saddle,) Captin’ Oeoppee, 
Sir ; if that Volunteer ridgment as you ’re goin’ to be the Major of 
sees you like vou are now, on a field-day— they ’ll ’ave to fall out to 
larf Sir! (Mr. Ceoppee devoutly wishes he had been less in- 
genuous as to his motive for practising his ridingS How, Mr. 
Sniggers, make that ’orse learn ’oo ’s the master ! [Mr. S. “ He 
knows, the brute T] 

F -K, He ’s very rude to all the Class, except dear Robert— 
but then Robert has such a nice easy seat. 

The R, M, Mr. Bilbow-Kay, Sir, try and set a bit closer. Why, 
you ain^ no more ’old on that saddle than a stamp with the gum 
licked off I Can-ter! Fow’re all right, Mr. Joggles- it’s on’y his 
play ; set down on your saddle, Sir ! . , . I didn’t say on the ground I . 

Mrs, B,-K, {anxiously to her Son, as he passes). Bob, are you 
quite sure you’re safe? {To Friend,) His horse is snorting so 
dreadfully ! 

R, M, ’Alt ! Every Gentleman take his feet out of the stirrups, 
and cross them on the saddle in front of him. Hot your feet, Mr. 
Sniggers, we ain’t Turks ’ere ! < 

voce), There’s one bloomin’ Turk ’ere, anyway! ” 
v — ^Walk ! . . . Trot ! Set back. Gentlemen, set i 

back al^-’old on by your knees, not the pommels. ^ I see you, Mr. ! 
Jelly, kitchin’ ’old o’ the mane — I shall ’ave to give you a ’ogged i 
orse next time you come. Q-uieken up a bit — ^this is a ride, not a 
luneraJ. Why, I could roll faster than you’re trotting! Lor, ( 
you re like a row o’ Guy Foxes on ’orseback, you are I Ah, 1 
thought I’d see one o’ you orf! Goa-ron, all o’ you, you don’t 

come ’ere to play at ridin’ — I ’ll make you ride afore I ’ve done with 
you I ’inio, Mr. Joggles, nearly gone that time, Sir ! There, that ’ll 
do— or we ’ll ’ave all your saddles to let unfurnished. Wa— alk ! 
Mr. Bilbow-Kay, when your ’orse changes his pace sudden, it 
don’t look well for you to be found settin’ ’aif way up his neck, and 
p it gives him a bad opinion of yer. Sir. Uncross sterrups ! Trot on ! 
It ain’t no mortal use your clucking to that mare, Mr. Tongs, Sir, 
because she don’t understand the langwidge — tonch her with your 
p ’eel in the ribs. ^ Mr. Sniggers, that ’orse is doin’ jest what he likes 
with you. ’It ’im, Sir ; he ’s no friends and few relations I 

Mr, 8, {with spirit), I ain’t going to ’it ’im. If you want him 
’it, get np and do it yourself ! 

R, M,^ When I say “ Circle Right ” — odd numbers ’ll wheel round 
and fall in be’iud even ones. Circle Right ! , , , Well, if ever I — ^I 
didn’t tell yer to fall ojfbe’ind. Ketch your ’orses and stick to ’em 
next time. Right lu-cUne / 0* course, Mr. J oggles, if you prefer 
tekin’ that animal for a little ride all by himself, we ’ll let you out 
in the streets— otherwise p’raps you’ll kindly follow yer leader. 
Captin Cropper, Sir, if you let that curb out a bit more, Reindeer 
wouldn’t be ’arf so narsty with yer . . . Ah, now you ^ave done it. 
You want your reins painted different colours and labelled. Sir, you 
do. ’Alt, the rest you. . . How, seein’ you’re shook down in 
your saddles a bit — [“S'A ooAj np’« more like itP^ from Mr. S.l— 
we’ll ’ave the ’urdles in and show you a bit o’ Donny brook ! {The 
Class ^ endeavours to assume an air of delighted anticipation at this 
pleasing prospect,) {To Assistaut R.M., who has entered and said 
something in an undertone.) Eh, Captin ’Edstall here, acd wants 
to try the grey cob over ’urdles ? Ask him if he ’ll come in now — 
we’re just going to do some jumping. 

Assist, R. M, This lot don’t look much like going over ’urdles — 
’cept in front o’ the ’orse, but I’ll tell the Captin. 

[The hurdles are brought in and propped up, Fnter a well- 
turned-out Stranger^ on a grey cob, 

Mr, Sniggers {to him). You ain’t lost nothing by coming late, I 
can tell yer. We ’ve bin having a gay old time in ’ere — ^made ns ride 
without sterrups, he did ! 

Capt, Headstall, Haw, really P Didn’t get grassed, did you ? 

Mr, 8, Well, me and my ’orse separated by mutual consent. I 
ain’t what yon call a fancy ’orseman. We ’ve got to go at that 
’urdle in a minute. How do you like the ideer, eh ? It ’s no good 
funking it— it ’s got to be done I 

R, M, How, Captin— not you^ Captin Cropper— C aptin ’Edstall, 
Jmean, will you show them the way over, please ? 

[Captain H. rides at it j the cob jumps too shorty and knocks the 
hurdle down-- to his rider'' s intense disgust, 

Mr, 8, I say, Guv’nor, that was a near thing. I wonder you 
weren’t off. 

Capt, R, I— ah — don’t often come off. 

Mr, 8, You won’t say that when you’ve been ’ere a few times. 
You see, they ’ve put you on a quiet animal this journey. I shall 
try to get him myself next time. He be’aves like a gentleman, 
he does ! 

Capt, H, You won’t mount him, if you take my advice— he has 
rather a delicate mouth. 

Mr, 8, Oh, I don’t mind that— I should ride him on the curb, o’ 
course. [ The Class ride at the hurdle, one by one, 

R, M, How, Mr. Sniggers, give ’im more of ’is ’ed than that. 
Sir— or he’ll take it. . . Oh, Lor, well, it’s soft falling luckily! 

Mr. Joggles, Sir, keep him back till you’re in a line with it . . , 
Better, Sir; you cr^me down true on your saddle af^e^ward8, any- 
way I . . . Mr. Parabole ! . . . Ah, would you ? Told vou he was 
tricky, Sir ! Try him at it again . . . How — over ! . . . Yes, and it 

M over, and no mistake ! 

MV 5. B,-R, Now it’s Robert’s turn. I’m afraid he’s been 
overtiring himself, be looks bo pale. Bob you won’t let him jump 

too hieh, will you ? Oh, I daren’t look, TeR me, my love,— is 

he safe ? 

Her Friend, Perfectly- they ’re just brnshing him down, 
Aetrrwabds, 

Mrs, B.-K, {to her Son), Oh, Bob, you must never think of 
jumping again— it is such a dangerous amusement ! 

Robert {who has been cursing the hour in which he informed Ms 
oarmf o^the exact whereabouts of the school). It’s all right with a 
norse that knows huw to jump. Mine didn’t. 

The Friend, I thought you seemed to jump a good deal higher than 
the horse did. Thev ought to be trained to keep close under you, 
oughtn’t they P [Robert wonders if she is as guileless as she looks, 
Capt, Cropper {to the R. M.) Oh, takes about eight months, with 
a lesson every d^, to make a man efficient in the Cavalry, does it P 

But, look here— I suppose four more lessons will put me all right, 

BhP I ’ve had eiqht,^ y’know. 

R, M, Well, Sir, if you arsh me,^ I dunno as another arf dozen ’ll 
io you any ’arm— but, b’course, that ’s just as you feel about it, 

[Captain Cropper endeavours to extract encouragement from this 
Delphic response, j 
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TIT-WILLOW. 

(A New Version^) 

[** Last year I fed the tomtits with a coooanut, suspended on 
a stick outside my window, and they came greedUy. This 
year I forgot all about it, but, hearing a clamour in a fuchsia- 
bush outside my study window ... I found myself besieged by 
an army of tomtits ... Was it memory, or association of ideas, 
or both ? **Sev. F. Q. Montague Fowell^ in the “ Spectator, 

On a bush in a garden a little Tomtit 
Sang “Willow, Tit- willow. Tit-willow I” 

And I said to him, “ Dicky-bird, why do you sit 
Singing ‘ Willow, Tit-willow, Tit-willow’ ? ” 

“ I ’veTiad nothing to eat for three days,” he replied, 
Tho'^gh in searching for berries I ’ve gone far and 
wide, 

And I feel a pain here in my little inside, 

0 Willow, Tit- willow. Tit-willow 1 ” 

IS’w his poor little cheeks had grown haggard and thin, 

0 Willow, Tit-willow, Tit-willow I 
And his self was a shadow of what it had been, 

0 Willow, Tit-willow, Tit-willow ! 

By the kind Mr. Powell last year was I fed 
With a cocoanut stuck on a stick,” so he said, 

* And without this again I shall shortly be dead, 

0 Willow, Tit- willow, Tit- willow I ” 

So he ^hered an army who twittered all day 
“ 0 Willow, Tit-willow, Tit- willow I ” 

But a cocoanut soon made them all cease to say 
“ 0 WiUow, Tit-willow, Tit-wiUow I ” 

And the truth of my story you must not assail, 

For the dear old Spectator has published the tale. 

Though those who will read it can scarcely well fail 
To say “Willow, Tit- willow. Tit- willow I ” 

* ‘ ThbPassing of Aethub.” — Alt&tlvanhoey Sir Aethue 
Sullivan’s new Opera, has appeared at Mr. D’Otly 
Caete’s new theatre, the Knightly and Daily composer 
will rest his musical brain for a year, and will jplaoe his 
Savoy throne at the disposal of Prince Edwaed ^lomon, 
toect descendant of the wisest monarch ever known save 
for one amiable weakness. The successor to King Aethue 
has plenty of “ Savoy Paire,” and a good choice has been 
made. The Carte will^ now be drawn along merrily 
enough, and, no doubt, it will be a brilliant time when 
Sol, m all his glory, comes out and shines at the Savoy, p 



TRUE FEMININE 


^ lAzzie . “Yes, I thought it would be only decent, as the took Weetoh 

IN^EW Ieish Political Paett Kamb.— For the fol- is sure to be found Guilty.” 
lowe^of Mr. Paenell, the best name in future would Mmly, “Ah! Where I was Dining last night, it was even betting 
be The jrG«a:-Par-nellites.” which way the Verdict would go, so I only put on Pale Mourning 1” 


A PORTIA A LA RUSSE. 

[“ I repeat that a great military Power, having 
at her di^osal an army of two millions of well- 
oisciphnea and drilled soldiers, whom no European 
country dares to attack single-handed, can face 
calmly, and even good-humouredly, both the wild 
attacks of unscrupulous publicists, and mistaken 
protests of philanthropic meetings, though these 
be as imposing and brilliant as the Lord Mayor’s 
itself .^’ — Madame Nooikoff^s Letter to the 
Times, on “ The Jews in Lussia.’^] 

Tsm quality of mercy is o’erstrained, 

It droppeth twaddle-like from Lord Mayor’s 


TT 

Upon a Eussian ear: strength is twice 
scornfm, ^ 

Scornful of him it smites, and him who prates 
yj smitten : force becomes 

Ane twoned monarch better than chopped 
logic; 

I™. wgtiment ’s—two millions of armed men, 
Which strike with awe and with timidity 
S X philanthropy that pecks at kings. 

But Mercy is beneath the Sceptre’s care, 

^ IS a bugbear to the hearts of Czars. 

I A oroe is the attribute of the “ God of Battles ” ; 
And earthly power does then show likest 
heaven’s 

When Justice mocks at Mercy. Therefore, 
Jew, 


Though mercy he thy prayer, consider this. 
That m the course of mercy few of us, 
Muscovite Czars, or she-diplomatists. 

Should hold our places ‘as imperious Slavs 
Against humanitarian Englishmen, 

And Jews gregarious. These do pray for 
Mercy, [render 

Whose ancient Books instruct us all to 
Eye for eye justice ! Most impertineut ! 
Romanist Marquis, Presbyterian Duke, 

And Anglican Archbishop, mustered up 
With Tabernaoular Tubthumpef, gowned 
Taffy, 

And broad-burred Boanerges from the Kortb, 
Mingled with Pantheist bards. Agnostic Peers, 
And lawyers latitudinarian, — 

A Lord Mayor’s Show of Paul Pry pageantry. 
All to play Mentor to the Muscovite ! 

Master of many millions I Oh, most monstrous I 
Axe we Turk dogs that they should do this 
thing? 

In name of Mercy I ! ! 

I have writ so much, 
As Adlee says, with “dainty keen-edged 
^ dagger,” 

To mitigate humanity’s indignation. 

With airy epigra^ and show old friends, 
Gladstone, and Westminsteb, Maccoll and 
Stead, 

That Olga hToviKOFF is still O.K. 

A Portia — « la Russe ! Have I not proved it ? 


DIAMONDS ARE TRUMPS ! 

[The ladies, who are learning Whist inNew York, 
do not, says the Daily News, worry much about the 
rules, but rather use the old-fashioned game as an 
opportunity for exhibiting their diamond rings, &c,] 

I PLAYED the other day at Whist, 

My partner was a comely maiden, 

Her eyes so bine, her pretty wrist 
With bracelets and with bangles laden, 

She wore about ten thousand pouuds. 

Each finger had its priceless jewel, 

She was, in fact, ablaze— but zounds I 

I Her play, indeed, was “ something cruel.” 

I I called for trumps, and called in vain, 

At intervals I dared to mention 

How much her conduct caused me pain, 

Yet paid she not the least attention. 

I very nearly tore my hair, 

I begged of her to play discreetly. 

But no — the tricks I planned with care 
Without exception failed completely. 

Jewels, I have no doubt, are grand. 

But even they are sometimes cloying. 

I found at length her splendid hand 
(Of shapely fingers) most annoying. 

When next I ’m playing, I confess 
I ’d like a girl (and may I get her 1} 

Who shows her hands a little less, 

And plays her cards a little better. 
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A LAY OF LONDON. 

Oh, Londott is a pleasant place to live the whole year through, 

I love it ’neath Noveitiber^s paU, or Sammer’s rarest blue, 

When leafy planes to city courts still tell the tale of June, I 

Or when the nomely fog brings out the lamplighter at noon. 

I thought to go away this year, and yet in town I am. 

I have not been to Hampstead Heath, much less to Amsterdam ; 

And now December’s here again I do not feel the loss, ^ 

Though all the summer I Ve not been four miles from Channg Cross# i 

’Twas pleasant in the office 
when we’d gather in a 
hunch, 

A social, dreamy sort of 
day, with lots of time for i 
lunch. j 

How commerce flagged Sep- | 
temher through, at 90, j 
Pinching Lane, 1 

Till bronzed and blufl the 
chief returned, and trade 
reyived again. 

Why talk of Andalusia’s 
hulls, of Roeky-Mountain 
hears, 

Of Tyrolean alpenstocks— 
though not of Alpen 
shares ; 

Of seaside haunts where 
fashion driyea with ooro- 
netted panels, 

Or briny nooks, when all 
you need is pipes, and 
books, and flannels. 

Of orange-groves, and cloister’d courts, of fountains, and of pines, 
Black shadows at whose edge the sun intolerably shines, 

Of tumbled mountain heights, like waves on some Titanic sea, 

Caught by an age of ice at once, and fix’d eternally. 

Of quiet river-villages, which woods and waters frame, 

Lull’d in the lap of loveliness to the music of their name ; 

Of fallow-fields, of sheltered farms, of moorland and of mere : 

Let others roam— I stay at home, and :^d their beauties here. 

Hot when the sun on London town incongruously smiles, 

On the news-boys, and the traffic, and the advertisers’ wiles ; 

But when the solar orb has ceased to mark the flight of time, 

And three yards ofi is nothingness —indefinite, sublime, — 

Then in the City’s .teeming streets each soul can get its share. 

Its concentrated essence of the high romance of air, 

Whose cloudy symbols Keats beheld, and yearn’d to jot them down. 
But anybody nowadays can swallow them in town. 

There are, who, fain to dry the tear, and soothe the choking throat, 
Would burn those tokens of the hearth that fondly o’er us float ; 
They cannot trace amid the gloom each dainty spire and whorl, 

But smoke, to the true poet’s eye, is never out of curl. 

The sardine in his oily den, his little house of tin, 

Headless and heedless there he lies, no move of tail or fin. 

Yet full as beauteous, I ween, that press’d and prison’d fish, 

As when in sunny seas he swam unbroken to the dish. 

A unit in the vasty world of waters far away, 

We could nor taste his toothsome form, nor watch his merry play, 
But, prison’d thus, to fancy’s eye, he brings his native seas, 

The olive-groves of Southern Prance— perchance the Pyrenees. 

The brown sails of the fishing-boats, the lithe sea-season’d crew. 

The spray that shakes the sunlight off beneath the breezy blue, 

The netted horde that shames the light with their refulgent sheen — 
Such charm the gods who dwell on high have given the chill sardine. 

So when we find long leagues cf smoke compacted in the air, 

’Tis not the philosophic part to murmur or to swear, 

But patiently unravelling, the threads will soon appear. 

In cottage hearths, and burning weeds, and misty woodland sere. 

The day is fading, all the West with sunset’s glow is bright, 

And island clouds of crimson float in depths of emerald light, 

Like circles on a rippled lake the tints spread up the sky, 

Till, nungling with the purple shade, they touch night’s shore, 
and die. 

Down where the heeoh-rtrees, nearly bare, spread o’er the red-leaf ’d 
hill, 

Where yet late-lingerers patter down, altho’ the wind is still, - 
^e wttage smoke dimhs thinly up, and shades the hlaok-holed trees, 
And hangs upon the misty air as blue as summer seas. 


’Tis this, in other guise, that wraps the town in sombre pall. 

While like two endless funerals the lines of traffic crawl, 

from the abysmal vagueness^ where flows the turbid stream 
Like madden’d nightmares neighing, the steamers hoarsely scream. 

The Arab yearns.for deserts free, the mariner for grog, 

The hielan’ laddie treads the heath, the croppy toots the hog ; 

The Switzer boasts his avalanche, Ihe Eskimo his dog, 

But only London in the world, can show a London fog. 


A WONDEETUL SHILLINGSWORTH. 

My Deas Ma. Punch,— Fresh from the country (which has been 
my perpetual residence for the last twenty years), I came todjondon, 
a few days ago, to visit an establishment which seemed to me to 
represent that delight of my childhood, the Polytechnic Institution, 
in the time of Professor Peppee’s Ghost, and glass-blowing by 
machinery. I need scarcely say that the Royal Aquarium was the 
attraction, where a shilling entrance fee I imagined would procure 
for me almost endless enjoyment. 

1 had seen the appetising programme— how the doors were opened 
at 10 A.M., to close a good thirteen hours later— after a round of 
novelties full of interest to a provincial sight-seer, to say nothing 
of a Londoner. I entered and found the Variety Entertainment was 
“on.” I was about to walk into an enclosure, and seat myself in 
a first-rate position for witnessing the gambols of some talented 
wolves, when I was informed that I could not do this without 
extra payment. Unwflling to “bang” an extra sixpence (two 
had already been expended) I tried to find a gratuitous coign of 
vantage, but (I am sorry to add) .unsuccessfully. But I was not 
to be disheartened. Could I not see “Kennedy, King Laughter- 
Maker of the World,” or “a Grand Billiard Match,” or (more interest- 
ing still) “ the Performing Fleas ” ? Yes, indeed I could, but only by 
expending a shilling on the Mesmerist, a like sum for the Billiard 
Match, and sixpence on the carefully-trained hoppers. Seeing that 
“ the Wonderful and Beautiful Mystic Mueiel ” was in the building, 
I attempted to interview her, but was stopped at the door by a demand 
for the fifth of half-a-crown. A like sum stood as a harrier between me 
and an entertainment that I was told was “ described by Mr. Ridee 
Haqo-aed in his well-known romance, called Passing by a small 

bower-like canvas erection, I was attracted by the declaration of its 
custodian that it was “the most wonderful sight in the woxld^’ a 
statement be made, he said, “without fear of contradiction.” But 
“Eve’s Garden” (as the small hower-like canvas erection was called) 
was inaccessible to those who did not expend the grudgingly-produced 
but necessary sixpence. Foiled in this direction, I fain would have 
visited the celebrated Beckwith Family performances, hut was pre- 
vented by finding that a shilling was the only passport to admission, 
unless I happened to be a child, when the modified dharge of sixpence 
would be deemed sufficient. There was, howeveri one entertainment 
almost free (only a penny was charged), an automatic sight-tester, 
which pleased me greatly. By putting a copper in the slot, pressing 
a pedal, and turning a handle, 1 learned that anyone could oisoover, 
literally at a glance, the condition of his eyes. Had I not made up 
my mind to disburse nothing further than the hare shilling 1 had 
already expended, I should certainly have ascertained if the time 
had arrived for my regretful assumption of a pinch-nose or a pair 
of spectacles. 

I was now losing heart, whem to my great joy, I came npon “ the 
I White Kangaroo, the Laughing Jackasses, &c.,” all of which were to be 
seen “free gratis and for nothing.” It is right, however, that I should 
add that I found some difficulty in distinguishing “ the White Kan- 
garoo” from “ the Laughing Jackasses,” and both from “ &o.” I now 
made for Mile. Paula’s Crocodiles, but here, again, alas I I was 
! doomed to disappointment. As I approached the Reptile- House, in 
I which the fair dame was disporting herself (no doubt) amongst 
“ Indian Pythons and Boa Constrictors,” I was warned off by the 
legend, “ Admission, Sixpence.” It was then I remembered that, 
after all, I was in an Aquarium, and, consequently, had no right to 
expect anything but fish. So I approached the tanks, and, to my 
great delight, found in one of them some floating bodies, that I am 
almost sure must have been herrings. Having thus gratified my 
curiosity for the strange and the curious, I returned, weu satisfied, to 
the country, where I purpose remaining a further term of next twenty 
years. In the meanwhile, believe me, Dear Jfr. Punchy 

Yours sincerely, One Easily Pleased. 

Something veey Big.— “ The principal role [FaUtaff)^ in Ybbdi’s 
new comic Opera is ^amplified and enlarged,” writes a special Corre- 
spondent to The Standard^ “from the Fahtaff of the other plays 
(besides the Merry Wives) in which he takes a part.” “ Takes a 
parti” Good Heavens! “ amplified and enlarged” will 

be something more than a part. It wiR be that mathematioal impos- 
isibfiity, “ a part greater than the whole.” Surely, witih such a rSle 
in it, this can’t be a light Opera. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

Golden Bells^ rung by Dean and Son,— quite appropriately eccle- 
siastical this,— and edited by Mrs. Elizadbxh Dat, will ring forth 
peals of delight in the nnrsery, it being 
the Christmas number of The Little One^s 
Paper, 

Christmas Annuai, by 

ir^ ^altee Besant, bears the cheerful and 

seasonable title of “ The DemoniacP 

Nightcaps is some- 
ill # what in the style of Three Men in a Boat^ 
I'Kl only there are “ Four men in a Yacht.’^ 

^ '' WA Magazines have their special 

^ ^ ^ iiTiDdbers of these. The English Illustrated \ 

Harper' Sy The Century^ are got up with the 
most charming illustrations. 

The Gentlewoman has her first Christmas Number, and, — so like 
her I — a coloured satin picture ! The Pictorial World has two good 
pictures for framing. 

The Baron liketh much the latest contribution to the Kosslyn 
Series, edited by Earl Hodgson, who is of the Peerage of Par- 
nassus, as you won’t find this Earl in Brett's Peerage, The Baron 
congratulates the Earl, and has also sent an order for a pound 
of laurels wherewith to decorate the brow of Walter Heebies 
Pollock. Among the many gems of his songs let me select “A Con- 
tinuation” — there would have been “a pair of continuations,” 
could he have rivalled himself ; then Lalage^^ and “ The 
Chansonnette^'* which, with Rizzio to Marie Stuart^^ ought to 
be set to music by a gifted composer. There are also some 
delightful verses to “ Old Court Trinity which will delight all 
Trinitarians of Cambridge— “ cwm muUis a/iw”— to quote the 
ancient Roman singer, so, as a short way with our Poet Pollock, 
the classic Baron, remembering how the ancients swore “ By Pollux I ” 
adauts the ejaculation, and says, “ Buy Pollock’s— book.” 

All Meredithians must possess George Meredith^ Some Charac- 
teristics^ hy Richard Le GalUenne, The book is a complete and 
excellent guide to the novelist and the novels, a sort of Meredithian 
Bradshaw^ with pictures of the trajfic superintendent, and of the 
head office at Boxhill. Even Philistines may be won over by the 
blandishments of Mr. Le Gallibnne, from whom I learn, by the 
way, that George Meredith is “ the Harvey of the Ego,” and that 
he IS not Adrian Harley. I hear, also, that “ daily, from one quarter 
or another, come critical cufi^ and kick, to impress upon a numb 
public the latest example of its immemorial purblindness.” And the 
Baron adds this cufflet to the rest. Mr. John Lane has added 
a Bibliography, which is a model of minute industry. So here ’s to 
the book of Richard and John. 

Among the Arts for obvious reasons not known to Ancient Greece 
is The Art of Coohing hy Gas, In a little book under this title, 
published by Cassell, Mrs. Sugg has undertaken to disclose its 
mysteries, and set forth its attractions. No one could be better 
qualified for the task, since Mrs. Sugg is the wife of William Sugg 
of Charing Cross, who has thrown more light on -Modern London 
than Camden did .on its ancient ways. Cooking by gas, Mrs. Sugg 
shows, is cleaner, cheaper, more convenient, and more artistic than 
the older style. So widely is the practice now established, that 
I gas-cooking apparatus are made tp suit all conditions of life, from 
the kitchen 01 the Grand Hotel to the ‘‘Little Connaught,” which 
you can (if you like) carry about in your waistcoat-pocket; yet 
when properly extended it will roast fowls, and small joints, grill 
chops, steaks, and fish, boil eggs, and vegetables, and keep a large 
family in hot water. “To gentlemen residing in Chambers, or 
those reading for the Bar^” Mrs. Sugg writes of another treasure, 
“this little kitchener with the two grillers will prove a great 
boon.” If Sir Henry James had really been going to the Bench, he 
could not have done better than study this book, and set himseli up 
with a “Little Connaught” or a “Double Griller.” Since that is 
not the case, it may ^ be -asked, Would they be worth the Lord 
Chancellor’s attention? We unhesitatingly reply, ^‘Why, 
Sugg’nly ! ” f . 

“Are you asleep, Buchanan ?^^ inquired; Archer. This is the 
first sentence of a shilling novel, by Butieee Skotxowe, with a 
very sensational piotee on-the-cover. I “ read no more that day,” 
but closed the book, dreading lest, of the two figures on the thrilling 
frontispiece, one‘ 'should be the Buchaj^an, and the other the only 
Archer in the world of Ibsenish proclivities. 

. ' The ‘BAROifr de Book-Worms & Co. 

Structural Imrrovbments in a Theatre.— Mr. Norman Forres 
opens the Globe. The seats are so conijtructed, that they can be 
taken outside the theatre. Also, afiy person who has purchased a 
numbered seat need po;t come to the tneatre to occppy it. The, seats 
are so made as to be^eqtally' comfortable for big and little persons— 
for the former, they can be let out. 


A CRT FROM THE CINDER-PATH. 

Dear Mb. Punch, 

I MUST appeal to you, the unimpeachable Csesar, in athletics 
as in all other matters, to secure me some small meed of public sym- 
pathy and consideration. During the, happily, almost past year, I 
have been the victim of gross ill-treatment at Qie hands, nay, worse, 
the feet, of athletes of various kinds. I have been cut in public hy 
some of the best performers ; I have been mercilessly beaten, and 
persistently lowered, till it is a wonder to myself that I have any 
self-respect left. I am too good a sportsman at least. Sir, to complain 
of rough usage in a fair way, but while I must sufier for the ambi- 
tion of every ped. and every wheel-man, my colleague and close 
relation, who is generally! known as “ The Standard,” is put higher 
and higher, without really doiag anything at all to deserve his eleva- 
tion. 1 have had the people all shouting about me ; I have been the 
subject of columns of statistical gush in the Sporting Press, and now 
I am constrained to appeal to a non-professional for bare justice in 
my crippled old age. Wishing you a happier New Tear than the 
old one has been to me, I am yours, in disgust, | 

A Smashed Record. 


LONDON METEORILLOGICAL ARRANGEMENTS. 


I (For the Winter.) 

j Clerk of Weather Office, 

! J Frost. N.E. wind. Light fall of Snow. N. wind. 

Monday . •{ Change at night to S. Thaw. Slosh. 

Tuesday . . Fog. E. wind. 

Wednesday , Thicker fog. ^ N.E, wind. Frost. 

Thursday , , Thicker fog. E. wind. 

Thursday Night, Fog. Frost. N. wind. 

Night I Snow. N. wind. Sudden change to S.W. wind. 

Saturday , . Sun for two hours. Horrid slosh. 

Sunday , . Drizzle. Rain for one day. 

Monday, , , Hard frost. N.E. wind. Traffic almost impossible. 

I (-Pa c«i>o. with a few mriation s.) 

A MUSICAL NOTE. 

Yery fine performance by Royal Choral Society, at my little 
place in Kensington, on Wednesday evening, Deo. lOfcln of 
Mackenzie’s of Sharon,^^ Everything couleur de Rose, 

except the atmosphere, which was couleur de ^ea-soup. Weather 
responsible for a certain number of empty stalls in my hall. Madame 
Albani in excellent voice— sang throughout gloriously. E. L., the 
Squire of Hall Bam, says that, when the eminent soprano sings at 
his place, he shall announce her as Madame Hatljbarni. Hilda 
Wilson first-rate in “Xo/ the KingP^ Lloyd as good as ever; 
can’t say more. The duets between him and Albani, perfection. 
Watkin Mills, an impressive Solomon, sang the difficult music of 
that character artistically. The Chorus superb in one of finest 
choruses, written hy an English composer, “ JttaAs a Joyful Noise^J * — 
a very joyful noise they made, and a considerable one, I consider 
the ** Rose of Sharon^^ a masterpiece, and the greatest work of 
any Englishman— and, now I come to think of it. Mackenzie ’S ;a 
Scotchman. Yonrs truly, Albert HaLl. ‘ 


XAJ19 AJJUUX XluA’UJlJHiB.— VU. W JL/U WXIABW JJUjXi O XlUlrUAJOS UV VUXt 

Newly n School. Interesting show this— especially good in land- 
scapes. J)isappointed there is no picture of the jfcpwfi Pay, whence 
the 0. P/s ancestors clame. However, let that pasay X^ies, first, — 
there is excellent work by Mrs, Stanhope Forbes,; Mttn , Gotch, 
Miss Hayes, Miss Ford, and Miss Bird; and, be it. said with all 
politeness,^ equally * excellent work by Messrs. Foeres, 

Tixcombe, a. C. TayleBj and others. A good many of the tin 
mines of Cornwall are said to be Worked out, hut I think not a 
few of our young artists have found a mine of tin in this pictu- 


a smaU coueotion ot pastels Dy Mr. james wpthrib. xnis artisu 
seems ta thoroughly understand the scope of pastel— and has walked 
his chalks about Scotland to considerable purpose. Old Par. 

“Away with Melancholy.”— Nathihg in Natoxe and. Art com- 
bined is so sad as the effect of a Street Minstrel playing aomcthing 
with flourishes on a clarinet under the windows , of, yonr study 
during a yellow London fog. “ This way ma^esa JieaJ . 

“Boxtng-Dat” will, of course, be kept with great festivity at 
the Pelican Club. The contests ym be of the friendliest character, 
and will he genially announced as “ Fass-in-the-Ring.” 
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HIS FIRST BIRD. 

**Well, I didn’t miss tmat one, at all events I” “Ko, Sir. They will Fly into it, sometimes!” 


THE BABES IN THE WOOD ; 

Or, The St. Stephen’s Teaoedy. 

An old (Ingoldsbyish) Song, io a nm (Irish) 
Tme. 

When M.P.'s were all honest and good, 

(A long time ago, I ’m afraid, Ma’am), 

We heard of the Bahes in the Wood, 

Who were jockeyed, misled, and betrayed, 
Ma’am. 

Well, history, so we are told, 

Eepeats itself— varying slightly— 

Once again two poor Babes have been— eo/J, 
Let ns say, just to put it politely. 

Rum tiddy-um, tiddy-um-tay ! 

Two innocent cherubs they were, ; 

Master Oladdy, and young Miss Moor- 

LBBNA ; ' 

Such sweet little souls to ensnare,— 

Why, no conduct could well have been 
meaner. 

But aH things went well for a time : 

The parties they trusted made muchof them ; 
Little they fancied that crime 
Would ever attempt to get clutch of them. 
Rxun tiddy, &c. 

All the same, Ma’am, before very long, 

The Babes found themselves in the 
; Wood.^ It 

I Was that which is known in Erse song 
As the Wood of Shillelagh. Now could it 
Be thought that two brave Oirish bhoys 
Might be found so confoundedly cruel 
As to rob two wee bairns of their toys, 

And then give the poor darlings their 
“gruel’’? . 

Rum tiddy, &e. 


But somehow one of them fell out 
With his whilom pet Babe, little GFladdy, 
Looked on him with anger and doubt, 

And conspired to destroy him, poor laddie I j 
It seems that the once-admired “ kid ” j 
Was a Turk, and a rogue, and a pickle, 
Who wouldn’t do what he was bid, 

Bat was talkative, tricky, and fickle. 

Rum tiddy, &o. 

Clear case of the Wolf and the Lamb I 
Said the Wolf, “I dislike, and distrust 
him. 

His innocence is bnt a sham, 

I mean having the bleed of him, bust him ! ” 
(Such language sounds vulgar and coarse, 
And to put it in poesy’s painful ; 

But Ktpltng will tell, you that force 
Of taste must he sometimes disdainful.) 
Rum tiddy, &c. 

Little Q-laddt, he turned up his eyes 
To his guide ’s now most truculent visage, 
And feelings of doubt and surprise 
Took hold on him, trying at His age. 

Cried he, “ Go away, Naughty Man I 
Mooeleen^ this fellow’s a rogue, he 
Will kill us, I’m sure, if he can, 

For his face looks as black as Old Bogey I ” 
Rum tiddy, &o. 

Oh. then the First Robber looked mad, 

And he nps, and says he to the Second, 

“ This impudent hit of a lad 
No more a safe pal can be reckoned. 

Get him out of our way, or the swag 
Will not be worth much when allotted. 
Moobleena’s small weasand you scrag. 
Whilst I cut young Billt^ carotid! ” 
Rum tiddy, &o. 


“Hal stop!” cried the milder of mood, 

“ Your conduct is savage and silly. 

They will search for Babes in this Wood, 

And there ’ll be a big row about Billy. 

Don’t fancy you ’ll finish this job 
When you’ve scragged ’em and stifled 
their Bobbins’ I 

If these Babes we should murder and rob, 
Their graves won’t be left to the Robins ! ” 
Rum tiddy, &c« 

Of course after language like this 
Those Robbers’ relations grew “ squiffy.” 

Each drew, cut and thrust, scored a miss, 
And then they set-to in a jiffy. 

The Babes, in no optimist mood, 

Look on at the fight not unequal. 

Will they safely get out of the Wood ? 

Well, that we shall see in the sequel I 
Rum-tiddy-um, tiddy-um-tay ! 


An Anglo-Indian journal, 'quoted by the 
Daily News, suggests that the Ameer of 
Afghanistan “might construct a telegraph 
line throughout his country.” Good idea. 

! Of course it is A-meer suggestion. 


No MORE Appeals! No Change oe an 
Erroneous Judgment! I No WRONa Sen- 
tences 1 1 !— The new Judge must he always 
Wright. Can he sit in Error ? 


Nautical and Academical Question, 
Important eor Marine Painters.— How 
much water must such an Artist draw before 
he is admitted into the Royal Academy 
Harbour ? 
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THE HIBERNIAN BRER FOX; OR, UNCLE REMUS IN IRELAND. 


1. liy loi P> 0 » wdl^dTr ™ 

“ Why was that ? asked the little boy, 

** Dat,” replied the old man, “ was des^ w’at his frends 
ter know. But Brer Fox, he ain’t 
Bayin’ nnthin’. Den dey sorter dallo ^ 

roun’ waiting fo’ Brer Fox. En dey 
keep on waitin’, bnt no Brer Fox ain’t 

“What was Brer Fox doing all this 
time f ” asked the little boy, 

“Oh, wsU deni ” exclaimed the old WmmW 
man, “ cbillnns can’t speck ter know all 
’bout everything. And bless grashus, 
honey ! some er der doin’s er Brer Fox 
’bout dis yer time ain’t fit fer chilluns 
ter know. Brer Fox, I’m feared, wuz 
kinder simpertin’ roun’ atter udder 
people’s prop’ty, and dat’s des why he 
lay low, en ain’t say nuthin’.” 

“However,” pursued the old man, 
after a pause, — mm 


soshubble ez er basket er kittens, twel bimeby you k^der went down 
ATJi n! ^®^/o^^o?i.^erb^nkity-blunk, and den you sorter rounded on me 
wanted ler bout der privit palaver, en I des don’t like der way ez der sym’tums 
^ seena to segashuate,” says Brer Rabbit, 

■, **^<5^61', stuck up, dat’s w’at you is, 
ain’t gwineter boss rwe,” says 

Brer Rabbit, he sorter chuckle in his 

I lllilif n^hS^^^’ 

i AmS t “I’m gwineter lam you howter talk 

ter ’spectubble fokes if hit ’s der las’ 

, aek,” says Brer Fox, sezee. “ Ef you 

don’t take oif dat hat, and tell me 
\(^ ffiN. howdy, I ’m gwineter to bus’ you wide 

open,^sezee, ef I busses myself at der 

Brer Rabbit he fotch up on his 
^ behime legs like be wuz ’stonished, but 

/' J /wj/ dignitude, and he ain’t 

uughty mad. Der 
® madder beas’ dan he 
des den. He rip, en he r’ar, 
P mm ^ ^ saort, en he 

m -r^ ** What was he doing that for, Uncle 

Remits ? ” the little boy inquired. 

I^SH “Bress you’ soul, he wuz tryin’ fer 

WUffmi./ ding Brer Rabbit off’n his digni- 

tude,” answered the old man. 

succeed ? ” pursued the 

wk “Dat’s all de fur de tale goes— at 
present,” replied the old man. “How 
de onfrennelnesB eventuated, I may 
tell you anudder time. But, as I tell 
/ ^ you, Brer Rabbit wuz a monstus soon 
beas ’ ; and, when Brer Fox look 
BRER “FOX,” Blighty biggity, atter cuttin’ up mighty 

oatr« 1 «ii ;i« -k. 4 . i. ®'^d make faces at 

says Brer all de beastesses. en sorter rnatlft ronn^ HVa ha vniv <prr^r>4‘a’m 


« «De place wharbouts you spill de grease. ^ -sV'/, /^J)) Wumk digmtude, and he ain’ 

Right dar youer boun’ ter slide/ ^ nuthin I 

A j iv* k T> w k , 1.3 \ \ '' Den Brer Fox get mighty mad. De: 

And bimeby^Brer Fox he sorter slid up u. \\ never wuz a madder beL’ dan hi 

Jer-|/wwp, he did, on his own slide, an’ wuz des den. He rip, en he r’ar 

his frens dey done fuse m on m on to \ j/. en he swar, he snort, en h( 

live naberlywid him, see’nez he’d done m y ^ cavort. 

broke der laws er naberly conduc’ as • n\\\\<kwW« “ What was he doinir fhaf fnr rJrrah 

tetri“SvrB%,‘a'S”£ %, ^ “■ ^■ 

Brer Babbit ’fuse ter ’spon ter his ^ <‘ Tw', .n ,! 4 * i i 

howdy, Md dis make Brer Pox feel WL Breaent* 

mighty bad, seein’ ez how dev useter present, replied the old man. ‘How 

make so many sourshuns togedder. eventuated, I may 

Eabbi?'Mzfe,*SaS,?rmen*5n’hTlkk^ mgjty biegity, atter outtin’ up migSy 

Pox^l^*®' f de beastesses. eu sorter rusti^ W W 

f^^^i«> you 

stan , sez Brer Rabbit, “ so ’s der res’ may hear, I sorter members pow’ful lackin’,” ^ un to oe 


Hi ' " 


il 





THAT FOOT-BALL. 

An Athletic Father's Lament, 

WskT was it made me cricket snub, 

And force my seven sons to sub- 
sidize a local “ Rugby ” Club ? 

That Foot-ball ! 

Yet, what first drew from me a sigh. 
When Tom, my eldest, missed a “ try,” 
But got instead a broken thigh I 
That Foot-ball I 

What in my second, stalwartf Jack, 
Caused some inside machine to crack, 

And kept him ten months on his back — ? 
That Foot-ball I 

What brought my third, unhappy Ted, 
To fade and sink, and keep bis bed, 

And finally go on his head ?— 

That Foot-ball! 

My fourth and fifth, poor Johjs* and Jim, 
What made the sight of one so dim ? 
What made the other lack a limb ? 

That Foot-baU I 

Then Feaistk, my sixth, who cannot touch 
The ground unaided by a crutch, 

Alas I of what had he too much r 
That Foot-ball! 

The seventh ends the mournful line, 

Boor Stephen with his fractured spine, 

A debt owe these good sons of mine. 

That Foot-baU! 


And as we pass the street-boys cry, 

“Look at them cripples ! ” X but sigh, 
“You’re right, my friends. But would 
youfiy 

A lot like ours ; oh, do not try 
That Foot-baU!” 

OUR ADVERTISERS. 

Seasonable and Oihee. 

S CARIFICO is a non-emoUient, deter- 
gent, case-hardening, and scouring soap 
polish. «___ 

O CARlFlCO wUl instantly give the finest 
kl? complexion the consistency of hardened 
wash-leather. 

S CARIFICO, used recklessly and freely, 
will rapidly flay the reigning beautv. 


O will rapidly flay the reigning beauty. 

S CARIFICO, if applied as a head- wash, 
entirely removes aU the hair. 

S CaRiFICO should be tried on the young 
infant with caution. 


S CARIFICO, though regarded as an 
adjunct to the toilette-table, wiU be 
found more useful in removing the rust from 
old fire-irons. 


frequently remove the entire skin of tne face 
on one applioation* 

CARIFJLCO wiU be found useful in the 
weekly bath of the rhinoceros. 


ft « B J F I C 0. — Dr. Biinkobn, 
O M.RS.Y.P., writes:— “I have analyse! 
a sample of ‘ Scarifico’ sent me, and I find 
it a hap-hazard compound, in which sus- 
pended fats, brick-dust, fuller’s earth, xoad- 
sweepings, and the bi-phosphates of soda 
are indiscriminately mixed. I cannot say 
whether it would be found a ‘ comfortable and 
cleansing preparation for the infant’s skin,’ 
as claimed by the proprietors, Wt should be 
inore inclined to recommend it as an * ejQi- 
cient mud-remover from cart- wheels and 
cleaning of ships’ foul bottoms,’ to its capa- 
bilities for which purposes they also direct 
the attention of their customers.” 


1 A A A URGENTLY wanted for 
a few hours in a friendly 
spirit. As every confidence wiU be placed in 
the lender, no inquiries will be made or ex- 
pected. Moreover,^ this being a purely unpro- 
fessional, but strictly business transaction, 
as between gentleman and gentleman, no 
amount of interest will be objected to, and I 
no agents [ will be treated with. H.B.— If 
lender is unable at a moment’s notice to 
raise so large a sum, a few shillings in ad- 
vance per postal order, if merSy as a 
guarantee of good faith, can be forwarded 
on account, and wiU be acknowledged with 
thanks. 


The Poetet oe Wintee.— Rime. And it 
might be werse. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 

EXTRACTED EROM THE DIARY OE TOBY, M,E. 

Souse of Commons^ Monday^ JOecemher 8. — Prince Abthxtr came 
down to House this afternoon, with light heart, and un wrinkled brow. 
The first section of Session was drawing to a close; truly a wonder- 
ful time. Old Mobaxitt, in arranging for its disposal, had, as 
usual, taken a sanguine view of his opportunities, and had crammed 
the space with work to be done. There were the Tithes Bill and the 
Land Purchase Bill, ineffectually struggled over last Session, and 
finally abandoned. There was the Railways Bill, successfully 
obstructed last Session, leading, on one occasion, to an All-night 
Sitting; and there was the Seed Potato Bill, innocent enough in 
appearaiici^, but, like all Irish measures, capable of blossoming into 
portentous things. But everything had 
gone smoothly. Here was the 8th of 
December, not quite a fortnight after p mSg 

opening of Session, and appointed work 
nearly finished. To-night would read a 
Second Time second portion of Land Bill. 
and then, hey, for the Christmas holidays I 

Prince Abthue, entering House with 
long, swinging stride, smiling sweetly 
around him, started at the prospect before 
him. Hitherto Benches in Irish quarter 
I have been empty ; accustomed occupants 
wrestling with each other in Committee 
Boom No. 16. “For a fortnight,” as 
Stdnet Hebbebt said, dropping into 
poetry as he surveyed the battle-field from 
the Bar, “ all bloodless lay the untrodden 
snow.” Now Prince Abthtjb, like 
“Linden, saw another sight.” The Irish 
quarter closely packed. At the corner w\\®|l 

seat by the Gangway Tim Healt, terribly 
truculent ; a little further down the new 
Leader of the regenerate party, bent on || |I||B 

making more History for Our Own Times. WM 

Whilst Pabnell was yet the uncrowned I W 

king, he eschewed the habit of Guerilla | iW ^ 

Leaders (whether with or without a fol- 
lowing) of appropriating a corner seat. 

Su-veyirg the Battle-field. 

lxam Muephy, once mildest - mannered ^ ^ 
man that ever built a tram or railway, now transformed into 
exceedingly plain-spoken politician. “If Pabnell had taken 
corner seat, his comings and goings — especially his goings — 
would have been more easily marked. Sitting midway down the 
Bench, amongst the xuck of Members, he was not noticeable except 
when he wanted to be noticed. Could slink in and out without 
attracting attention.” 

Not for that reason, but from sheer modesty, Justin McCabthy 
has taken up almost identical position ; Truculent Tim guards the 
corner seat, 




.XeK^ MlZ ^ 

Notq[uite“OKeay!” W 

to make a speech 

when the new Irish Party had mustered for the first time in the 
history of a reeling and revolving universe ? Abominable Atro- 
cious 1 ! Contumeliously contemptuous 1 1 ! 


Tim moved Adjournment of Debate ; wanted to discuss merits of 
Bill on this motion. Deputy-Speaker interfered on point of order. 
Tim must speak or burst. If he withdrew his Motion for Adjourn- 
ment, he might get someone else to move rejection of Bill. Then his 
opportunity would come. Eye fell on Seymoub Keay, dressed in 
height of antique fashion, reclining on Bench below him. Heat 
always wanting to make speech. Not invariably coherent, but that 
no consequence. He would be only too glad to move rejection of 
Bill ; then Tim would dive in and get off his speech. 

Change of tactics too rapid for Keay to follow. Tim’s motion 
withdrawn; question put was, “that Bill be read Second Time.” 
Now was Heat’s cue to rise and move its rejection ; but Heay failed 
to grasp situation ; sat smiling with inane adulation at tip of his 
passionately polished patent-leather shoe, over which lay the fawn- 
coloured “spat,” like dun dawn rising over languid lustrous sea. 
Not a second to be lost. Deputy -Chairman on his feet; if no 
Amendment were submitted, he would declare Second Beading 
carried. Tim stooped down, and with clenched fist smote Heat 
between the shoulder-blades. Keay, startled out of pleased reverie, 
turned round with frightened glance, as he beheld Tim blazing with 
righteous fury, glowering over him; paralysed with fear ; had heard 
alarming rumours of methods of Debate introduced in Committee 
Room No. 15. This sudden assault from the rear evidently one of 
them. Who could say what might not be its most natural sequence ? 

“I expected every moment would be my next,” Seymoub Keay 
said, later, when, with still chattering teeth, he was describing the 
episode. 

“ Tut ! ” said Tim. “ I was only asking you to get up and move 
that the Land Department (Ireland) Bill be read a Second Time on 
that day six months.” 

While someone went for glass of water and smelling salts for 
Seymoub Keay, Maubice Healy moved rejection of Bill; Debate 
arose; Tim storming round the topic with undiminished vigour. 
But no one would rise to his tempestuous heights ; Debate flittered 
out ; Bill read Second Time ; House up by Seven o’Olook. 

Business done.— A lot. 

Tuesday.— Dreadful rumour when House met that Tim Healy 
had ready for delivery speech two hours long, on Prince Abthub in 
general, and Irish Land Bill in particular. Turned ont to be only 
Tim’s fun. Once or twice in course of brief proceedings he jumped 
up suddenly, and shouted out, “ Bah I ” but only meant to frighten 
Old Mobality. Momentarily had desired effect ; soon clear that 
nothing serious meant. Appointed Bills advanced through stipulated 
stages, and Old Mobality, modest in mien, even after the trinmph 
of matchless management displayed in brief Session, moved Adjourn- 
ment over Christmas holidays. 

Conversation as to arrangement of business on reassembling; 
Truculent Tim, coming to the front at least urgent opportunity, 
demanded that Irish business 
should not be taken as first Order. 

Old Mobality promptly gave 
desired pledge. Then Mabjobi- 
BANKS, who, to travesty Tbevel- 
yan’s famous saying. Though a 
Whip, is a Scottish gentleman, 
broke the long pause of eloquent 
silence cultivated iu the Looby; 
protested against Scotch Members 
being placed in inconvenient posi- 
tion, by being obliged to put in 
appearance on first day after holi- 
days. Welsh Members echoed 
plaint on their part. Why should 
Tithes Bill he put down for first 
day? 

Pretty to see Old Mobality’s 
firm attitude, in face of this 
demonstration. Had capitulated 
to Irish at first sound of Tim’s 
low voice ; ^uite a different thing 
with inconsiderable people like the 
Scotch or Welsh. Almost haughtily 
protested against possibility of 
alteration. Members,” he said, 
vaguely remembering copy-book , . « .... 

heading, “are made for business, ^ ‘AuRevoir! 

not business for Members.” That settled it. Motion for Adjonrn- 
ment carried; Young Gosset, with his beaver up, advanced to 
remove Mace, and House went off for Christmas holidays. 

Business done* — Sittings adjourned till 22nd of January. 

Note on the Westminsteb Plat.— The notion of its being per- 
formed in “ The Dormitory” is delightful. None of the performers 
oould possibly he offended by the audience doing the right thing in 
the right place, and going to sleep. 
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PHILLALOO ! 

A Song of “United Ireland,*’ 
Air:— “ KillaloeJ *^ 

Well, I ’m glad that I was horn 
In the land the Sassenach scorn, 

For its fondness for a lirst-class Phillaloo, 
Faix ! Home Eule *s a purthy sohame, 

And on Thursday Parnell came 
To insthruct us how to floor the “ Pathriot ” 
crew. 

I'd one Leader, that I swear, ^ 

How there 's siveral ‘ ‘ in the air,” 

And it sthrikes me I 'ye a douht which one 
is thrue ; 

But whin things are out of jint, 

To decide the tickle pint. 

Faith! there's nothing like a first-class 
Phillaloo ! 

Chortis , 

Te may talk about HcCarthy, 

As a leader sane and hearthy. 

For to lead the “ Pathriot ” parthy ; 

But ochone ! and wirrasthrue ! 

It seems anything hut aisy 

(Ask Dice Power and Misther Deasy) 

To lead for long 
A parthy strong 
Widout a Phillaloo ! 

Parnell wiped Bodetn’s eye, 

And of all his toype made pie.” 

O’Brien telegraphed wid much surprise ; 
And brave Dillon “ over there,” 

Seemed disposed to tear his hair. 

And Tat Pat inclined to pipe his pathriot 
eyes. 


Said Bodkin, with alarm, 

“ This will do the paper harm,” 

Said Lbatmct, “I’m appointed to your 
Thin on a float or dray [place.” 

They the papers sint away, 

And scatthered aU the Staff, and closed the 
case. 

C%orw 5 .— Te may talk of J. M'Cartht, &c. 

Ooh, bhoys, there was the fun ! 

But the game was far from done. 

United Ireland did not yet appear ; 



For whilst Hagle had stepped out, 

Bodkin came wid comrades stout. 

And a hamper, which was packed with 
Parnell swore an awful oath [bottled beer. 
He 'd have law agin 'em both, 

And he came from Eenitt’s house in Eut- 
land So uare ; 

And he raised a Phillaloo 
With the aid of followers true, [chair. 

And replaced the valiant Leamt in the 
Chorus * — Ye may talk of J. M*Carth:t, &c. 


To it feet and fists they wint, 

As though foighting agin rint, [plext ; 

Says the Sassenach, “By golly, I'mper- 
For when pathriots, don’t ye see, 

Foight like schoolboys on a spree, 

Why, ye niver know what they '11 he up to 
There seems Httle to he said ; [next. 

Let each break the other 's head : 

I '11 miTc no more in pathriot affairs. 

Ere that paper shall appear, 

Many an Oirish head and ear 
Must be ‘ closed for alterations and re- 
pairs.' ” 

UAorwj.— Ye may talk of J. Mc0a^5:ht, &c. 

“ If to help poor Pat you 'd try, ^ 

Or would raise the Home Eule cry, 

And change the Constitution— just for fuu ; 
There 's one thing ye 've got to do, — 

Just prepare for Phillaloo, 

For the Pats will raise it— every mother’s 
It may be very flue, [son. 

Pat 's no enemy of mine, 

But, as I think, ye'll aisily suppose.- 
Whatever line we take 
Peace is mighty hard to make, [nose ! ” 
When ‘United Ireland' punches its own 

Chorus, 

Ye may talk about McCartht, 

As a pathriot pure and hearthy, 

For to lead the Home-Enle Parthy, 

And to keep the Liberals thrue. 

But it 's anything but aisy 
(Ask Dick Power and Misther Deast) 
To rule the Pats 
(Those fighting cats) 

Widout a Phillaloo ! 



A STUDY PROM THE LITE. 


{ProTphetically communicated by an IntervieweT of the Future,) 


Having to describe the person and abode of the Poet Podqers, I 
cannot do better than jot down in my note-hook what I know about 
those objects on my road to the abode of genius — otherwise, 126, 
Bolingbroke Square, South Belgravia. That useful woik, Men of 
the Time^ tells me that the Poet was educated 
at Westmkister and Christ Church — facts 
that in themselves suggest a column of copy 
about Football at Vincent Square, the mys- 
teries of Seniors, Juniors, and Second Elec- 
tion, and the glories and humours of Tom's 
Q,uad. Hot much trouble about that. So 
far, plain sailing. Bolingbroke Square, too, 
helps one along. Historical reminiscences, 
Pimlico in time of Eomans, ditto Hermans, 
ditto when Elizabeth was dueen. All this 
can he worked up comfortably and conve- 
niently in the Heading Eoom of the British 
Museum, Then the Podgers’ family history 
should give a good third. Father made a 
fortune in blacking, so daresay he recollects his 
grandfather. Ho doubt latter settled in London 
. 11 . with the employment of junior office-sweeper, 
and the capital of an eleemosynary half-crown. Heed not trouble 
about the Heraldic Visitations, or the coat and crest. Keep those 
items for an interview characterised more by ‘ * blood ” than “ brains,” 
Suppose he has received presentation copies of works of poetical 
rivals. This will give an opportunity for introducing contemporary 
biographical sketches, varying from three lines to half a column. 
Kimw his house, too — once occupied by a foreign fiddler, next a 
Cabinet Minister, lastly, a successful artist, hints (if required) for 
scenes on the Continent, in Parliament, and the Eoyal Academy. 
Wife and^ children. Domestic scene good for two-thirds. Wife 
playing piano as the children spin their tops, or gambol with Collie 
There now, I think I have got enough material for the present. 
And here we are at Bolingbroke Square, South Kensington. 

What’s this I Podgers’ servant says Podgers declines to see 
literary gents ! He won’t he interviewed I 



Won[t he 1 With my materials, soon arrange about that I Aft 
all, seeing him was only an empty form ! 

Tell (^hman to tove back to my house— Butterfly Cardens. I 
doMn t know it ! On second thoughts, he says he supposes I mej 
the place that used to he called Cruh Street ? ” Yes, I do I 


CHRISTMAS AND CLEOPATRA. 

Mr. Clement Scott, in his most useful holumn of theatrical 
iuformation iu the Daily Telegraphy told us last Friday, that the 
Princess's Theatre is now “ heated by a new process,” which must 
mean the exceptionally warm reception 
given every evening to Mrs. Langtry as 
Cleopatra, In this favourable sense of 
the phrase, “ She gets it hot all round,” 
and the public assists in “making it 
warm” for her^ in return for her making it 
warm for them. The more than Cltment 
Scott writes of “extra rows of stalls,” 
and of “money being turned away on 
account of the success of Antony and 
Cleopatra,’^^ Bravo ! “0 rare for Antony I ” 
and 0 most rare for Egypt’s fairest 
daughter! Of course when the money is “turned away,” more 
money is admitted. Great thing for a theatre when all the boxes 
are money-boxes, and the pit a ^old-mine. Those who are allowed 
to enter will not complain of being “let in,” unless they object to 
being “ let in for a good thing.” 

With its ballets and splendid mise-en^sceney and its splendid 
“ Missis- too, “There would seem no reason,” continues 
the generous Scott, “why^ Antony and Cleopatra should not be 
regarded as what is euphemistically (a deuce of a word this) known 
as a ‘ Christmas Piece.' ” By aU means. Be it so. Will the fair 
Manageress take the hint, and announce a grand Transformation 
Scene for Boxing Night, with the pantomimic cast thus distributed ; 
’—Harlequin, Colonel Antony Coghxan; Columbine, Mrs. CxEO- 
TATRA Langtry; Fantaloon, Mr. Enobarbxjs Stirling: and 
a real “ Shakspearian Clown,” by Mr. Everill, who, in 
spite of his name, we hope will continue Ever-well, and he able to 
indulge the public with the good old classic song, “Poma CalidaJ^ 
Mr. Clement Scott, at this inclement season, has hit on a first-rate 
notion, of which, no douht, Q,ueen Cleopatra will avail herself, if 
necessary. ’ ^ 


A Christmas Par. — At this season we must mention Crackers, 
that's the truth— and we can’t let 'em off. Sparagnapane’s 
Jewelled Crackers are A 1, and that's truth and no cracker. 
While on the subject of Crackers, we are prepared for the question, 
What next P and are equally prepared with the echoing reply 
“Ward next,”— with his dainty confections in artistic cards and 
booklets. 




NOTICE.— Rejected Communications or Contributions, wbetber MS., Printed Matter, Drawings, or Pictures of any description, will 
in no case bo returned, not even when accompanied by a Stamped and Addressed Envelope, Cover, or Wrapper. To this rule 
there will be no exception. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 

The origin of the phrase, La Coup da JarnaCy is interesting, 
and the story is well told by Mr. JfeDiODOWALL in Maomi7/an*« 
Magaztne. Good, this, for “ The Two Macs.” 

In The Argosy y edited by Mr. Chabxes Wood, there are two good 
most seasonable Ghost Stories, by Cbables 
W. Wood, the “Rev. R. 0. W.” The first 
is not new, as there is a similar legend 
attached to several old Manor Honses, one 
of a Sussex Family House, the Baron had 
first-hand, from a witness on the premises. 
It lacked corroboration at the time, and is 
likely to do so. 

The Letters passing between a fine young 
English Cantab, “all of the modern style,” 
and his family at home, are uncommonly 
amusing. JSarry Fludyar at Cambridge is 
the title of the book, published by Chatto 
AKD WiNDTTS. Well, to quote the ancient 
witticism in vogue tempore Edouardi Reoti at Eon Paolo 
JBejofordt (the great Adelphoi, or rather the great “Fill- 
Adelphians,” as they were once called), “Things is werry much 
as they used to was ” at Cambridge, and University life of to-day 
differs very little from that of yesterday, or the day before, or the 
day before that. “J5r<®c oltrn memmisse juvahit/* when, half a 
century hence, the rollicking author of these letters—whioh, by 
the way, first appeared in The Granta—i's telling his Minimus 
what “a dog,” he, the writer, was, and what “a day he used to 
have,” in the merry time that's past and gone. “His health and j 
book 1 ” quoth the Saron. i 

A more muddle-headed story than The Mming Member I have 
not read for some considerable time. 

The Baron sends Hacheite & Cie.'s “ Mon Premier Alphabet,^^ 
and the moral tale of “ Mile. Marie /Sans-souciy^^ up to the nursery 
where they will be much appreciated by the little Barons. 

“Lett's get a Diary,” quoth a Barren Jester, not the Baron de 
B. W.y who, had it not been Christmas time, would have expelled 
the witty youth, “HTo joke, if you please,” quoth he, “about 
Lbtts's Diaries. We may advertise these useful and hardy annuals 
in canine Latin and say, ‘ Libera nos J ' Letts out ! ” 

Bahoh de Booe-Wohms & Co. 

P.B. I have it on the best authority that Mrs. Suthbbxahd 
EdwAbds, Author of The Secret of the Princess ; a Tale of Country y 
Campy Court, Convict, and Cloister Life in Russiay is about to 
produce a highly sensational work, entitled The Bargain of the 
Barmaid t a Story of Claret, Cheese, Coffee, Cognac, and Cigar 
Life m London. 


(A Fairy Tale for Christmas.) 

The Lady Help was busy at her domestic duties when her God- 
mother knocked at the kitchen-door, and entered. 

“Alas, poor Cinderella!” said the Fairy, in a compassionate 
tone, “and so your stepmother and sisters have gone to the Prince's 
ball, and left you to cleanse the pots and pans ? ” 

“Tha^ you,” returned her God-daughter; “I am perfectly 
well satisfied to be left with my books. As a matter of fact, dances 
bore me.” 

And she carelessly glanced at some mathematical works that the 
had used when cramming for the Senior Wranglership. 

“Honsense, my dear,” responded the well-intentioned Fairy, “ Get 
me a pumpkin, some mice ” 

“ Guite out of date,” interrupted CiisDEBELLA, “I presume you 
intend to turn the pumpkin into a great coach, and so forth. Eh ? ” 

“Well,” admitted the Fairy, taken aback, “ ye-es.” 

* ‘ ftuite so. Believe me, the idea is distinctly old-fashioned. Pray 
understand, I don't say you can't do it. iJ'owadays, with Edison 
and Koch, it would be dangerous to suggest that anything was 
impossible. No, I merely object to travel in a conveyance that 
will naturally be redolent of the odours of the kitchen garden, 
and to be driven by a coachman derived from a rodent.” 

“But this objection is contrary to precedent,” urged the Fairy. 

You ought to express unbounded .delight, and then depart in 
your carriage with the greatest eclat possible.” 

“ You are most kind, but, if I am to do anything of that sort. 
I would prefer leaving the matter in the hands of Mr. SherifE 
AirairsTiJS Harris who thoroughly understands the entire business.” 

“It seems to me,” said the Fairy, “you are very ungrateful. 
But surely you want a magnificent costume ? ” 

“ Thanks, no ; I get everything from Paris.” 

“ And you think of the feelings of your modiste, and ignore those 
of your poor old (but well-preserved) Godmother ! ” And the Fairy 
was nearly moved to tears. 

“Oh, I did not mean to pain you!” exclaimed Cinderella. 
“ Stay, my dear Lady, do you believe in hypnotism ? No ? Well, I 
do, and exercise it. Pardon me 1 ” 

And as she made a few passes, the Fairy sank into a mesmeric 
trance. Then. Cindebelia desired that her Godmother should 
imagine that she had been the heroine of a Fairy Story. 

“Dear me,” cried the now-satisfied dame, as she regained con- 
sciousness; “and so you went to the ball, lost your slipper, and 
married the Prince P ” 

“ That was the impression I wished to convey to you. And now, 
my dear, good Lady, I am afraid I must ask you to leave me.” 

And as the Fairy disappeared, Cinderella resumed her self- 
imposed tasks of making an omelette and squaring the circle. 


Re-“ Marks.”— New Lesral Measure, “ One Gill more than equal 
to Several Legal Pints.” [Formula, 1 Gill = 1 + a; pints.] 



Sir Charles Bussell troubled by a Pair of Gills. 

Mr. Gill objected to Sir Charles Russell's yawning in Court; 
but he forgot that a Gueen’s Counsel of Sir Charles’s standing and 
reputation has a right to “ open his mouth” pretty wide. 


The Knell oe Home RT7LE.-“Par-nell. 



VOL. KCIX. 









Dbobjibbr 27, 1890.] PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 






ilto 


BETWEEN THE LEAVES; ljli|||| J [I’.’l ^ 

Or, how to let in the Advertisers Nba-tly, || j J || In ji| * ^ ll |ll|^ j jj ^ 

The fair girl stepped Hghtly into the room, and, having daintily /f Uf ' l l 
removed the dust from her feet by wiping them on one of Biqlow M M||| f 1' ft' \ n//.\um 

AND Sons’ Patent Crocodile Matting Kags (delivered carriage free \,1|» | - / MM fiijllilllM I M j 

within a radius of twelve miles of their establishment at Ludgate i|,' ,1 ^ ^ ^ ajPwW nil'' i 

Circus) that was placed before the door, gave a hasty glance round ''j| il li ^ cr^irll "" Ml Mil ' ' 'I Ij ^ 

the apartment. She saw at once from the octagonal ebonised table three l' p ^ ^ 

feet sm by two feet five inches, the afternoon lounge couch (as adver- W jly l \ k nMI™ Mil 

tised), Ijie gent’s easy shake-down chair, ladies ditto, and half dozen ’ 1 1 llfl l ' y ; MWs U™ 1ij!r'^ 

occasional chairs, all upholstered in rich material in Messrs. Mul- I' * mI' 1(1 B hIf^ 

GRAVE ■'ife Co. of 170, Walbrook, City, E.C.’s best style, that a j ' f m I \ ^ SliSviW® 111 [/' 

refined taste inspired by a wholesome economy had been exercised in Ktr ^ m 

the^furnishin^of^the apartment, and she turned to the old Duke jj • ^ | ||^ 

** What,” he asked, in a feeble voice, “ is it my own Angelica ? / /i ="= = -=!= li I 

Surely it is ! Come, my child, let me look at you h ” He turned up |\||j||E^^EL| 1 . £ . I . . i ‘ | mi m ' f 111 1 1\ 

the burner of a Botcotle’s Patent Incandescent Q-as Lamp (price ] ff n T I U nh*!!//® I!' 

13«. with full paper of instructions complete), and as he stood /owMl A 1 1 Ui|\T|IP|Tim Iffl i| 

erect in his rich calico-lined fox-fur dressing-gown (supplied in three ’ v7x\.\W/ iHlf IBlBiM HBJ ' I fp 1 j Ml JJ I 

qualities by Broham^& Co, with a discount of 15 per cent, for / I 

cash), he looked, every foot of himj a worthy scion of that ancient ||I\U | ' 

family of which he was the last living representative. “Let me I il\mWM ' 'ill I / 

look at you,” he again repeated, drawing his neatly- dressed grand- I §] 11 l|i 0 ' ' f/y 

daughter more fully into the light before him. As it fell upon n ' l| 1 \W 

the graceful curves of her lissom %ure, it was easy to perceive that ^1 1 ' I K 

she was wearing one of Madame Beaumont’s celebrated Porcupine I I I' * 1 } /) 

ftuill Corsets, which lent a wonderful finish to a two-guinea tailor- i ^\ niii 1)1 1 ■ ii \ v 

made gingham cloth/* Q-em ’’costume, braided with best silk (horn ' f ' M IVr 

buttonsincluded), which showed off her young form to such advantage. |(|( 1 1 r- nn^z f H 

He would have added more, but a sudden pallor stole over his I f 1 Wmm ) I / ^ 

complexion, and he reeled towards a chair. ^ Mm, ■ __7 H p 

In an instant the bright girl was on her knees at his side. “ Dear M ‘ ^ y ^ \ / 

Grandfather, ^ou ^ar^fai^^ she cried, an expression of alarm ^ 

The D^e pointed to a small table — ** My Liquid Pork I ” he gasped. ^ i \ 

“Ah I of course I ” was her quick response, as she bounded across 
the room, and returned with an eleven-and-sixpenny bottle of ' ^ 4 

“Bolkin’s Liquid Pork, or, the Emaciated Invalid's Hog-wash”— A FAIR WARNING 

a stimulating, fiesh-creating, life-sustaining food; sold in bottles u-n t -ni « " 

at Is, lid,, 28. 9d,, $8. Id,, and 11s. 6d.,— of which she quickly I want you to give mb Five Shillings a week Pocket- 

poured out half a tumbler, and raised it to the quivering lips of the * , 

staggering old nobleman by her side. “How foolish of me not to little Chap. It *b too much 1 *' 

have thought of this before I ” she continued, renlenishing the glass* Well, I must have it. If you won’t, I shall go and Bet 1 \ 

which he emptied in feverish haste. — ■' ' - ' ■ - -N ' 

“I save threepence-halfpenny in a sovereign,” he went on, a THEORY A HO PEArTTOE 

wicked twinkle kindling in his eye as he spoW, “by taking the p M ^ />T • . « . . ^ 

eleven-and-sixpenny size— and that ts a consideration, my dear. If BepreserM dunng the Ferformancs of the ChristTnas Fantomme.) 
you don’t think so now, with all your young Hfe before you, you °OBm^Interior of Private Box. Grandfather Grandchildren 
will when you come to be my age 1 ” covered listening to the Overture, Father and Mother in attendance. 

He sank back in his arm-chair as he spoke, apparently about to Grandfather. Tes, my dears, I am glad to say that the afterpart 
deliver himself to the calm delights of a retrospective reverie. But is not to be discontinued. You are to [see the Clown, and the 
he was not destined to enjoy it. At that Pantaloon, and the Columbine, and the " 

/T® , moment a whiff of stifling smoke, quite choking Harlequin. 

C intensity, forced itself under the door. Chorus of Grandchildren. Oh! Oh, ^ 


A FAIR WARNING. 

“Daddy, I want you to give mb Five Shillings a week Pocket- 
money 1 ” 

“I couldn’t do it, my little Chap. It ’s too much 1 ’* 

** Well, I must have it. If you won’t, I shall go and Bet 1 ' 


in its intensity, forced itself under the door. Chorus of Grandchildren. 

In another moment the matter was soon ex- won’t that be delicious I 
plained. With a wild rush the buGer burst Grandfather. Yes, my dears, you will 
into the room. see the regular old-fashioned comic busi- 


Mj menial into the room, only too truly cor- and it was so amusing. He used to sing 
U roborated his statement. In a another moment a song — 

jW the fire had seized hold of the new furniture. Chorus [interrupting as the Curtain 
m and in greedy fury, as if it were some demon rises). Hush, Grandpa I it ’s going to 
m spirit, Uoked the walls with great tongues of begin! [The party subside, and direct their 
v' ' fiame. ^ attention to twenty sets or so of the most 

if “In the cupboard, my dear,” said the Duke, magniftcent scenery, illustrated hy gor^ 
the proud blood of his race coming to his aid geous Processions. The hands of the clc 




Peg-Top after eeeiag a 
Pantomime. 


the proud blood of his race coming to his aid geous Processions, The hands of the clock revolve, leaving Might 
, ^ a perfect and commanding coolness in and reaching JEleven, when Grand Transformation takes place, 

the face of the terrible danger that fac^ him, “you will find amidst various coloured fires. jT^cw enter Old Christmas Clown, 
three pans of Jobson’s Patent Eire Annihilating Essence. It is Old Christmas Clown. Here we are again! How are you 
advertised as inf allihle. Give^ one to the butler, take one yourself, to-morrow ? 

and give the third to me. This appears to be a good opportunity for Chorus of Children. Oh, we are so tired I And we have heard 
testing its efficacy.” _ _ that before! 

The qnick bright girl instantly obeyed his injunction. The cans Mother, And I am afraid we shall miss our train, 

were distributed, and opened. A colourless gas was liberated. In Father. And the roads are so bad ! 

a lf^s®conds the fiames were entirely quenched. ^ Grandfather. Well, well, perhaps we had better go ; but in my 

, : said tiie old Duke, fiingmg himself back into his arm- time we all used to enjoy it so mneh. [Aside,] Ana perhaps, after 

cnair with a sigh of relief. “And now, Angelica, my dear, you all, the red-hot poker business is rather stale at the end of the 
can tell me why you came to see me I ” Nineteenth Century I 

* ^ * [fSxeunt the Party, plus five’^sixths of the Audience. 
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Another Aunt, For shame, Fbed I If you doa’t know who is re- 
VOCES POPUU. ^nsible for your poor mother’s low roiiits, others do ! 

, „„ i OHEISTMAS EOMP. Jfr. W M w.',. 

Scene —Mrs. CHipPEBPiELD’si)r«M?in^-roo7n, Itts after the Christmas why the revelry should not oommence P 

dinner, and the Gentlemen have not yet appeared^ Mrs. C. is Mr. C. No— don^t let’s waste anymore time. Miss Zeefie says 
laboriously attempting to he gracious to her Brother's Fiancie, she will write down on the top of her paper “ Who met whom 
whose acquaintance she has made for the first time^ and with (must he a Lady and Gentleman in the party, you know), then she 

whom she t$ disappointed. Married Sisters and Maiden Aunts folds it down, and passes it on to the next, who writes, What he 

confer in corners with a sleepy acidity. said to her’’— the next, “ What she said to him”— next, “What 

First Married Sister {to Second). I felt quite sorry for Feed, to the consequences were,” and the last, “What the world said.” j 
see him sitting there, looking— and no wonder— so ashamed of him- Capital game— first-rate. Now, then ! I 

self— but I always will say, and I always must say, Casolin’e, that {.The whole party pap papers in silence from one to another, and 
fi , if ^ you and Eobeet had been firmer scribble industriously with hnitted brows. *' 

' ^ "^^h him when he was younger, he Mr. C. Time’s up, all of you. I’ll read the first paper aloud. 

would never have turned out so badly ! {Glances at it, ana explodes.) He-hel — ^this is really very^ funny. 

Now, there’s my Geoeq-e &o., &c. {Reads.) “ IJncle Joseph met Aunt Caeoune at the— ho— ho I— the 

Mrs. C. {to the Fiancee). Well, my Empire I He said to her, ‘ What are the wild waves saying f ’ and 
^ approve of young men she said to him, ‘It’s time you were taken away !’ The consequences 
getting engaged until they have some were that they both went and had their hair cut, and the world said 
prespeets of being able to marry, and they had always suspected there was something between them I ” 

^ ^ Aior was always my favourite Cncle J. I consider that a piece of confounded impertinence! 


o and I’ve seen so much misery 

./ ' ^ from long engagements. However, we 

must hope for the best, that ’s all I 


Aunt C. It ’s not true. I never met Joseph at the Empire. ^ dcm’t 
go to such places. I didnH think I should be insulted like this — 


- — — — • - ■ - a JL wvbv#* u tiJJLXJJLJX JL DJJL^ tLAUi LFO XJXDLLLUwLL * ■ UXIAO 

A Maiden Aunt {to Sepnd Ditto). Exactly what struck me, ( —on Christmas too ! 

M-AETHA. One waiter would have been quite sufficient, and if Jahes Aunts^ Chorus. Feed again ! 

"Tit T f]^a?ipagne, he might have given us a Httle [ They regard Family Failure indignantly, 

more oi it ; I m sme I d little more than foam in my glass ! And Mr. C. There, then, it was all fun— no harm meant, I ’ll read the 
every plate as cold as a stone, and yon and I the oidy people who next. “Mr. Limpett met Miss Zeffie in the Burlington Arcade, 
were not considered worthy of silver forks, and the children enconr- He said to her, ‘ 0, yon little duck ! ’ She said to Mm, ‘ Fowls are 

^ Joseph Podkoee made such a cheap to-day ! ’ The consequences were that they never smiled 

because he s well off— and not enough sweetbread to go agam, and the world said, ‘ What price hot potatoes?”’ {Every- 
’ fhank goodness, we needn’t dine here for body looks depressed.) H’m— not bad—butithinkwe’llplaysome- 
J \ a ± J. , . ^OW. [Zw^FiE perceives that AmY is not pleased with her. 

door). Botvj to cut you short in your Tommy. {To Uncle Joseph), Uncle, why didn’t you carve at 
T Limpett; but fact is. being Christmas night, dinner ? ^ , y u au t y u oarye aii 

^ sooner and all have a bit of a romp Uncle J. Well, Tommy, because the carving was done at a side 
US-ready for any- table— and uncommon badly done, too. Why do you want to know? 

Parpar thouglft you’Wci ca4. f kiow. Hrtdd 

Corner, something to cheer us all up, eh ? Won’t anyone Mummy she must ask you, because 

w - [«*eneraZea:jpms«ono/pfoo>nyiJ<ininess. Mrs. C. {With a prophstie instinet.) Now, Tommt, you musta’t 

you few ni^Ld Zeppxe, tease your Unole, Come away, and tell your new Aunt what 

of games -what’s that one yon played at home, you^’re gomg to do with your Christmas boxes. 

, . , Tommy. But mayn’t I teU him what Parpar said, first? 

inde^ I ^ by— not now! [She averts the. dangtrr. 

moeea, i couldn t. reaUy ! ___ [Later ; the Comvanv are vlavina “ Wide t.he rM,«hie ■ » ,• « 


indeS I codAtt^ V'^a// ^ ^^y by— not now! [She averts the. danger. 

Mn'c W Ji-ii .Af „ • T . V A . po”m P/«y»«y “ Side the Thimlle ; ” i.e., some- 

sav Uncle ? ^fil set us going, I m sure— what do you one has planted that article in a place so conspicuous that few 

Uncle Jospnh WaII t wirATi>f «* • a t.i_ ^ould expect to find it there. As each person catches sight of it, he 

jSfr 5 . (7 But * vou see no to a quiet rubber. ^ or she sits down, Tlnalet is still, to the general merriment, 

•nflclr nV enr/lfl i-J +u cau t pluy lu that, aud there is a '^o/ndering about and getting angrier every moment. 

are goneZd I do^t ®T+I^®>-® J ^ ^^aow two of the aoes Mr. C. That ’s it, Uncle, you ’?e ».«rm4ou ’re getting warm ! 
time^we’Xia Shii cards were there the last Uncle J. {BoHing over.) Warm, Sir? 1 am watm-and some- 

A and come in on il- The Children. Then do you give it up? Do you want to he 

s°“ething-yo« can play told? my, it’s staring you in Cface^l the time? ^ 

Mr TAmnpff T-f T v x x t ^ Y* J ^ ^^.re whether it ’s staring or not — I don’t want 

^fey?® *®-Oat, I prefer, so soon after to be told anything more about it. 


I <Btitiat TiA+"fA Utti, X ijreier, so soon amer w oe toia anything more about it. 

6 VA wAuugM Aur you, suggest something better— or shut up I ioa* out up— and out up rough, too I 

Mr. 0. Now then I,.™ alternative. Mre. Q. But what did you teU him ? 

EMitT? P“«®°f Paper, Tommy, Why, o^y 4at Paroar^ed him to oome to-night 

out of it. you re going to play— we can’t leave you because he was sure to out up well. You said I might 1 

Amt Caroline. No. James I’d TofliAr i.,«v a „ » T'rompt departure of Tommy / or bed; moralising by 


more about it. 


®'® 4 ,J’ams, I’d rattier look on, and see you all 
^® spirits now I 

you know. Let’s he 


jolly while 
Aunt C. 


- 1 v^xiriBtmaa~ Ti m a yi 

^ we can— give her a pencil, Emily f 
I can t, really, x ou must excuiE 
iket; but, when I think that I mavn’i 


excuse me. I know I ’m a 


L humorous side to everytMngl 


-uugm w oe as saie as tne iJanE:. - ijt. ahd Soh” (tMs suggests 
G. O. M. and Master Heebbet) should bring out The Lovers’ Note- 
paper, and call it “ Papier Mashy.” 
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BLACK AND WHITE; OE, THE PHANTOM STEED! 

(A Typical Ghost Story for Christmas, ly a Witness of the Truth.) 

I WAS walking in one of the slums in the neighbourhood of Oxford 
Street, some years ago, and always fond of horse-flesh (I had driven 
—as a boy— -a bathing-machine for my pleasure along the wild coast 
line of the great Congo Continent) was greatly attracted by a hack 
standing within the shafts of a cart 
belonging to a funeral furnisher. Like 
many of its class, the horse was jet 
bla^ek, with a long flowing tail and a 
man^ to match. As I gazed upon the 
creature the driver came out of the 
shop (to which doleful establishment the 
equipage belonged) and drove slowly 
away. I felt forced to follow, and soon 
found myself outside a knacker’s yard. 

Guessing the intention of the driver to 
treat his steed as only fit for canine 
food, I oflered to purchase the seemingly 
doomed animal. To my surprise, the 
man expressed his willingness to treat 
with me, and suggested that I might 
have the carcase at the rate of 4s 11 je?. 
a pound. Considering the price not 
excessive, I agreed, and, having weighed 
the horse at an automatic weighing 
machine, I handed over £100— in notes. 

Then the first strange thing happened. 

Before I could replace my pocket-book 
in its reoeptable in my coat, the driver 
had absolutely vanished I I could not 
see him anywhere. I was the more 
annoyed at this, as I found that (by mistake) I had given him notes 
on the Bank of Elegance, which everyone knows are of less value 
than notes on the Bank of England. However, it was too late to 
search for the vendor, and I walked away as I could, leading by the 
bridle the steed I had so recently acquired. 

It was now necessary to get quarters for the night, but I found, 
at that advanced hour, that many of the 
leading hotels were either full or unwilling 
to supply me with a bedroom-and-stable- 
combined until the morning. I was refused 
firmly but civilly at the Gr'and, the M^tro- 
pole, the Grosvenor, and the Pig and Whistle 
Tavern, South East Hackney. At the latter 
caravanserai, the night-porter (who was 
busying himself cleaning the pewter pots) 
suggested that I should go to Bath. Adopt- 
ing this idea, I mounted my steed (which 
answered, after a little practice, to the name 
of Cats^^^meat), and took the Old Eent Road 
until I reached St. Albans. 

Everything comes to him It y^as now morning, and the old abbey 
waits, stood out in grand outline against the 
glorious scarlet of the setting sun. Entering an inn, I called for 
refreshment for man and beast, and, having authority for consider- 
ing myself qualified to act as representative of botl^ consxuned 
the double portion. Thinking about the whiskey I had just 
discussed, as 1 rode along, I came to a milestone, standing on its 






head, and a sign-post in the last stage of hopeless intoxication. 
It was here that a police constable turned his lantern upon me "with 
a pertinacity that apparently was calculated to challenge observation. 
Annoyed, but not altogether surprised, I declared my opinion that 
it was aU right,” and fell asleep. When I awoke, I found that 
I had travelled some hundreds of miles, and, strange to say, my 
horse was as good as when it had started. From what I could 
gather from the signs on the road (I have been accustomed ip 
Forestry from my earliest childhood), it 
seemed to me that, while I was slumber- 
ing, I must have passed Macclesfield, 
Ramsgate, Richmond (both in Surrey 
and in Torksbire), and was now close to 
the weirdest spot in all phantom-popu- 
lated Wiltshire— a place in its rugged 
desolation suggestive of the Boundless 
Prairies and Bitffalo Bill — Wild- 
Westbury 1 Greatly fatigued, I entered 
a second inn, and enjoyed a hearty meal, 
which was also a simple one. 1 am a 
liquidarian, and take no animal or 
vegetable food, and have not tasted fish 
for nearly a quarter of a century. 

When I wished to continue my 
journey to Bath, I found Oats^^meat so 
disinclined to move, that I thought the 
best thing to do in the interest of pro- 
gress, was to carry him myself. He was 
very light— so light that I imagined the 
automatic weighing-machine must have 
been out of order when I tested it. 
Almost in a trance I walked along, until, 
stumbling, I fell, and dropped Cati -meat 
into a well. And then another strange 
thing happened. The horse with its jet-black tail and mane, emerged 
from the water as white as snow I Apparently annojed at the treat- 
ment to which it had been accidentally subjected, it fled away, and 
I lost sight of it amongst the hills that 
overlook Wild-Westbury. And then 
the strangest thing of all happened, 'and 
has been happening ever since ! 

In clear weather, on the side of one of 
these hills. Cats* -meat, in the habit as 
he stood when he left the weR on that 
fatal day, may be seen patiently waiting 
until the time shall arrive when he shall 
receive a coat of blacking, a companion 
steed to share with him his labours, and 
a hearse I I am not the only person who 
has seen him thus. The spectre (if it »■ 
be a spectre) is known for miles around, ^ 
and has been watched by thousands. , 

Nay, more. On occasions of great re- 
joicing, when merry-making has been - . .. 

the ofder of the day or niglt, several 

C«i»’-mea<ahaveap]^earedtothe oarous- The Annual Indi- 

:-a-dozen— nay, 


Speaking for myself, if I have seen one _ 
more — ^with hills to match I And those who do not believe me can 
continue the journey I once commenced, and (after I have wished 
them a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year) proceed to— Bath I 



CHBISTMAS “CEACKEBS.” 

PLTO-PtTDDiNaneverdis- 
agrees with me, however 
much I take oj it. No 
more do mince -pies, no 
matter how many I eat. 
Steaming hot-and-strong 
gin - punch is the most 
wholesome leverage ; so, 
also, is brandy-punch. It 
can’t harm anybody who, 
on the Pickwickian prin- 
ciple, “takes enou^ of 
it.” Both beverages go 
admirably with cigars and 
pipes. If you have any- 
thing like a headache on 
Boxmg-day morning, de- 
pend upon it, it comes 
from abstemiousness in 
drinking, eating, and 
smoking. 



LiTEBAnY Arrn Dbamatio.— It is now generaRy known, and,^ if not,^ it is 
high time it should be, that A Million of Money, advertised as original, is only 
an instance of genuine “ translation ” from Old Drury Lane to Covent Garden, 
where it ought to continue its previous success. 


Shakspeaee at Tuije- 
Tide.— E xceRent arrange- 
ments at the Lyceum for 
Christmas. Genial 
wood is to be performed 
only on a Friday. For the 
rest,— no not “the rest” 
where so much work is in- 
volved, — ^for “ the remain- 
der” of the week, the 
Master of the Shakspearian 
Revels gives us Much Ado 
Alout Nothing, with our 
Ellen and Hen^t ^ as 
Beatrice and Benedick, 
and wiRi aR its memorable 
glory of costume and 
scenery,— a Shakspearian 
revival weR (worthy to be 
reckoned as among the 
foremost of aR the at- 
tractions oflered by the 
theatres this Christmas. 
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CHRISTMAS EVE AT THE MOATED GRANGE. 

Emily {in the midst of Aunt Marianna! s hloodrcurdling Ghost Story), HtrsH I Listek I Thbeb 's a Door b angino somewhere down- 


stairs 1 — ^AND YET THE SERVANTS HAVE GONE TO BeD. 


George, do just run down and see what it can be ! " 

[^George wishes himself "bach at Charterhouse, 


^^KEEP THE POT A-BOILING’/^ 


{A Seasonable 

Christmas corns s once more, 
Well-beloved Old Father I 
Though the season 's hoar, 

Warm hia welcome— rather I 
Parties come and go, 

True to him our heart is, 

With his beard of snow, 

Best of (Christmas) Parties ! 

Say the day is chill, 

Say the weather 's windy, 

He brings warm good-will, 

Hot heart- freezing shindy,’ 

“ Union ! ” is his cry,— 

Hearts and hands and voices. 
Confraternity 
His kind sonl rejoices. 

When the youngsters slide 
On the frozen river. 

As they glow and glide, 

Do they shrink or shiver ? 

Hay ; nor dread nor doubt 
Their brisk sport is spoiling, 
j Gleefully they shout, 

I Keep the Pot a-boiling I ” 

Keep it ? Ay, by Jove ! 

We are on out mettle, 

’Tis a game we love 
More than Pot and Kettle. 
Poorish sport that same, 

Angry mutual blackening. 

Here * s a merrier game. [ing ? 

Pull up there I Who *s slaoken- 
Not the leader, Punch ! 

On he goes, amazing, 


Suggestion,) 

To the rest his hunch 
Like a beacon blazing. 

Not Old Father XI 
How the Ancient goes it I 
’Tis a sight to vex 
Malice, and he knows it ; 

Not young Master Bnii I 
At the game he^B handy, 

Nor has much the pull 
Of his pal, young Sandt ; 

Not that dark-eyed girl 
With her cloak a-dying, 

She can swing and swirl 
With the boys. She ^s trying 
Everything she knows. 

As for Master Paddt, 

Whoop there I Down he goes I 
Bumped a bit, poor laddy I 
What then ? At this game 
Who would be a stopper 
Just because he came 
Now and then a cropper ? 

Up and on once more, 

Chance by courage foiling I 
Hark the jovial roar 1 
“ Keep the Pot a-boiling ! ” 

Father Christmas, hail I 
Sure ’tis flagrant folly 
Now to rave and rail. 

Truce— beneath your holly I 
Darkest England waits 
Care Co-operative ; 

I Mood that most elates 
I Is to-day— the dative’'! 


You we need not doubt, 

You fre no “ Grecian ” giver. 
Many “ cold without,^’ 
Foodless, hopeless, shiver ; 
Many a poor man^s pot, 

Even at your season, 

With no pudding hot 
Bubbles, Is 't not treason 


Unto more than kings 
To waste time in fighting 
Whilst such crooked things 
Stand in need of righting ? 
In the name of those 
Starving, suffering, toiling, 
Let our quarrels close — 

“ Keep the Pot a-boiling I 


FIGHTING THE FOG. 

{A Seasonable Hint ) 

Sir,— I have read several letters in the papers complaining of the 
fog, and asking not only how one is to protect the system from its 
injurious effects, but also soliciting information as to how one is to 
' safeguard oneself against street accident, if obliged to quit the 
premises during its prevalence. The first is simple enough. Get a 
complete diver’s suit, put it on, and let an attendant follow you 
with a pumping apparatus, for the purpose of supplying you with 
the fumes of hydro-bi-carbon (Dajfpx’s solution) in a state of sus- 
pension. This will considerably assist the breathing. To avoid 
street accident, wear an electric (Swann) light, five hundred candle 
power, on the top of your hat, round the brim of which, in case of 
accident, yon have arranged a dozen lighted night-lights. Strap a 
Duplex Reflector on to your back, and fasten a Hanpm cab-lamp 
on to each knee. Let a couple of hoys, bearing flaming links, and 
beating dinner-gongs, clear the way for you, while you yourself 
shout Here comes the Bogie ManP^ or any other appropriate 
ditty, through a fog-horn, which you carry in one hand, while you 
spring a policeman’s ancient rattle vigorously with the other. You 
will, if thus provided, get along capitally. Be careful at crossings, 
for your sudden appearance might possibly frighten an omnibus 
horse or two, and cause trouble. 

I haven’t tried all this yet myself, but a friend of mine at Colney 
Hatch assures me he has, and found it a great success. As I think, 
therefore, it may ^rove a boon to your numerous readers, I place it 
at your disposal with much pleasure, and have the honour to be, Sir, 
Your obedient servant, A Cautious Card. 



KEEP THE POT A-BOILING 1 



PUNCH, OH THE LONDON CHAEIYAM.— Decbmbkb 27, 1890. 



Beobkbbb 27} 1890.] 


309 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


THE CHRISTMAS COLLEGE FAIRY. 

Chapter I . — The Strange Visitor, 

On the evening* of the 24th of December, 1874, the Senior Dean of 
St. MiehaeFs, the Keverend Henry Btoeowes, was sitting in his com- 
fortable rooms in the Oreat Court. He had, for reasons of his own, de- 
cided to spend the 
Christmas Yaca- 
tion in Cam- 
bridge. His 
bed-maker, Mrs. 
JoGGiNS, had 
entered a mild 
protest, but it 
had been una- 
vailing. Mr. 
Bubbowes was a 
man of forbid- 
ding aspect and 
of unbending 
character. Dur- 
ing the five years 
that he had held 
his ofOlce, he had 
enforced disci- 
pline at the point 
of the bayonet, 
as it were, and 
he boasted with 
pardonable pride 
that he had 
broken the spirit 
of the haughtiest 
and least tractable of the Undergraduates. Everybody had been 
gated at eight o^ clock. Many had been sent down. Tears and 
denunciations were alike unavailing. The ruthless Dean had pur- 
sued his course without flinching, A very mild reading-man had at- 
tempted his life by dropping a Liddell and Scott on to his head from 
a first-floor room. This abandoned youth had been screened by his 
comrades, and had ultimately escaped in spite of, the efforts of the 
justly incensed Dean. 

It was nine o^clock. The bells at St. Mary’s were ringing the 
customary curfew. The Dean was seated before the fire m his 
arm-chair. An open book, a treatise on some abstruse question of 
pure mathematics, lay on the table by his side. He was meditating 
on his past exploits, and planning new punishments. But somehow 
there was a strange sinking at his heart. What could be the reason 
of it ? The dinner in hall had been of the usual moderate exoeUenoe, 
he had only drunk a bottle and a half of claret. “ Pshaw,’’ he said, 
“this is folly. I have not been severe enough. Conscience re- 
proaches me. I am unmanned.” He rose and paced about the room. 
At this moment his door opened, and the familiar figure of Mrs. 
JoGGiNS appeared. 

“Beg your pardon, Sir,” she said, hesitatingly, “I thought you 
called.” 

“ Ho, Mrs. JoGGiNS,” said the Dean. “ I did not call. 

Are you not rather late in College f Is it usual for you 

to stay ” Here the Dean stopped abruptly. He rubbed 

his eyes, and clung to his book-shelf for support. His 
hair stood on end, and Ms knees shook. In fact he ex- 
pressed terror in a thoroughly orthodox manner, for he 
had suddenly become aware that there was in the face of 
Mrs. JoGGiNS a strange radiance, and that two gossamer 
wings had suddenly appeared on her back in place of the 
substantial shawl she was wont to wear, Mr. Btjbbowes 
gazed * * * then consciousness forsook Mm. 

Chapter II.— -4 Strange Storg, 

How long he lay he knew not. When he came to Mm- 
self it was broad daylight, and he was walking through 
the Great Court hand in h^d withjMrs. Joggiks. 

“ See,” she said, “ there is Dr. Gorgias,” and sure 
enough there stood the redoubtable Master in the centre 
of one of the grass-plots in a bright red dressing-gown 
and slippers, with an embroidered smoking-cap upon Ms 
head. He was engaged in distributing crumbs to a con- 
gregation of sparrows and thrushes and redbreasts. 

‘ * Good morning, Bubrowes,” said the Master ; ‘ * how ’s 
your poor feet ? Can you catch. One, two, three, heads ! ” 
and with that he flung the crust he held in his hand at 
the astounded Dean, and landed him fairly on the right 
cheek. Dr. Gorgias then executed a pirouette, kissed 
his hand to Mrs. Joggins, and disappeared into the 
Master’s lodge. “From this good man,” said Mrs. 

Jogghsts to the Dean, “you may learn a lesson of un- 


assuming kindness ; but time presses ; we must hurry on. By virtue 
of the power vested in me by the Oueenof the Fairies, whose ambas- 
sadress I am in Grantaford, I have summoned back to St. Michael’s 
all the Undergraduates. You shall see them.” In vain the miser- 
able Dean protested that he had seen too much of them. The Fairy 
JoGGiNS was inexorable. She waved her wand, a yard of butter 
congealed to the hardness of oak ^ the frosty morning, and in a 
moment the Court was filled with Undergraduates. They were all 
smoking, and suddenly the Dean became aware that he too had a 
lighted cigar in Ms mouth, and was puffing at it. At the same 
moment he discovered that he was wearing a disgracefully battered 
college-cap, and a brilliant “blazer,” lately invented by a rowdy 
set as the badge of their dining Club. He shuddered, but it was 
useless. He put his hand in Ms coat-pocket. It contained a 
bottle of champagne. 

The Undermdfuates now formed a procession and be^an to defile 
ast him. ‘^Smoking in the Court^ Jhalf-a-crown,” said one, in a 
readful voice. “ Mr. Biterowbs irregular in his attendance^ at 
Chapel, gated at eight.” roared a second. “ Mr, Burro wes persist- 
ently disorderly, sent down for the term,” shouted a third ; and then 
they all began to caper round the hapless man whom the Fairy dueen 
had betrayed into their power. They taunted him and reviled him, 
“ You have ruined our homes, poisoned our fathers’ happiness, under- 
mined the trusting confidence of our mothers. You have been a bad 
man. You must perish I ” and thus the dreadful chorus went on 
while the Dean stood stupidly in the centre of the throng puffing 
violently at one of the largest cigars ever seen in St, Michael’s. At 
last the Fairy waved her wand again, and in a moment the shouts 
ceased and the crowd disappeared. “ See,” she said, “ the result of 
intemperate disciplinarian zeal I ” But Mr. Burrowes neither heard 
nor heeded. He had collapsed. 

Chapter in,'--W{delAwahe ! 

It was Christmas Morning. Mr. Burrowes was still sitting in his 
chair before the fire-place, but the fire was out. He woke and 
looked round. Mrs. Joggins had just come in, and was staring at 
him in surprise. 

“Lor, Sir,” she said, “what a turn you give me, sitting here in 
^our keepinLroom. I never knew you to do sech a thing before as 
sit up all night.” But the Dean had fallen on Ms knees before her, 
and was babbling out prayers for pardon and vows of reform. 

Chapter IY.— .<4 Christmas Morn, 

In the following term the whole system of College management 
was changed. Mr. Burrowes from a tyrant turned into the most 
amiable of men. The Undergraduates became idyllic. Even Dr. 
Gorgias submitted to the benign influence of the Fairy Joggins. 
But it is noticeable that Mr. Burrowes who still resides at St. 
Michael’s, objects to any mention of the Christmas of 1874. This is 
the only exception to his universal amiability. 

THE ENT). 


“ A Toy Toujours,” — Old French motto for Truth distribution of 
Toys at Christmas time. 


THE CRY OE THE CITY CLERK. 

{Disappointed of a Saturday Afternom-Cs Skating.) 


I KNEW, I knew it would not last— 
’Twas hard, ’twas hopeful, but ’tispast. 
Ah I ever thus, from boyhood’s hour, 

I ’ve seen my fondest hopes decay. 

I never trusted Jack Frost’s power. 

But Jack Frost did my trust betray. 
I never bought a pair of skates 
On Friday— I am in the law— 

But, ere 1 started with my mates 
On Saturday, ’twas sure to thawl 
How, too— the prospect seemed divine— 
They skated yesterday, I knew, 

And now, just as I ’m going to dine. 
The sun^ comes out, the skies grow 
blue, ^ 

Ere we at Wimbledon can meet, 

Those horrid gaps I— that treacherous 
sludge I 

I shall not get one skimmer fleet. 

After my long and sloppy trudge. 

Ho go I One more lost Saturday I 
To skating’s joys I ’m still a 
stranger. 

I sit and curse the melring ray, 

In wMch my hopes all mm away— 

It means soft loe, chill slop, and 

“Dangerlll” 



An Ice Amusemexit. 
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frere,^* said DlNAEZA.DE 

^ Jacqdis Mobley to Schehe- 

EAZADE HAECOimT, “«»row« 
r • f '/ » / dotmiez pas^ je vous supplie, 

// y{ W^i9 en attendant la jour y qui par- 
' 1 yl I ■ '-fl /j'/jVm hientoty da me raconter 

I '.ri ///- ' ✓ ilillS/ ‘■/j/lw un da ces beaux conies qua VOU8 

' '‘iV /■/.>./< M .'///m 

#/-;■ .VW MWM ‘'Certainly, my dear Jack,” 
z //>''' Jim ‘ y// r /iM said Scheheea zade. 

M' / ''I'! fl'iR How Dinabzade did not like 

//# tliis flippant tone of address. 

Jj M yM^Srl \ recorded 

' r^'/ / \ by Sttahstead (a firentleman of 

/f! ' Mk ^ \ whose patronage he is proud) 

f I **' 

f / / f liberties with. For Schehe- 

/ I EAZADE, taking mean adyan- 

^ French agglome- 
ration of letters which did not 
fW represent his name, to hail him 

^ ** Jace^’ was characteristic, 

and therefore undesirable, 
^ ^Tlr^ But, as everybody knows, 

Dinabzade, at the approach 
of each successive morning, 
was obliged to make this appeal to his brother, in order to circumvent the 
bloodthirsty designs of the Sultan (for particulars of which, see original). So 
he dissembled his anger, and Scheheeazade proceeded to tell the History of 
the Second Old Man, and the Black Dog. 

“Sire,” he said, “whilst the Merchant and the First Old Man, who con- 
ducted the hind, went their way, there arrived another Old Man, who led a black 
dog, and who forthwith proceeded to relate his history, ‘ We were, you know,’ 
he remarked, leaning wearily on his staff, ‘ two brothers, this dog that you see, 
and myself. In early life we were not tied by those bonds of affection that should 
exist in family circles. In fact, on one occasion, 1 had to put my brother in 
prison. He had not at that period assumed the four-footed condition in which 
you now behold him. He walked about on two legs, like the rest of us, ate and 
drank, made love, and made merry. After he had been in prison some time, suc- 
cessinl interposition was made on his behalf by a friend named Le Sieur O’Sbat. 
But that (as Epdtaed Kippiing observes) is another story. 

“ * Some time after my brother came to me and proposed to moke a long journey 
involving close business relations with him. I at first declined his proposition. | 
You have been in business some time,” I said to jhim, “ and what have you I 
gained ? Who is to assure me that I shall be more fortunate than you ? ” 

“ ‘ In vain he encouraged me to stake my fortune with him, hut he returned so 
often to the charge that, having through six years constantly resisted his 
solicitations, I at last yielded. I realised all my property, took my brother into 
partnership, stocked our vessel exclusively with Home Rule goods, and set out 
on our voyage. 

“ ‘ We arrived safely, did a great stroke of business with onr wares, bought those 
the country, and set forth on our return voyage. Justias we were ready 
to re-embark X met on the seashore a lady, not at all bad looking, but very 
meanly dressed. She approached me, kissed my hand, b^ged me to take her 
for my wife, and conduct her to my home across the sea. This may seem to our 
friend Jack Mobley a somewhat hasty proceeding. Jack is a philosopher, but 
1 am tbe Second Old Man, a mere child of nature. I took her into Bond Street, 
and bought her a new dress, and, having duly married her, we set sail. Perhaps 
1 should add that her maiden name was Ieeland. 

“ ‘ My brother and she got on very well at first, and he loudly professed to 
idiare the esteem and (considering she was my wife I may say) affection with 
which I regarded her. But suddenly a change came over mm. One night 
whilst we slept he threw us overboard into the sea. My wife turned out to 
be a fairy, and, as you may imagine, she was not born to be drowned. As 
for me I was, so to speak, on my way to be as dead as a herring, when she 
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seized me and transported me to an isle. When it was 
day the fairy said to me, •“ You see, my husband, that in 
saving your life I have not badly recompensed you. I 
am, as you doubtless begin to suspect, a fairy. Finding 
myself on the seashore when you were about to embark, 
I felt strongly drawn towards you. Desiring to prove 
tbe goodness of your heart, I presented myself in the 
disguise with which you are familiar. It was, I admit, 
a trifle shabby. You have used me generously, I am 
delighted to have found occasion to repay you ; but as 
for that brother of yours, I am death on him. I shall 
never rest till I have taken his life. ” 

“ ‘ “ I beg you to do no such thing,” I said. 

“ ‘ “ I will sink his vessel and send him to the bottom 
of the sea,” she insisted. 

“ ‘ After much endeavour I managed to appease her 
wrath, and in the twinkling of an eye, before you could 
say “ Ali Baba I ” she had transported me back to my 
own house. On entering I found this black dog who 
stared strangely at me. 

“ ‘ “ My husband,” said the fairy “ do not be surprised 
to see this dog here ; be is your brother. He has behaved 
in a most shocking way towards you. He has maligned 
you, misrepresented you, threatened you, even called 
you a Orand Old Spider. I have condemned him to 
remain in this state till you have concluded your little 
transactions in Home Rule.” 

“ ‘ “ But my dear I ” I said.’ ” 

At these words Schbheeazade, remarking that it was 
daybreak, ceased to pursue his narrative. 

To a Modern Minstrel. 

{After Kingsley.) 

Be puff’d, dear boy, and let who will he clever ; 

Write catchy things, not good ones, all day long, 
And make a name to-day, and not for ever, 

By one weak song. 



FEHVODK IN 


Vnpromising Individual {suddenly-^his - 
\passion)^ “ She^s mot unney ; 


THE FOa. 

y — his voice vibrating with 


OiM 'eb JoyI ” 
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Tit-Willow, 291 

To a Correspondent, 253 ^ 

To a Feather-headed Poet, 87 
To a Modem Minstrel, 310 
To a Trumpeting Democrat, 14L. 

To Canada, 93 

To Engelberg and Back, 184, 197, 213, 221 
Tomato-Cure for Dyspepsia (The), 39 
To Mrs. H. M. Stan% 27 
To Mr. Stanley, 192 
■ To my Umbrella, 156 
Too Clever by Half, 21 , 

“ Too uaany Cooks I "'42 
, Tootheries (The), 207 


To’Pyixha'on the Thames, 65 
To the Big Bacillicide, 267 
To the Champion (Cricket) County, 108 
To the Right Wheel, Barrow I 9 
Tourney (The), 170 
Touting for Tourists, 9 
Tricks upon Travellers, 111 
“ Twinkle, twinkle, little Star ’’ 361 
Valid Excuse (A), 17 
Verses for a Violinist, 169 
Very Much at Sea, 48 
“Very Short Holiday" (A), 88, 117 
Voces Populi, 4, 13, 33, 52, 86, 100, 132, 
195, 219, 239, 242, 289, 304 
Wai.k Up I 249 
“Wanted,” 335, 153 

Wanted— a Society for the Protection of 
“Celebrities,” 201 
Ware Snake I 123 

“Wax to receive, and Marble to retain," 40 
“ Wedded to the Moor," 120 
Week by Week, 1, 15, 28, 51, 83 
What It will Come to, 3 
What the Tame Rabbit said to the Grand 
Old Gardener, 107 
“Where Ignorance is Bliss," 280 
“ Why not Live out of London ?” 97 
Wigs and Radicals, 245 
Winter Opera, 209 

Winter Season at Covent Garden, 193 
Woman’s Happiest Hour, liO 
Wonderful Shillingsworth (A), 292 
Word to John Burns (A), 129 
Write and Wrong, 2^2 
“ Ye Gods, what a terrible Twist I" 174 
Young Spai'k and the Old Flame (The), 2S0 

LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

Another Victim, 115 
Babes in the Wood (The), 295 
Between the Quick and the Dead, 247 
Bnrish Lion and the German Fox C-The), 

Close of the Innings (The), 79 
“ Death and his Brother Sleep,” U3 
Family Question (A), 187 
From the Nile to the Neva, 67 
“ Hercules (County) Concilians," 175 
“ Hope Deferred,” 19 
In Difficulties I 2®3 
“ In the Air 1 " 126, 127 
“ In Trouble," 7 
“ Keep the Pot a-hoiliiig I ’’ 205 
“ Laidly Worm " of London— and Young 
County Council (The), 235 
Lying Spirit (The), 31 
McGladstone (The), 199 
Might he Better ! 91 
“ Our Turn Now I " 55 
Parliamentary “Ancient Manner" 
(The), 259 

Quicksand I (The), 139 
“ Same Old Game !” 223 
“Separatists,” 271 
“Shadowed ! " 103 
Tipperary Junction, 211 
“ Too Many Cooks ! ’ 43 


SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 

Admiralty Lords on a Diving Inspec- 
tion, 95 

Amateur Photographic Pest (The), 166 
ionerican Ladies’ Visit to Rome, 6 
American Pig in a Poke (An), 146 
Amusements for the Gallery — and the 
Hob, 190 

Arry in St. Petersburgh, 227 
’Arry on the Boulevards, 74 
Artist and Critic in a Wood, 246 
Artist’s Wife carrying his Sketching 
Materials, 18 

Augustus Harris’s Day-Dream, 4 
Bancroft as General Booth, 241 
Barristers’ Manners in Court, 267 
Bellona and the Magazine R-fle, 2£4 
Britannia and the Hindoo Woman, 182 
British Cavalry, 358 

Captain's Dream of Drowned Fishers (A), 
183 

Carriages Waiting at Two a.m., 54 
Child of the Period and the Vicar, 222 
Christmas Eve at the Grange, £06 
Cleopatra in Pans, 208 
Clergyman inviting Friend to Dinner, 157 
Clergyman’s High Grouse, 195 
Collapse of “ Corner Men,” 131 
Columbia and the Indian Snake, 266 
Cottage “ Scene ” in the Highlands, 49 
Demon Alps (The), If 5 
Doctor “ Kills Two Birds with One 
Stone,” 130 
Dressed Crab, 301 
Early Rising to go “ Cubbing," 153 
Effie Stung by a Wasp, 75 
English and French Journalists, 359 
English Lady and Scotch Tourist at a 
Table d'h6te, 186 

i Epigrammatist and the Waiter (The), 51 
Excavators at Old Gent’s Door, 15 
Fancy Portrait of'the Phylloxera, 110 
Flattering Milliner and Customer, 279 
Footman and North Country Beer, 239 
Frivolous Lady and a R.A., 22 
Funny Man and X^aiter at Dinner, 282 
Gamekeeper and a Random Shot, 191 
General Booth as Don Quixote, 255 
German Music-Master’s Polite Request 
(A), 167 

Gladstone and Madame Patti's Vuice 
Lozenges, 208 

Going to Church by Boat, 59 
Golf and Lawn-Teiinis Tourney, 170 
Golfing on the Sea-shore, 113 
GrandolpU Viewing the Horses, 70 
Guest Watering the Champagne, 71 
Hansom Cabby and a Lady’s Letter, 60 
Homeless and Clubless Man (The), Sii 
House Meeting in November Fog, iOi 
Hunting Lady Droids her Whip (A), 237 
Huntsman and Searing-Boy, 261 
Hurdle- Jumiung in the Park, 9 
Imitation in the House, 94 
Improved Magazine Rifle, 261 
Insh Actors m America, 274 


John Bull Admonishes Portugal, 194 
“Kiss in-the-Ring,” 78 
Ladies’ Latest Information about Heligo- 
land, 39 

Lady and Puzzled Architect, 263 
Lady de Vere and the Carpenter, 198 
Lady Guest “last but not least," 27 
Lady Nigger Troupe (A), 150 

L. O C. Chairman's Roller-Skates, SS 
Leaping over Horseman in Lane, 2S5 
Little Boy and Bibulous Professor, 207 
Little Geoffrey and his Dog, 219 
Little Girl’s Birthday Present (A), 275 
Lord Mayor’s Show of the Future, 226 
Magistrate ilnd the Cracker, 225 
Making Love in the Green-Room, 243 
Match-Makers’ Sweater and ‘^^cT^L^unch 

(A), 278 

M. C.O. defending Lord’s Ground, 287 
Meeting of B.A. in Leeds Townhall, 142 
Minister of Agriculture and Insects, 68 
Missing the Income-Tax, 87 

Miss Parliamenta puts Puppets away, 82 
Mourning worn at a Murder Trial, 291 
VIr. Ashmead-Bartlett and Turnips, 273 
Mr. Gladstone and the Rabbits, 107 
Mr. Gladstone in Scotland, 202 
Mr. Gladstone on Fashion, 218 
Mr. Joskins tii^s Ilorsebreaking, t3 
Mr. Punch and the Frenchman in Egypt 
177 

Mr. Punch and Higher Education, 251 
Mr. Punch and Judge Romer, 242 
Mr. Punch and “ Nobody’s Boys,” 30 
Mr. Punch and the Smells, 206 
Mr. Punch at Sea, 26 
Mr. Punch Driving in Norway, 62 
Mr, Punch Yachting, 1 
Mrs. Bouncer’s beautiful Arms, 147 
Mr. Tate and Mr. Red Tape, 3 
Mr. Tyms with the Stagliounds, 179 
New Costume for General Officers, 149 
New Uniform for Horse Guards, 135 
Other Imitators in the Commons, 306 
Our Artist and Old Lady on Rocks, 114 
Our Ai‘tist takes an Authoress’s Instruc- 
tions, 30 

Our M. P.’s Tour in Ireland, 178 
Our Parliamentary Artist’s Mode].s, 3 3 8 
Parliamentary Pantomime Opening, 302 
Parnell’s Parliamentaiy Puppets, 286 
“Parsons on Strike," 270 
Partridges and the Rain, 112 
Perilous Tug of War (A), 215 
Pirate of Elswick (The), 148 
Podgers on Golf anil Tennis, 189 
Poet and Critic, 171 

Popular Game of Arthur Gollour (The), 
154 

Professor IMarsli’s Primeval Trouj^o, 124 
Publican and the Sunday League, 102 
Regular Soldier and Yeomanry, 117 
Result of Cabman “ Crawling,” fS 
Runaway Horse and Dog-Cart, 305 
Russian Wolf and the Hebrew Lamb, 290 
Sale of Yearlings (A), 214 
Salisbury Plays the Concertina, 28 
Salvationist Justice and Sick Girl, 11 
Scene from the Bohemian Girl, 111 
Scotch Photographer and Client, 252 
Sea Captain and his Horse (A), 129 
Sea-side Regatta (A), 122 
Serious Ball-Room Flirtations, 42 
Shadowing at Henley Regatta, 34 
“Shadowless Man” (The), 35 
Shadows of the Session, 298 
Shooting Fellow - Sportsman through 
Hedge, 240 

Shooting his First Bird, 294 
Signor and his ’Cello (The), 21 
Singing in a Fog," 310 
Sir Charles Russell's Pair of Gills, 301 
Sir W. Harcourt in Four Situation.s, 46 
Sir W. Harconrt Shooting Dodos, 11 
Sky-Signs in the Country, 238 
Sky-Signs of London (The), 339 
Small Boy threatens to Bet, 303 
Some Results from raising Piccadilly, 203 
Speaking French before the Housemaid, 
210 ’ 
Sportsman and Keeper on the Moors, 234 
St. Bernard and a Fillet of Veal, 362 
Suggestions for Pictorial Directory, 305 
Tailor Measuring Customer, 99 
Taming a Vieibus Horse, 143 
Three m a Boat— a River Scene, 153 
Tommy’s First Stomach-ache, 2 
Tommy’s School Report, 141 
Unfairly-treated Women, 60 
Unionists and a Starving Nou-Uiiiouist 
165 

Volunteer Major and Street-Boys, 90 
Waiting for the Express, 174 
Wanting Cartridges in his Gun, 266 
W. H. Smith as “the Rover,” 84 
Yankeq Heiress at the Seaside, 138 
Totting Jottings, 98 
Young Electricity and Old Steam, 230 
Young Matron md ’Arry Cyclists, 268 
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